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Blurb

Daisy and her ex-pirate wife of one year have
created a wonderful life together on an island paradise, after many
years of separation and heartache. Daisy worries that Chelsey has
become bored and misses her life on the open seas. When she catches
Chelsey in the arms of another, she runs away with a broken
heart

Chelsey made the mistake of trusting an
unscrupulous individual who ended up playing a cruel joke on her.
Now she must regain Daisy’s trust before their relationship is
ruined forever. She uses abduction and seduction to claim her
princess’s heart and soul again.

 



CHAPTER ONE

 


A sultry tropical breeze carried the scent of
sand and coconuts through an open window, brushing over the naked
blonde as she woke from her slumber. She yawned and stretched her
arms and then her legs, flexing her toes under the soft cotton
sheet covering her damp body. Daisy de Fleurre, former resident of
the small county of Flaundia and wife to the retired scourge of the
seas, pirate captain C.W. Dread—Chelsey to her intimates—ended up
sweating most mornings. Not because of the humidity, but from the
passionate lovemaking her wife gave her before they started their
day.

Daisy gazed upon her sleeping wife. She
lifted her hand but then dropped it again. Usually, Chelsey would
snuggle up behind her and place her face in the crook of her neck.
Chelsey’s arm would lie on her hip, fingertips brushing the cusp of
her womanhood, causing her to be in a state of arousal. Her pussy
would throb for her wife’s fingers or tongue to satiate the fire
burning deep inside of her.

However, as of late, Daisy went to bed alone.
For the past six months, Chelsey had worked long hours, helping
build an extension for Daisy’s brother, Thomas, and his lover,
Martin’s home a few miles away from theirs. Recently, she had taken
on even more responsibility when a successful shipping merchant
asked her to become his partner in the exporting end of his
business. She had explained it was a way of making a legal wage and
not having to rely on the illegal means she had turned to during
her pirate days.

Daisy missed the first months of their
marriage. With no real responsibilities, they had made love on the
beach or enjoyed pastimes as simple as reading under the coconut
trees covering their island paradise. It wasn’t as if they needed
the money. Chelsey had made a nice fortune from her ill-gotten
gains and owned the land and the house they resided in, for it had
been left to her by her uncle.

Chelsey mumbled something under her breath
and turned her head. Daisy viewed her beloved’s face, marred by a
scar that traveled across her right cheek and down her chin. She
still felt incredible guilt, even now, years later. Her father had
been the one to cut Chelsey when he had found them together, half
naked. She had been eighteen then. They had been separated for
eight long years, but now they were together forever and nothing
would keep them apart, ever again. She loved Chelsey beyond all
reason and hated how her darling was up at the crack of dawn and on
the go, long into the late hours of the evening, doing such
backbreaking work. The shadows under Chelsey’s normally sparkling
hazel eyes had become more pronounced. Even her raven tresses
seemed to have lost the bountifulness and vibrancy she adored, and
combed her fingers through every chance she got.

As her wife slept, she longed to take her in
her arms, but another worrisome thought crossed her mind. Chelsey’s
smiles were far and few between, and she couldn’t remember the last
time her love had called her by her pet name of princess. Also,
tomorrow was Valentine’s Day, and Chelsey acted as if she didn’t
care or wasn’t aware of this day dedicated to love. Daisy was
planning something special and expected her to take the night off
so they both could relax and only concern themselves with the
number of times they smiled or climaxed together…

Chelsey’s eyelids flickered, and she rolled
on her back. Daisy balanced on her elbow and watched the rise and
fall of her lover’s chest and her crimson nipples that called to
her to lick and suck.

There had been a handful of times she had
initiated lovemaking, but Chelsey was too dominant and liked to be
in control. Most often, she would awaken to find Chelsey’s face
between her legs, her tongue and mouth doing the most marvelous
things that made her dew flow and caused her to peak until she was
boneless with satisfaction.

A wicked thought popped in her head. For
once, she was the first one awake while her beloved dozed next to
her. Why not wake her wife with a rousing orgasm to help her start
her day?

“It’s decided, then,” she whispered and
slowly sat up, pushing her tangled curls away from her face. Her
heart beat faster, and her breathing grew shallow. She tugged the
sheet down until it pooled at the end of the bed. Chelsey slept on.
A low grunt, or rather a snore, came from her.

She crawled over to kneel by her wife’s feet,
and prodded Chelsey’s big toe with a fingernail. No movement. She
set her hand on the sleeping woman’s ankle. Still nothing. Her
darling wife was so exhausted not even the touch of the one she
loved most could rouse her.

But perhaps a special type of kiss could.

Pressing down on her palms, she crept upward
until her face hovered near Chelsey’s stomach. She brushed her
mouth on Chelsey’s navel, setting her lips on the soft skin there.
Chelsey’s leg twitched, and a mumble came from her. Becoming
aroused, she didn’t cease her kiss and, with nimble hands, spread
Chelsey’s legs apart.

Her lips ventured down until she met the
bristly hair of Chelsey’s pussy. She opened her mouth and blew on
the curls. Her own curls dampened. Soon she would sip of her love’s
nectar and lap it away like the sweet coconut milk she loved
drinking.

She cupped her wife’s pussy and opened her
bushy lips, breathing in more of her feminine musk. Her tongue
lapped the inside of one smooth fold; the slight taste of salt and
the thin coating of dampness encased the plump lips. She moved her
tongue in deep, foraging around to find the button of flesh that
would bring Chelsey great pleasure.

After a minute of play, Chelsey squirmed, and
her inner muscles milked Daisy’s tongue. Chelsey’s nether lips
swelled and grew wet. She dug her fingers in Chelsey’s thighs and
sighed when Chelsey whispered her name.

She bobbed her head up and down to increase
the intimate kiss she gave Chelsey’s puss—a sweet, tender mound,
reminding her of a kitten who wanted to be petted and played with.
She could spend hours playing with Chelsey’s pussy, and if she had
her say, would do so this very morning.

Chelsey’s hips rose. She pressed her face in
farther. Chelsey grabbed her hair and jerked, forcing her to flick
her tongue quicker. Her jaw started to ache from her sucking,
breathy moans her reward.

Chelsey spread her legs wider, and she fell
against her, rocking her core against the bed. She needed to finish
Chelsey off so she could take care of herself. Slipping her hand
under Chelsey’s buttocks, she searched for the crease to make her
come.

“Daisy!”

Daisy shoved her finger into her furred hole
and her tongue slithered farther into Chelsey’s cunny. Her finger
pumped to and fro as her tongue circled Chelsey’s clit. She smiled
on the fleshy button as it swelled under her ministrations.

Suddenly, Chelsey grabbed hold her by the
hair in a tight grip, and Daisy gasped from the sharp pain as she
was lifted away and forced on her back. A red-faced Chelsey emerged
over her. Her mouth was taken in a hungry kiss.

Their mouths moved together, tongues swiping
the inside of their cheeks and along their teeth. Chelsey growled
low, and a shudder of delight rushed through Daisy.

“I should ravish you for waking me up the way
you did,” Chelsey said in a husky warning that had a teasing lilt
to it.

She nipped her lips. “Have your wicked way
with me, my pirate wench.”

Chelsey smirked. “Wench? Oh, princess, you’re
in for it now.”

She called me her princess! She wanted
to shout in joy, but the sound from her mouth was more of a whimper
as Chelsey sat up and straddled her hips then palmed her breasts,
kneading and pinching them to her delight. She bit down on her lip
and turned her face to the side, overcome with pleasure.

“I want you to come first.” Chelsey leaned
down and swallowed Daisy’s nipple into her mouth.

Her arms flew over her head, and her back
arched as her wife sucked deeply, using the edge of her teeth to
bite down on her sensitive flesh.

“I want…you to climax before me,” she
moaned.

“Not going to happen, princess,” Chelsey
growled against one breast and sucked harder.

“Oh my!” She trembled from each tug of
Chelsey’s mouth as she switched back and forth to tease each
nipple.

“Ah, Daisy, your titties are a work of art.”
She released Daisy’s nipple with a soft pop and rolled her on her
stomach then slapped her hip softly, the signal to kneel on all
fours.

She quickly got into position. Her head hung
down, and she shook from exertion, her hair sticking to her face as
she waited.

Chelsey’s lips and tongue swept down her back
and along the curve of her ass, leaving a trail of fire venturing
straight to her pussy. Her inner muscles contracted, and she cried
out when two fingers slid into her very depths.

She clawed at the pillow, sobbing loudly as
Chelsey’s tongue followed her fingers and latched on her slit,
sucking with the same intensity as at her bosom. She rocked against
Chelsey’s face, crying for mercy. Her body clenched and stiffened.
An enormous pressure exploded deep inside, leaving her moaning and
shaking in its wake.

She landed on the bed, panting. Chelsey fell
over her, saying her name. Her wife stiffened and then relaxed, a
sigh of completion leaving her. She reached behind and Chelsey took
hold of her hand and laced their fingers together.

The two women didn’t move, enjoying the
aftermath of their ravenous lovemaking. Finally, Chelsey moved off
Daisy and lay behind her, reaching around to hold her. She held
Chelsey’s hands to her chest, pleased when her love peppered kisses
on the back of her shoulders and nape.

“Good morning, dearest wife.” She yawned and
snuggled into the pillow she had almost torn apart moments ago.

“One of the best mornings I’ve had in a
while, my insatiable, darling wife.” She lifted Daisy’s hand to
kiss her knuckles.

The ball of tension that had settled in her
stomach over the past few weeks vanished, and she drifted away on a
sea of relaxation, snuggling with the woman she adored. Before she
tumbled back to sleep, she swore she heard Chelsey mention
something about a ring for her bare finger that still bore no
jewelry even since they had wed.

Something as materialistic as a ring showing
the world their commitment to one another wasn’t important because
they were faithful in the only place that mattered—their
hearts.


CHAPTER TWO

 


The strong, bitter coffee Chelsey drank
didn’t help with her sleepiness. She was bone tired, and not even
the loving care of her beautiful wife could keep her from nodding
off in her seat. She’d love to spend the rest of the day in bed
with Daisy but she had too many errands to run, including picking
up more gifts for tomorrow, Valentine’s Day.

She smiled against the rim of her cup, eager
to see her wife’s reaction when she opened the small jewelry box
with two gold bands. Finally, they could show how dedicated they
were to each other with something as simple as matching rings. As
for the other gift, her sweet darling would be in for quite the
surprise.

She had to go with Martin to pick out wood
for the front porch he was building on his house then stop by the
jeweler, and finally meet with Mister Reiner to sign the contracts
to cement their exporting partnership.

It had been much easier when she was the
captain of her own vessel, sailing without a care until the next
ship came along she and her crew could pillage and plunder. She
missed that illicit life but would never admit she preferred living
on a ship to residing on land as a proper citizen.

She, the once feared pirate captain of
The Lady Desire, had become boring and
respectable.

She dropped her napkin on her plate and rose
to leave the dining room
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