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“There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio, than are dreamt of in our philosophy.”


William Shakespeare, Hamlet










  
  

Chapter One


Nightmares







“Hillier, I’ve changed my mind.” 

I glanced up from my task of dusting the mahogany desk to peer at Captain Martin with surprise. For a moment he was only a silhouette against the sun streaming in through the bank of windows, but then he turned and became solid.

Sometimes when I looked at Dinesh Martin, Captain of the Arrow, and realized that he truly was mine in all the ways that counted, I could barely believe it. He took my breath away every single day. Well, except when I was cross with him, but even then I knew how lucky I was.

“Have you? What about, pray tell?” Hillier, the quartermaster, asked, with fond affection.

They were friends, even closer now that the former quartermaster, Donatello, had passed so unexpectedly and cruelly in a skirmish with another ship.

“I’d like to pay a visit to Francis Bell and his wife, if you and the crew don’t mind,” he said.

“Oh!” Hillier exclaimed. “But Talamanca is in the opposite direction to where we had planned to sail, Captain.” 

Hillier didn’t seem overly upset, only concerned at such a sudden alteration of plans, I supposed.

“Yes, I know. I hope it isn’t a very great inconvenience to everyone,” Dinesh said.

“To be honest,” Hillier said, “I expect the men will be thrilled. Mr. Bell was almost as well-liked as you.”

“That is high praise from you, and I do hope you’re right.”

When Hillier had gone to tell the crew about the new destination, I asked the question I’d been dying to put forward.

“Who’s Francis Bell?”

“How’s the dusting going, Rooster?” 

Rooster was the captain’s nickname for me since I sported a shock of red hair on my head and…in other places.

Dusting the furniture in the captain’s cabin was not a job I would have chosen. However, it was a way for me to serve him, and keep myself busy and out of harm’s way most of the time. I didn’t hate it as much as I let on. 

I stood, crumpling the rag in my hand. “Almost done. So, who is he? And where is Talamanca? And why are we going there?”

Captain Martin leaned against one of the posts of his—well, our—gigantic bed and crossed his arms.

“Francis Bell is a former crew member and a very good friend of mine. And Talamanca is a coastal paradise in the Americas where he fell in love with an indigenous woman and decided to abandon us to the joys of domestic living. They’ve recently had their second child.”

“But…that’s quite far, isn’t it?”

He gave me a quizzical look. “Yes. A few months sailing. Believe me, it will be worth the journey.”

“I only mean, how on earth did you find out about the child? The second one? Or even the first one?”

“I received a missive from him whilst we were in Port Royal, before I ran into you and my life was changed forever.”

I smiled, recalling the day he’d agreed to let me onto the Arrow and what had happened since.

“There aren’t many ships that pass through that part of the world, so he must have gone to some trouble to send it. And I miss him.”

“Well,” I said. “Then we must go.”

He grinned and shoved off the post, coming towards me with nefarious purpose.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m interrupting your housework,” he said, licking his lips and giving me a leer that would have made a whore blush. And it did. Perhaps I wasn’t a whore, but I had many of the same interests and abilities.

“For what reason?” I asked, and then squeaked when he grabbed me around the waist and slid his hand down my trousers.

We left the dusting for another day.

Captain Martin’s frigate, a former navy vessel called the Arrow, was a welcomed utopia for me and for many others aboard. Our small society was equitable—or as much as possible, in terms of race and religion—and nobody batted an eye at the ‘most unnatural and detestable sin’ of loving a member of your same sex. The men of this crew had been privy to acts of horrible cruelty and injustice in their previous lives. In contrast, what two (or more) men did with their bodies was less of an issue. A life at sea was treacherous and a man could perish at any moment, so any attachments were considered precious and valid. The crew knew about Captain Martin’s preference for other men in his bed—in fact, several had indulged him in the past—and nobody judged him for the practice. He and I were treated as though we were married, and we might as well have been.


      ***“Simon Bartholomew White.” 

A faint whisper of my name.

“Simon White, Sorcerer of the Black Depths, Summoner of Storms and Lightning.”

The creature had soulless eyes and sea-green hair. It swirled in currents deep beneath the waves, drifting in and out of focus. An eerie, melodic voice rose like a surge of desire, and caught me up in a net of seduction, resonant and enchanting.

The thing beckoned me with an inky tentacle and a ghastly smile, then opened its eel-like mouth impossibly wide. A slick indigo gullet ringed with pointed white teeth, the void of its maw expanded until the wide mouth covered first the creature’s entire face, and then its head. The inviting song became one piercing note, paralyzing me so I couldn’t move as the monster lunged. 

I surged to a sitting position, blinking in the moonlight, sweating and shaking.

“Holy hell and brimstone,” I panted, breathless with the fright of the dream creature, my eyes wide, my fingers clutching the sheet. 

The strangely compelling song echoed in my head.

The Arrow rocked peacefully. The captain snored next to me. The man could sleep through a barrage of cannon fire, once he’d gone down for the night. Perhaps why there was always someone on duty outside his door. His quarters were mine now, the bed too. The entire ragtag crew knew we belonged to each other.

Since our new destination had been decided upon, I’d struggled with bizarre and unsettling dreams. Dinesh thought they were the result of the conflicting feelings I’d been experiencing about the times I’d used my magic to save him and the crew, whilst destroying our enemies. Particularly because, in facilitating our early morning escape from Tortuga, I’d decimated the town. So my magic hadn’t merely affected the men trying to destroy us, but scores of innocents as well. 

He was likely correct, but the creature in my dreams loomed so vivid and real and disturbing, I couldn’t help but wonder if the frightening figment had some connection to the magical realm.

I knew this ability came to me from my mother, but she had died—been killed—before she could explain the bewitchment to me. The first time the conjuring had passed through me in an uncontrolled way had been after her death, when I’d dispatched my father—her murderer—in a fiery blaze that had burned me down one side and left a terrible scar. My mother’s friend, Carago, had taken me in, protected me, and parented me until his death two years ago, when I’d struck out for Port Royal in the hopes of gaining employment. I’d been lucky enough to stumble upon Captain Martin and his crew in a tavern when I was at my lowest point and barely had anything left to live for. He’d taken pity on me, and I’d been brought aboard the Arrow, where I’d found lust and love and a bizarre sort of family.

My scar had faded and disappeared in a matter of hours following one of my spell castings, or whatever it was that I did to summon the powers of wind and lightning to my bidding. Neither the captain nor I understood how, or why.

Guilt was a strange thing. At times I felt fine, and then something would remind me of what I’d done and a sort of grey shroud would descend over me for a few hours or occasionally a number of days. But the captain’s care and interest would normally bring me out of my melancholy and if not that, my friends Domingo and Squid would cheer me. Or sometimes, I only needed to sit by myself for a while, staring out to sea and remembering that the entire crew, and Captain Martin himself, had blood on their hands. I wasn’t the only murderer on this ship.

However, because Captain Martin had a preference for diplomacy over bloodshed, I hadn’t actually seen a violent skirmish and dreaded when I might be witness to such an event. I also wondered how my magic might be able to intervene without destroying us all. I still wasn’t convinced the Arrow’s crew would be spared the violence of my powers. 

What was the criteria for any particular man to escape the wrath of my magic? So far, the entire crew had been spared each time. The issue was that I didn’t know how much power I wielded, or how I wielded it.

There were members of the Arrow’s crew with whom I now had a somewhat strained relationship, as probably occurred with any group of people confined for weeks in close quarters. One such was Robert Hanes.

The man insisted on teasing me and threatening me with castration as a punishment for my sometimes ridiculous and peevish behaviour. Would he be vulnerable because I didn’t particularly like him? Even so, my disfavour didn’t mean I wanted him dead.

There had also been occasions when I’d wished harm on Domingo’s mouthy mynah, Esmaralda, but I would hate for anything to happen to her as Domingo cared for her a great deal. 

The powers I had were mysterious, and I was only beginning to get a grasp on controlling them in the most rudimentary way. So my horrible nightmares may well have been caused by the anxiety that plagued me.

I carefully extricated myself from the bed without waking Dinesh. The white shirt I slept in, normally billowy and soft, clung to me with moisture from my own sweat. I shivered even though the night was still and warm, and wrapped myself in a knitted blanket whilst I moved to stand at the windows that looked out from the ship’s stern. 

Moonlight glanced off the dark waves as the Arrow moved silently through the swells, her night crew on duty now that the day had gone, and no other ships in sight, at least from this angle. The sentry would spot any other vessels in this kind of light and would let us know if we needed to prepare for a skirmish. 

We’d been lucky, and the crew of the two merchantmen we’d encountered since escaping Cayonne had bowed to the excellent diplomacy of Captain Martin and the quartermaster, Hillier, and allowed us to take an amount of plunder in exchange for escaping with their lives. 

This was the way in which Dinesh approached a life of piracy. I believed he was in the business less for the booty than for the opportunity for him and his men to live lives of their own choosing, rather than bowing to society’s strict demands and class systems. 

The crew had great respect for Captain Martin, and an appreciation for a life outside of the bounds of politeness and conformity. Some of them even shared our fondness for love between men, and others partook of the activity as a temporary measure when they couldn’t access members of the opposite sex.

Despite our disregard for the habits of polite society, the Arrow was not a decrepit pit of orgiastic delights. Intimate behaviour was carried on behind closed doors, if possible, or in hidden corners, or on deck in the cover of darkness as quietly as was possible. Men looked the other way and afforded privacy when they could. Dinesh and I were the lucky ones, with two large rooms in which to practice our particular predilections. 

So far, Dinesh’s benevolent rule had been free from challenge, and I hoped his tenure continued as such, since I benefited greatly from his position as Captain. The crew was made up of men from a patchwork of nationalities, and some, like Dinesh himself, of a mixture of many. They all had a singular desire—to escape the bonds of regular society and find a comfortable way to live outside such confines. 

“Rooster?” Captain Martin’s sleep-warmed voice broke the silence of the dark room. 

I turned to see him gazing at me from the pillows with a concerned look on his handsome face. I’d discovered he had a mixture of East Indian, Scots, French, and British ancestry. It gave him the look of someone who couldn’t be placed with any degree of certainty, and I knew he enjoyed that ambiguity. And he was simply a very handsome man.

“Nightmare,” I explained, pulling the blanket closer around me.

“Another one?” he asked.

I nodded.

“How bad?”

I shrugged. “The same.”

He frowned. “The sea creature?”

“Aye.” 

I shivered at the memory of those spindly limbs, the indigo cavern of its gaping maw, the eyes. But, in truth, the being’s song frightened me most. The notes, the cadence, the emotive energy, pulled me in. I still heard the eerie melody in my head.

“Come back to bed, Rooster,” Dinesh murmured, flipping the sheet back for me to slide in beside him.

Which I did, leaving my knitted shroud on the chair. 

My shirt had dried. We had been used to sleeping together in a state of nature, but an incident had occurred which reminded us that we were living in close quarters with a crew of other men. The night sentry had dropped a candle and set a cloth alight, then shouted “FIRE” at the top of his lungs and woken the entire ship, whilst his watch-mate had quickly let go a stream of piss that extinguished the flame. But not before all aboard had woken in a panic and Captain Martin and I had ended up on deck in nothing but our skins for all to see. The crew, who shared hammocks in the hold, slept fully or partially clothed. 

Once he’d ascertained the fire was out and become aware of the gazes of our more circumspect shipmates, Dinesh had taken a bow and laughed about our predicament. But we’d quickly returned to his rooms and dressed, red-faced and embarrassed to be caught out. And we’d slept in shirts ever since. 

He gathered me to him under the linen sheets, and I melted into his embrace, smelling his sleep-warmed skin and savouring his particular scent. I nuzzled his neck and sighed.

“You need a shave, my darling,” he murmured. I heard the smile in his voice.

“Oh, I’m sorry, does the rough hair on my chin bother your highness?” I asked with mock sweetness.

He laughed. “Not at all. However it does tend to tickle my thighs.”

I choked on a laugh as he continued.

“Perhaps you’d let me shave you, if you’re too lazy to do the job yourself?”

I frowned. “Too lazy!” Then I pictured Dinesh leaning over and scraping my chin with a razor, and my frown vanished. “Wait, would you? Truly?”

“Well, not right now. I need two more hours of sleep, at least. And so do you.”

I yawned to prove his point. “Aye.”

“Shh, now. Go back to sleep, my love. I shall protect you from all the monsters that assail you.”








  
  

Chapter Two


Making Headway





My fingers clutched the arms of the chair as I blinked up at Dinesh’s bare chest and the razor he held in his hand. 

“For fuck’s sake, be careful,” I muttered.

“Rooster, I’ve been shaving myself for more years than you have. And I have much better equipment,” he said with an arched eyebrow.

Dinesh had bent a large pillow from the bed over the top edge of the chair so I could lean my head back comfortably, facing the ceiling.

He’d taken one look at the rusted razor I’d nicked from an unfortunate crewmate and tossed  it overboard, allowing me to use his finer and newer implement to keep my chin bare. But this time he insisted that he do the honour, which I had to admit was more frightening than being tied up in ropes and subjected to his amorous attentions. 

Because one wrong move could be disastrous.

“If you stay still, you’ll be fine.”

“If you say so,” I said, eyes wide. Perhaps I hadn’t thought this through. “Hold on. You’re not only talking about your razor, are you?”

He grinned. “Still, a good, clean, sharp blade, in the right hands, will give you a face as soft as a baby’s bottom.”

My eyes went wide. “I’m not sure you should want my face to be, in any way, like a baby’s bottom. I don’t think I do.”

“Merely an expression. In point of fact, I have no idea how soft a baby’s bottom actually is.”

“No, I don’t suppose you would, at that.”

He put the razor down on a soft towel he’d laid out on the dresser. 

“What are you doing?”

“I have some lovely soap from Paris.”

I blinked. And then I grinned. And then I started to laugh.

“You and your fancy soap. If I had known, back in that tavern in Port Royal, that living on a pirate ship would offer me this much comfort…well, I’d not have believed it.”

He had the grace to blush. 

“Well, I do like my little luxuries, you see.”

“Oh, I know you do. I recall you shoving one of them up my arse,” I said, with a leer.

“Ah, yes. That was wonderful. Got you clean inside and out, it did.”

“Aye. And then you had your filthy way with me. And continue to do so on every possible occasion.”

“I confess it. You haven’t given me any complaints.”

“Oh, no, I’m quite pleased with the situation.”

“Yes, I thought so. Now stop talking, because I need to do this properly.”

“I’ve heard that before…”

“Rooster…”

“Yes, Captain. I’ll be good.”

There was a knock on the door. I wasn’t expecting an interruption.

“Come!” Dinesh said.

Martinéz came in with a pitcher and a soft cloth. Steam swirled from the earthenware vessel as he winked at me.

“Thank you, Martinéz. Place it on the dresser, will you?”

“Of course, Captain. There you are.”

“Thank you,” I murmured, touched that the captain would go to such lengths for me. I shouldn’t have been surprised. He took good care of my needs and my comfort.

Martinéz left and closed the door. Dinesh poured the steaming water into the wash basin and wetted the cloth. Then he wrung the water out and brought the washcloth over.

“Close your eyes, and simply enjoy.”

He arranged the steaming towel across my chin, then folded the ends over my eyes, so my entire face, but for my nostrils, became suffused with warmth. 

“Good?” Dinesh asked.

“Aye,” I sighed. 

“The heat will soften the hairs and open the pores of your skin to make the going easier and the result smoother.”

I drifted on a plane of relaxation whilst Dinesh repeated this process three times, since the towel only stayed warm for a short while.

I listened to the burr of the razor being stropped, back and forth, back and forth. Then to the swish of the shaving brush against the fine Castille soap. The heat from the warm towel helped me to drift in and out of awareness. My mind wandered as the captain prepared for the task at hand.

“All right,” the captain murmured as he removed the final towel from my face. “I’m going to use some fragranced oil on your skin, to make everything soft.”

“Mmm,” I hummed, enjoying the pampering, even though I was a tad nervous about letting him hold a sharp razor to my neck. 

At least the sea was calm this morning. If the weather had been rough, I might have tried to put him off.

I was reminded of the first time he’d given my hair a trim after he’d treated me to a proper bath to remove the filth of several months. Captain Martin had a range of skills, to be sure, and he’d attended to my hair regularly since then as I liked to keep my locks on the shorter side, but feathered around my ears and neck. The captain rarely needed a trim as he kept his long and tied back with a ribbon during the day. 

The scent of jasmine and orange filled my nostrils as the captain poured oil from a small vial into his palms and proceeded to smooth the mixture into the skin of my face.

“That smells good,” I said. “Fancy having all of these fine things on board.”

“I’m quite a collector.”

“Aye, I’m aware.” 

Dinesh had already introduced me to a number of unique implements that he’d discovered on one of the ships they’d ransacked.

“Well. You never know what you might find on any of these merchant vessels. They are generally delivering items of quality for the upper classes. Which makes their appropriation for my personal…benefit…all the more enjoyable.”

“And advantages me as well,” I murmured, gazing up at him as he used his sensitive and skilled fingers in ways I wasn’t used to, but that had some of the same effects. “That feels quite good. You’re bringing me to a half-stand, you know.”

He chuckled. “Well, that’s not surprising, seeing how responsive you are to touching in general.”

He had a point. 

“You had better settle down, however, as you don’t want to make any sudden movements for the next little while.”

“Of course, Captain. I shall endeavour to control my ardour.”

“Good lad. Now I must request that you stop talking so that I can do my job properly.”

I shut my mouth and closed my eyes, submitting to his care. The situation wasn’t all that dissimilar to our usual dynamic, when he would subdue me in ropes and have his wicked way with me. Perhaps that was contributing to my response.

He used the soft brush to rub the soapy froth into my short beard, ensuring that the hairs were covered well. Then he grasped the tip of my nose between his fingers, pulling upward to keep the skin taut, and applied the razor to my sparse moustache. He used a gentle touch to position my head as needed, and took his time shaving my cheeks and chin with short, careful strokes. He was taking great care, and I was able to relax and not be concerned that he might make a wrong move with the sharp blade.

After a long space of time, during which I had to fight to stay awake as the captain’s attentions were so soothing and the scent of the oil and soap so pleasant, he made a contented noise and used a towel to wipe my face clean.

“One more go-over and that should do it.”

“More? My God, man, how long is this going to take?” As pleasant as the experience was, the procedure was taking longer than I’d anticipated.

He smiled at me sedately, holding the earthenware bowl and lathering up the shaving brush again. 

“If you want something done properly, you don’t rush the process.”

I rolled my eyes. “Fuck, if that isn’t your entire philosophy. About everything.”

“You do know me well.”

I did, in fact. There was nothing he liked better than taking his time with me when we were intimate, making me wait and wait and wait for my release, whilst he took his own pleasure, often multiple times over. However, since for some reason I enjoyed being debased and used, we were a good match. 

He lathered my face again and finished the shave. Afterwards, he cleaned me up and applied a soothing balm that smelled of camphor oil.

“There you are, my love. You look much better, and I won’t have to worry about the tickling when you see fit to swallow my…what do you call it—”

As if he didn’t know.

“—truncheon.” He flashed a smug grin as he removed the towel from below my neck. “Up you get.”

I sat up and touched my fingertips to my razored chin and cheeks as the captain handed me a looking glass. I took the carved handle and examined his work, turning from side to side to see the result.

“Oh, hell, I look right swank. Feels so soft. Thank you,” I said, passing the mirror back to him. “Shall I give up doing the job myself?”

“Perhaps not, but please do use my razor and accessories.”

“Well, I’ll have to, won’t I? Since you threw mine over the rail.”

“I’ll not have you using less-than-pristine implements on that pretty face. You are mine now, Simon Bartholomew White, and shall convey yourself appropriately.”

“Aye, aye, Captain. With pleasure.”

He leaned in and kissed me with a lazy, possessive air that thrilled me to my bones.


      ***It took about nine weeks for the Arrow to get us near the coast of the Americas. We’d been blessed with decent winds, very few storms, and generally fine weather. My nightmares kept up their occasional torment, and I was hoping that soon I’d have absolved myself of any remaining guilt for the incident at Cayonne, and would be free of them. 

“Hillier said we should be in sight of land in a day or two, although with the skies as they are at the moment, we won’t have a chance at spotting the shoreline.”

Dinesh was out of bed and already putting on his clothes. I sat up, leaning back on one hand, blinking in the daylight.

“Ain’t we gonna lounge a bit?” I asked, trying to look alluring in my sleep-dishevelled state. “Now that I’m able to maintain such a well-shaved face?”

I ran the tip of my finger along my smooth chin, where I’d put his fancy razor and lotion to good use on a regular basis.

He grinned as he fastened his trousers and pulled on his boots. Then he walked over and sat on the bed beside me, touching my cheek with loving affection.

“You’ve done a good job at keeping yourself presentable. Considering how slow your beard is to grow, well, it’s still a weekly commitment, is it not?” He narrowed his eyes at me. “You didn’t lie to me about your years, did you?”

I snorted. “Aye, yes, I’m actually twelve, didn’t you notice? What the fuck, Dinesh? That ain’t so nice. I’m as manly as you.”

He raised his eyebrows, and I glared at him. 

“Fuck you, the situation is due to my hair being red, I expect. Red-haired people don’t grow as much body hair. Or so I’ve been told.”

“By whom?”

I grinned. “Several of my previous lovers, in fact. So there.”

His amused smile faded. “Exactly how many men have you invited into your bed, Simon Bartholomew White?”

“That’s none of your business. I could ask the same of you. But I won’t, because I fear I do not want to know that number.”

He gave a nod. “Yes, well, let’s call it a draw, shall we?”

“What a good idea.”

“Why don’t you accompany me to the galley, and we’ll grab something to eat?” he suggested.

“All right. Give me a moment.”

Normally, Mr Guthrie or Domingo would bring us something to eat, so the fact that Dinesh was going to seek out his own food meant that he did have things to do. Whilst I got dressed, he explained why.

“I’d like to gather a few things to give as gifts to our hosts. I also need to check in with Hillier and ensure he knows exactly where I want to drop anchor.”

“Always a good idea to smooth the way with tokens of appreciation,” I said.

I looked forward to meeting Francis Bell, and meeting the woman who had enticed him to leave a life of piracy for a chance at landlocked domesticity. 

As I pulled on my jacket and made my way past him, Dinesh gave me quite the smack on my arse. I yelped, taking a quick step to the side, but giving him an amorous look as the fire lit within me.

“Eh, now. Shouldn’t start something you can’t finish,” I drawled.

He smiled, slow and deliberate, with the most devilish look in his eyes. 

“I assure you, I can finish the job, and I will, only not right at this minute. I’ve a mind to take you over my knee later today, redden that perfect bottom, and make you squirm like the naughty lad you are.”

I put a hand to my chest and affected a look of shock, whilst my loins quickened. “Surely you wouldn’t treat me in such a roguish way?”

I watched the desire rise in his gaze as my own matched it.

“I certainly will and you know it. And you love a good hiding.”

I shrugged and opened the door. 

“I’ll never tell,” I said, as Squid looked up from his book with raised eyebrows.

“Hmm. A secret,” Squid muttered, gazing at me with curiosity.

“Yes. The exact measurements of Dinesh’s cock.”

“Rooster,” Captain Martin muttered, rolling his eyes and blushing with embarrassment.

Ha-ha. I could make him squirm too.

Squid was nonplussed.

“If you keep claiming the captain’s prick is gigantic, the crew are going to think you are overcompensating for a deficit,” Squid said matter-of-factly with a glance at Captain Martin, who looked concerned. “Except that I know for a fact a few who have also seen the appendage in question and can corroborate your assessment.”

I glared at Squid and then at Captain Martin, who blushed further and shrugged. 

I knew he’d personally entertained a few members of his crew at various times before I’d come on board and claimed all of his attention. I only hoped I could hold his focus, since he was quite an amorous fellow with questionable appetites. 

But then, so was I. And anyway, we’d sworn sexual allegiance to each other so that we wouldn’t be worried the other was off entertaining other men. 

“Quiet, you,” I said to Squid. “You shan’t remind me of Dinesh’s opportunistic allegiances and besmirch the simply beatific romance we’ve got going here.”

Dinesh took my elbow and tugged. “Come along.”

I turned to wave to Squid as Captain Martin dragged me toward the galley.

“But I need to visit the privy,” I gasped, the movement of being pulled along jogging my full bladder.

“So do I.”

He stood me outside the blasted thing and made me wait whilst he took his own time emptying his bladder, with quite the production. Listening to another man’s gigantic stream hitting the porcelain whilst the pressure on your own organs increases is not amusing.

“I’m going to piss myself!” I complained.

“Go ahead.”

“Yes, you’d like that wouldn’t you? Christ almighty, the depravity of your soul, I swear to God—”

The door opened.

“But I want to watch if that’s going to happen,” he said with a smirk.

My eyes bugged out of my head, and my mouth hung open. “You bloody pervert.”

He grinned. “You do know me.”

“I thought I did,” I said weakly, pushing past him into the privy, then slamming the door on him. I let go of my stream, listening to his laughter outside the wooden door and turned my face up to heaven.

“Is there anything that man doesn’t find stirring?” I asked of God or whoever might be up there. “Never mind. Don’t answer that.”

I focused on the relief of pissing after holding my water so desperately and blithely wondered what filthy game we might play involving piss and endurance. Dear God, the man was turning me into a profane vessel for whatever he desired. There really was no hope.

I whistled a merry tune as I put myself to rights, washed my hands with the fancy soap, and dried them on the cloth. 

Upon my exit, Dinesh held out his hand. “Breakfast, then?”

I put my hand in his. “Aye, that’d be grand.”

As we went down the steps and along the passage to the galley, we heard some strange, yet familiar, phrases.

“Take it from behind! What a trollop!” was spoken in a woman’s voice with a French accent.

Dinesh and I exchanged world-weary glances as we walked.

“The captain’s cock is a truncheon!” The words were spoken in an almost exact mimic of my own voice.

Captain Martin stopped walking, his expression going from one of merry ease to extremely cross in a matter of a moment.

I loosed my hand and kept going, pretending I hadn’t heard a thing. 

But the captain stepped forward, grabbed the neck of my jacket and jerked me to a stop.

“I told you not to teach her that,” he seethed, his eyes lit with an angry flame that was not the one I liked to see there.

I took a breath. We’d been through this already.

“You did not say: Do not teach the bird to say that my cock is a truncheon. You didn’t.”

“Simon Bartholomew White. Are you honestly going to be that dense?” Some of the anger had flown, because he knew I was right.

“Maybe.”

He waited, holding tight to my jacket, probably thinking of ways to make me sorry.

I protested, lifting my hands in a gesture of helplessness. “But it’s true! Your cock is a truncheon. I’ve said that since I first saw it. Felt it. Got ploughed by it!”

“That may be so, but I don’t need her saying those words. In your bloody voice. All the fucking time.”

“I’ll talk to Domingo.”

“What on earth is he going to do about the situation? He barely has control over that bloody bird!”

I frowned. “How dare you speak of Esmaralda that way? She is Domingo’s dear pet and companion, and I—”

“Oh, for fuck’s sake. I need coffee,” he said, letting go of my jacket and shoving me forward. “Get me some, and perhaps I shall forgive you.”

I stumbled into the galley, followed by a vexed Captain Martin, and sure enough, Domingo’s small black and yellow mynah bird—the notorious-by-now Esmaralda—greeted us from her perch on the pot rack.

“What a trollop!” she said in the woman’s voice, and then, in mine, said, “The captain’s cock is a truncheon!”

“Domingo!” I yelled as I didn’t see him nearby.

“For fuck’s sake,” the captain sighed, eyeing the bird with particular enmity.

A young fellow came out of the back rooms, gathering his long black hair with a red ribbon, an untied chartreuse robe floating around him as he moved towards us. He was wearing a colourful pair of cropped trousers, a linen shirt embroidered with daisies, and a rolled blue scarf as a belt. And red velvet bedroom slippers of which I was profoundly envious as they looked much more comfortable than the scuffed and stained, second-hand deck shoes the captain made me wear.

The pair of slippers were one of the few things, along with the robe and the bird, Domingo had been able to bring when we’d escaped the Turnkey tavern and Cayonne. 

But I didn’t like to think about Cayonne. 

“Esmaralda! Must you keep on? Shush now. Here’s a caraway seed.”

The bird took the offering from Domingo’s delicate fingers, and eyed the small pile of seeds he placed near her.

“I am so sorry, Captain Martin. Simon. For the life of me, I cannot get her to stop saying that.”

Domingo glanced at me and barely maintained his serious, apologetic expression.

“Is there coffee, Domingo?” Captain Martin asked. “I smell a brew, I believe.”

“Yes, of course. There’s a fresh pot on the hob,” he said, gesturing towards the iron stove in the centre of the room.

I strode past him, grabbed a stoneware mug from the cupboard that latched when the door was closed, in case of rough seas, filled the vessel with hot coffee from the steaming pot, then carried the mug to the captain, offering the hot drink with a cheerful smile.

He scowled as he took it, eyeing Esmaralda, who munched happily on her seed, which she held in one little claw as she bent to peck at it with her tiny beak. Remarkable that such a diminutive creature could make so much of a ruckus and create such enmity in the captain, who was otherwise quite a relaxed and confident man. With a cock the size of his, he should be proud. I didn’t honestly know why Esmaralda’s frequent proclamations upset him so much.

After he’d taken a sip or two of his coffee, his fierce expression relaxed. Domingo and I had filled mugs for ourselves and joined him at the table.

“Have a seat, Dinesh,” Domingo said. “I’ll bring you some food in a moment.”

“Thank you, yes, that would be wonderful.” Captain Martin, whose goodwill had returned with the black coffee coursing through his veins, took a seat on the bench next to me, even offering Domingo a kindly smile. “How are you?”

“Well…” Domingo said, his face lighting up at Dinesh’s question. “Despite being at the crew’s beck and call all day, slinging potatoes, and chopping vegetables, I’m doing rather well. You?”

Dinesh rolled his eyes. “At least I didn’t assign you to the upper decks. You don’t have to be up in the weather or climbing the rigging.”

“Yes, that’s mighty kind of you,” Domingo murmured with mock gratitude. “Because God knows that’s the kind of work my previous life prepared me for.”

Dinesh grinned and shrugged. He took another sip of coffee. “You never know.”

“Well… I might be good at the job. But I wouldn’t be able to maintain my absolutely ravishing sense of style, now, would I?”

Dinesh inclined his head. “I suppose that’s true.” His gaze drifted over Domingo’s clothing, at least what he could see above the edge of the table across from us. “And what a tragic loss that would be.” His tone was sardonic, but he smiled.

“That would be an absolute tragedy. I love the way you dress, Domingo,” I stated.

Despite an initial distaste for the attractive young man when we’d initially met—I’d assumed him hired for the night by Dinesh for a one-on-one amorous encounter, when what had transpired was more of a two-on-one situation of which I still had fond recollections—Domingo and I had grown close in a platonic way.

“Thank you, Simon,” Domingo said, leaning back and lifting his mug to his lips. 

“I see all you blokes are having a right nice time,” said Mr Guthrie, ship’s cook, as he came out of the back room, putting his apron over his clothes and giving us a kindly look.

“Won’t you join us, Guthrie? Or are you too busy?” Dinesh asked.

“I’ll join you for a moment, Dinesh. Domingo, fetch some of the cheese and bread and we’ll have a bit of breakfast.”

“Yes, Mr Guthrie. I was about to do that,” Domingo said, getting up from the bench and giving me a wink.

Mr Guthrie poured himself some coffee and sat across from Dinesh and I.

“Almost there, I hear?” Guthrie asked Dinesh, eyebrows raised.

“Yes, we should be getting close. Hillier’s supposed to meet me on deck in—” Captain Martin retrieved his gold watch from his pocket and flipped the lid. “—ten minutes. I’ll have to eat and run, I’m afraid.” 

He tucked the timepiece away.

“Not a worry. Domingo and I have to get to work on dinner preparations.” Guthrie looked at me. “And what are you up to today, Simon?”

I frowned as I recalled what I’d promised Captain Martin, and rested my chin in my hand. “I have an appointment with a large mop stick in the captain’s chambers.”

Dinesh laughed. “You make that sound like an assignation. I’m almost jealous.”

“Har har. Very amusing. However, if I were to stick any sort of household item up my arse, it wouldn’t be the mop stick.” I shot him a look of disbelief. “Good God, man, think of the splinters!”

Captain Martin almost choked on his coffee, and Guthrie grinned with amusement. 

“Never a dull moment with you aboard, young Simon.”

“I should think not. I’d like to imagine I bring some levity to you lot. I recall how dull the place was upon my arrival.”

This was not exactly the truth. However, I believed I had added a certain joviality and lightness to the Arrow and her crew, once I’d gotten comfortable in my position as captain’s houseboy-slash-right-hand man-slash-lover. 

Domingo returned to the table with a plate holding a large loaf of brown bread and several pieces of cheese.

“Here we are. I scraped the mould off and everything,” he said, picking up a square of cheese and popping the morsel into his mouth.

“Lies. All lies. There’s no mould in my galley.” Guthrie said with a sidelined glance at Domingo, who covered his mouth as he chewed.

“Oh, I forgot, I’m not supposed to mention the mould.”

Guthrie laughed as Domingo nudged him with a shoulder. The two had become fast friends, which was a good thing, seeing as they shared the galley and the room behind. Domingo had initially complained about having to share a sleeping space with Mr Guthrie, but after being shown the crew quarters—a great room in the hull with hammocks hung all about, a few bunks, and absolutely no privacy, he’d decided the situation would do. At least he had a bed to himself, three meals a day, and no requirement to sell his body for wages. 

Working in the Arrow’s galley was a step up and Domingo knew that.

Captain Martin finished his coffee, tore a piece of bread from the loaf and scooped up some cheese. “I’m off, then. Rooster, I may have some time after lunch if you’d like to—” He glanced at the others, then returned his gaze to me as his cheeks reddened. “—ah, meet me in our rooms for a…debrief.”

I nodded. “A debrief. Of course. I’m always available for ship’s business.”

“Excellent.”

He touched his forehead in a salute to the others. “Good day.”

“Good day, Captain,” Guthrie said.

Domingo smiled and watched him go, then turned to me.

“I’ve heard a right tupping called many things, but never that.”

“Oh, shut the fuck up.”


      ***The debrief to which Captain Martin had referred involved a delicious and deserved hiding over his lap, after which he sent me to my knees to bring him off with my mouth, then tied my limbs to the bedposts to spend long minutes teasing me with various implements before fucking me and leaving me covered with his spunk. 

A typical afternoon for us.

As I lay there, engorged once again, and splattered with milky fluid, Dinesh gazed upon me with satisfaction.

“Now that’s how I’d like to keep you for the rest of the afternoon. Besmirched and desperate.”

“No, no, please...” I whined, struggling and wiggling. “Can’t you use your hand? I’ll do anything you want…”

He cocked his head, considering. “Will you? Anything?”

I blinked. He was a cagey fuck.

“Well…anything…within reason?”

“Not good enough,” he said, pulling on his pants and acting like he was finished with me. He’d never left me in ropes for a whole afternoon, but that didn’t mean he wouldn’t.

“All right, all right.” I closed my eyes and prayed he wouldn’t make me do anything very difficult or distasteful. “Anything. I’ll do anything. Only please…please help me to finish.”

He grabbed his shirt and pulled the garment over his head.

“Or let me do the job myself.”

He sat on the edge of the mattress and I batted my eyes at him.

“Hmm. Now there’s an idea,” he said, eyeing my prick and licking his lips.

He leaned down, took my chin in his hand and kissed me soundly, shoving his tongue inside my mouth to assert his dominance. I didn’t mind. Especially when he gave my cock a few strokes to tease me further.

He let go, broke the kiss, and leaned over me to untie my left hand from the bedpost. Then he sat back.

“All right. Have at it.”

I stared at him with wide eyes.

“But…but that’s my left hand.”

He grinned. “So it is.”

“I’m right-handed.”

“Yes, I know.”

I huffed. “Oh, for fuck’s sake.”

“I’m sure you can do the job,” he said, leaning back against the pillows and regarding me with bemused affection.

I gazed at my cock, arching over my belly and leaking at the tip. Probably wouldn’t take a moment, but achieving the desired result would be more difficult with my non-dominant hand. This was all I was going to get apparently.

“Fine,” I said. I presented my left palm to him. “Will you at least give me some spit to work with?”

“Oh, with pleasure.”

He worked up some saliva, cupped my hand in his, and deposited a glob of shiny fluid there. He let go of me and made himself comfortable again.

With some annoyance I took hold of myself and began an awkward stroking motion that served to inflame me and get me close. But my rhythm was jerkier than I was used to, and the job took longer than usual.

Captain Martin watched with satisfaction as I struggled and gasped, gasped and struggled, and finally spurted semen all over myself in paroxysms of exhausted joy.

“Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck,” I groaned, climaxing at long last. Ecstasy turned to boneless ease, and I sank back against the sheets. “Fuck.”

“There’s a good lad. Well done.”

I looked at Captain Martin with what I hoped he saw as annoyance, even though I was so happy to have been allowed to achieve completion, my irritation might not have conveyed properly. Dinesh was a man who delighted in seeing me frustrated and pent up for days on end, until he permitted me release, so I felt luckier than normal, even though the situation had been less than ideal. And now I knew I could use my left hand to strip off if I needed to. Win, win.

“I need to get back to my duties,” he said, preparing to stand.

“Oh, excuse me, I seem to have gotten into a bit of a pickle,” I said, glancing down at myself and back at him with expectation.

“Ah, yes, I see that.” He clicked his tongue. “What an astonishing amount of spunk.”

I raised my eyebrows.

“Oh,” he said, comprehension dawning. He got up and took a cloth, wet it in the washbasin, rang the water out, and tossed the rag onto my stomach. “There you go.”

“The ropes, Dinesh. If you want me to clean your fucking cabin before we make landfall, you need to untie me.”

He stared at me and then burst out a laugh.

“You know, I did almost forget. You look so lovely tied up on my bed, covered with our combined essence, I should love to leave you right where you are.”

“I’m sure.”

He came closer and bent to untie my right wrist and then my ankles. 

“However, I do have work to do. And so do you as you mentioned.” 

He tickled the soles of my feet as he released me from my bonds. “I’m hoping that our time spent in Talamanca will be a much-needed respite.”

I grabbed the cloth and started to wipe the spunk from my belly, but he took my wrist and stopped me, bending to lap some of the fluid with his talented tongue whilst gazing at me with an intensity that took my breath away. He made a sound low in his throat as he closed his eyes to savour the taste. Then he watched me as I swiped the cloth over myself.

“What’s the matter?” I asked.

“Nothing is the matter. Everything is splendid. I’m the luckiest man alive, Rooster. Imagine having you all to myself to do with as I please.”

“Imagine,” I said, with sardonic emphasis, but then stuck out my tongue at him and grinned with delight. “At your service, captain. As ever I was.”
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