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The Sea Wolf was my girl. My home. My freedom. And the sea doesn’t even let her go down fighting. 

There’s no last volley from her cannons. No swashbuckling battle atop her deck. Just her hull cracking against a tooth of rock I never saw, and then she spills me and my crew onto the most beautiful stretch of sand I’ve ever seen.

I wash up coughing, spewing saltwater and curses creative enough to make a seasoned whore blush. Beside me, Bren, my first mate, lands hard on the sand like a gutted fish, clutching a splintered chunk of our rum barrel to his chest.

“The hold,” he wheezes, his face pale with despair. “The rum. Every last cask, Cap’n. Gone.”

“A tragedy for the fucking ages,” I snarl, pushing myself up onto shaky legs. My leathers are soaked through, plastered to my skin. My knife is gone. Fantastic.

I run a quick tally. No one’s missing, thank the depths. But the fresh water barrels are lost, the starboard hull is shattered, and young Mason is clutching his leg, blood welling through his fingers from a gash that’ll need stitching.

My gaze lifts to the wall of green looming beyond the beach. The jungle is a vibrant thing with dripping leaves and flowers. The air is thick with overripe fruit and wet earth, sweet enough it cloys at the back of my throat and makes my eyes prickle.

A rustle pulls my attention sharp as I see figures step out from the foliage. 

“Ah,” Bren murmurs beside me. “D’you think they have rum?”

They move with an easy rhythm. My eyes follow the lines of their bodies, the smooth skin, the toned limbs. Their clothing is barely there: simple cloth draped loosely over hips or across shoulders, an afterthought more than a covering. It does little to conceal the shape of breasts or the curve of a cock as they move.

But it’s their faces that truly unsettle me. No suspicion. No calculation. Just a serene, open warmth that feels more dangerous than a cutlass at my throat. 

And it’s not just me. A heavy silence settles over my crew. No jokes, no curses, just blank stares, as if thinking has slipped out of reach.

Their leader steps forward. She’s a young woman with kind eyes and silver threaded through her dark hair. She wears a simple fabric draped over one shoulder and tied at her hip, leaving one breast bare. “You are hurt,” she says, her voice gentle and even. “The sea is cruel. The land is kind. Come. We will care for you.”

Tension tightens low in my gut. Something’s wrong. But Mason is white with pain, and we’re out of clean water.

“For the wounded,” I say at last, my voice sharp. “And we’ll need materials to repair our ship.”

As we’re led inland into the village, my unease curdles into something colder. The itch in my eyes grows stronger, my throat tightening. 

“Stay sharp,” I snap at my crew.

But it’s too late. No one even looks my way. As if on cue, smiling villagers arrive with platters of bright fruit split open, steaming flatbreads, oily fish heavy with herbs that looks like a feast. Feels like a test, though. 

“Do not eat,” I command my crew, my voice low and harsh. “Do not drink.”

They nod, but it’s empty. Their eyes are already dull, fixed on the food and the bodies offering it. Whatever discipline the sea hammered into them slips away fast. Jax takes a cup and caresses the serving girl’s breast. Bren bites into a mango, his other hand pushing between the server’s thighs without a shred of shame. Their shoulders loosen. Their laughter turns loud and sloppy.

Furious, I lunge for Bren, but a hand clamps over my mouth from behind. Another locks around my wrist and yanks me back toward the edge of the clearing with a firm grip. My attacker is strong, but the skin is soft. A woman.

I twist free and there she is, a young lady with no more than twenty summers behind her. She stands with her weight on one hip, wearing just a thin strap of fabric riding low on her hips that barely hides the shape of her pelvis and the dark triangle beneath. Her tits are not covered. They’re full and heavy, tipped with tight, dark peaks. Her face is sharp with high cheekbones, a pointed chin, and clear eyes that are untouched by the sleepy haze that softens the rest of the village. 

“Even if you didn’t eat or drink a thing, it’s useless to fight it,” she said with a grin. “It’s the air, Captain. Breathe deep.” 

“What the hell is in the air?” I finally blurt out, after a solid ten seconds of my brain being completely hijacked by the glorious details of her breasts.

She laughs. “They don’t call it Paradise Cove for nothing. The air here just makes everything feel good.” 

She watches me, finally offering her name. “I’m Kaia, the chief’s daughter.” 

Perfect. The local royalty. This can’t be good.

“Captain Lyra Sharpe,” I reply, already turning to leave. “A pleasure. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I have a crew to round up.”

Kaia’s eyebrow arches as she moves into my path. “Ah. A shipwrecked captain, and her crew is slipping through her fingers. Who’s going to save you now?” 

I cross my arms and cock my head. “I’m going to save myself.”

“Yeah, because your crew certainly won’t. They’re listening to the island now.” She nods toward my crew, who are currently having a feast, hands wandering, laughter loose and easy. “They won’t be missing the sea. Ever.”

This is the real threat. Not poison or hidden traps, but this paradise of seduction. My crew, my people, are being disarmed by bliss. 

“Magic,” I spit. The word tastes wrong, like an excuse for the weak. And yet, even as I say it, warmth seeps into my veins. My body understands what my mind refuses: the pull of giving up a hard life at sea for something easy, warm, and mercifully light.

“Call it whatever you like.” She draws her fingers through her dark hair, pulling it over one shoulder. The strands cling to her skin, catching briefly on her dusky nipple before sliding free again. Repeatedly. My mouth goes dry as dust. “Here, it’s just how things are. And most who wash up here are eager to... participate.”

Her gaze licks down my body. It pauses where my soaked vest is suctioned to my chest, the cold making my nipples hard and visible against the fabric. “But not you, apparently. You’re still standing there, wound tight as a winch. Not swaying. Not even leaning in. You’re... immune?”

I give a nonchalant shrug. “Don’t know about immune. But I took a foul inoculation at the last harbor. Supposed to keep the jungle fevers out. Maybe it’s keeping this out, too.”

“Inoculation?” Kaia repeats, the word foreign on her tongue. 

“My first mate, Bren, called it ‘land-sorcery’ and my entire crew refused to take it.” I jerk my chin toward where he stands now, grinning vacantly as a villager braids a flower into his beard. “Seems he chose the wrong superstition.”

I eye Kaia suspiciously. “Well, you’re not exactly drowning in it yourself. How?”

“The chief’s bloodline is resistant. It’s useful for keeping things in order.” Kaia leans in against me, and my gaze instantly drops to the darkened shadow in between her thighs. I wonder how tight that heat would feel, and whether she’d buck against a woman’s mouth. I can almost taste her, and my pulse thrums at the thought. Fuck. I want to find out.

Suddenly, the sound of approaching voices slices through the humidity. Kaia’s posture shifts instantly, her gaze darting around before snapping back to me.

“Listen,” she says with an urgency in her voice. “We don’t have much time. You need to get through this paradise without losing your mind, and I need a way off this rock. Partnership?”

My instincts scream no, but I don’t have much options. Besides, I can already see shadows moving toward us.

“Alright,” I grunt. “But I want every one of my crew back, unharmed. And if this is a trick,” I add, “I’m feeding you to the sharks.”

A low laugh escapes Kaia. “I like your threats.” She leans in, her lips brushing my ear. “Now follow my lead. And stop looking so fucking tense. My father—and the others—can’t know you’re still thinking.” 

Gods below, how I want to wreck that smirk off her. To bend that tight little body over the nearest tree and fuck the clever clean out of her 'til she’s screaming something that ain’t a bargain. 

But before I can answer, guards close in, steering us toward the firelight and the crowd. The sky has darkened, but the torches and a roaring bonfire wash everything in orange light.

“What now?” I murmur, close to her ear, as we’re pushed into the center of the circle.

She only grins, the pearly whites of her teeth glowing in the firelight. “Now we dance. If they see you wrapped around me, they’ll stop watching you so closely. You’ll be free to move without a leash.”

It’s a smart plan. But I still have so much more questions in my head. Why does she want off this paradise? Why pick me? 

But before I can get a word out, she’s already dancing, her body dragging against mine closely, like she wants me to learn all her curves. Then her thigh shoves hard between my legs, rubbing right against the throbbing ache there. My hips jerk up, grinding into her. A traitorous, wet pulse answers her.

Weak, I think, furious at my own body. I snatch Kaia’s wrist. My grip is tight, but I don’t pull her hand away from where it’s braced beside my head. 

"I'm not performing for anyone," I grunt, but the protest sounds weak, even to me. "I'm not your fucking puppet."

Her eyes never leave mine, firelight dancing in them
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