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The frigate had appeared from the squall like a blade drawn across silk—silent, sudden, lethal. Lieutenant Commander Elena Vance had barely cleared her sidearm from its holster before the first wave of boarders hit the cutter’s deck. They came over the rails with grappling hooks and cutlasses, filthy men reeking of saltpeter and stale rum, roaring with the kind of savage joy Elena had only read about in history books. She fired twice. One pirate dropped, clutching his knee. Another staggered. Then a wall of scarred muscle named Mako slammed into her, driving her back against the bridge bulkhead with enough force to knock the wind from her lungs.

They bound her wrists with rough hemp rope, the fibers biting into her skin with stinging cruelty, and shoved her onto the pirate vessel with indifferent brutality. Elena’s navy jacket had torn at the shoulder, the gold braid fraying; her tailored trousers were smeared with gunpowder and someone else’s blood. Her dark hair, usually pinned in a severe, regulation bun, spilled loose in wild waves around her face, heavy with sea spray. They dragged her belowdecks, past leering faces and grubby hands that snatched at her waist and hips, groping the curve of her ass through the fabric, pinching hard enough to bruise. She was thrown into the captain’s quarters at the stern of the ship, the door slamming shut behind her with the finality of a coffin lid.

She expected a troll. A beast. A syphilitic monster with rotten teeth and a loaded pistol.

Instead, the man who rose from the chart table was devastating sin in human form.
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Captain Silas Blackwood looked as though he had been carved from the ship itself—tall, broad-shouldered, his frame lean and corded with functional, brutal muscle. A loose linen shirt, unlaced to the navel, revealed a chest and abdomen mapped with old scars and sun-bronzed skin that glowed in the lantern light. Dark hair, too long and wild, framed a face that was all sharp angles and sensual cruelty. But his eyes were what held her prisoner: pale, predatory green, burning with an intelligence that was far more dangerous than any cutlass.

He circled her slowly. Elena lifted her chin, her blue eyes flashing defiance even as her heart hammered against her ribs so violently she feared he could hear it.

“Another Navy bitch sent to police my waters,” Blackwood murmured, his voice a velvet-smooth baritone that vibrated in her sternum like distant thunder. He stopped behind her. His fingers—calloused, warm, enormous—traced the gold braid on her collar with insulting intimacy. Then they drifted lower, skimming the curve of her spine through the torn fabric, lingering at the small of her back. Elena stiffened, a traitorous shiver racing up her spine.

“I’m a commissioned officer,” she said, her voice admirably steady despite the adrenaline flooding her veins. “You touch me, and the entire Atlantic fleet will hunt you down and string you up by your entrails.”
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Blackwood laughed, low and dark, a sound that curled smokily in her belly. He moved to stand in front of her, cupping her jaw in one rough hand. His thumb dragged across her lower lip, sending an unwanted electric spark straight to her core. “Brave words from a woman whose heart is racing so fast I can see it fluttering at her throat.” He leaned in until his breath—hot, scented with rum and tobacco—ghosted over her ear. “I’m going to give you a choice, Commander. The men are hungry for a taste of Navy steel. They’ve been at sea for months, and you’re a prime, beautiful thing. But if you come to my bed willingly—if you surrender that proud uniform and that sweeter, tighter flesh to me alone—I’ll keep them off you. For tonight.”

Elena’s mouth went dry. She should have spat in his face. She should have screamed. But her body—traitorous, confused, adrenaline-soaked—was responding to his dominance with a liquid heat that pooled low and heavy in her belly, a throbbing ache between her legs that made her want to clamp her thighs together. She told herself it was survival. Just survival. Her body was trying to negotiate a better fate.

“And if I say no?” she whispered, hating the tremor in her voice.

Blackwood’s smile was shark-like, devastating. “Then I’ll watch them take you on the deck, one after another, until you’re broken and sobbing and filled so full you can’t walk. But you won’t say no, Elena.” He used her given name like a caress, like a collar. “Because you’re already wet imagining it.”

It was the worst truth she’d ever had to swallow.



He cut her bonds with a dagger that gleamed like a sliver of moonlight. The rope fell away, leaving angry red marks on her wrists. Blackwood didn’t touch her again immediately. He poured two glasses of amber rum from a crystal decanter—looted from some merchant prince, no doubt—and pressed one into her trembling hand. Elena drank. The liquor blazed down her throat, unknotting something tight and frightened in her chest, loosening the rigid spine that had kept her afloat through years of male-dominated service.

“Strip,” he commanded, settling into a high-backed chair that looked like a throne carved from driftwood.

Elena hesitated. Her uniform was her armor. Without it, she was just a woman. Vulnerable. Exposed. A body instead of a rank.

“Or I help you,” Blackwood added, his eyes glittering with unholy promise.
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Her fingers moved to the buttons of her jacket. Each one undone felt like a defeat, a surrender of territory. The navy wool parted, revealing the tight white undershirt beneath, soaked through with sweat and sea spray and clinging obscenely to the heavy, rounded swells of her breasts. Elena had always been athletic—toned arms from climbing rigging, a taut stomach from endless drills, powerful thighs that could brace a cannon’s recoil—but she was also abundantly, unfairly female. Her hips flared wide beneath the uniform. Her breasts were full, high, and currently straining against damp cotton with every ragged breath, nipples visible as tight, dusky peaks.

She shed the jacket. Then the undershirt. Her breasts spilled free, pale and perfect, the rose-hued nipples tightening instantly in the cool cabin air into aching, sensitive nubs. Blackwood inhaled sharply, his gaze ravenous, devouring the sight of her. Elena kicked off her boots and unbuckled her trousers, shimmying them down her long, strong legs. She stood before him in nothing but a pair of regulation briefs, her face burning with humiliation and something far more dangerous.

“All of it,” he growled.
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The briefs fell. Elena was bare. The captain’s eyes devoured her—the defined ridges of her abdomen, the narrow waist, the flare of her hips, and the dark thatch of curls between her thighs that glistened with the evidence of her arousal. She wanted to cover herself, but she forced her hands to her sides, trembling, her chin held high in silent defiance.

“Turn around.”

She did. Slowly. Presenting the taut, rounded globes of her ass, sculpted by years of squats and deck work, firm and high, and the graceful line of her back that tapered to a waist strong enough to climb any rigging.

“Christ,” Blackwood muttered, almost reverently. He was on his feet in an instant, crossing the space between them in three prowling strides. His shirt hit the floor. The rest of his clothing followed with careless haste, leather and linen shed like skin, and then Elena saw him fully naked and her knees went weak.
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He was magnificent. Hard, chiseled muscle from neck to heel, scarred and savage and unrepentantly male. And between his thighs... Elena’s eyes widened, her breath catching in genuine alarm. He was thick and heavy, fully erect, the shaft veined and dark with arousal, the crown flushed and broad enough to make her breath catch with a twinge of visceral fear. He was easily the largest man she’d ever seen, and the thought of him inside her made her stomach flip with terrified anticipation.

“You’re going to ruin me,” she breathed, the words escaping before she could stop them.

Blackwood’s hands closed on her waist, lifting her as though she weighed nothing, and pinned her against the wall beside the chart table. “I’m going to ruin you, claim you, and make you scream my name until your voice gives out,” he promised, his voice a guttural rasp. “And you’re going to love every filthy, brutal second of it, Elena.”
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His mouth crashed down on hers. It was not a kiss. It was a conquest. His tongue forced past her lips, tasting of rum and smoke, invading and claiming with a dominance that made her head spin. Elena moaned against his mouth, hating herself for the sound, for the way her body arched into his naked heat like a flower seeking the sun. Her breasts crushed against the iron wall of his chest, her nipples aching as they dragged against the coarse hair and hard muscle of his skin.

One of his hands tangled in her hair, wrenching her head back to expose the long column of her throat. He bit her, hard enough to bruise, then sucked a dark, possessive mark into the tender skin above her collarbone. Elena cried out—a sharp, broken sound that echoed in the cabin, her back arching, offering more. Her hands flew to his shoulders, nails digging into muscle, not pushing him away but pulling him closer, desperate for the friction of his body against hers.

“Please,” she whimpered, the word torn from her soul. She didn’t know what she was begging for. Mercy? More? Destruction?

Blackwood knew. He hoisted her higher, his grip bruising on her thighs, spreading her open against him with rough insistence. The head of his cock nudged her entrance, hot and enormous and insistent, sliding through her folds and finding her embarrassingly slick. Elena was wet—she hated how wet she was, how her body had betrayed her with slick readiness—but he was still huge, still a threat and a promise.

He thrust inside in one brutal, claiming stroke.

The scream that tore from Elena’s throat was raw and guttural, primal. Pain lanced through her, white-hot and splitting, the stretch of his girth forcing her tight sheath to accommodate his impossible size. She was not a virgin, but she had never been filled like this. Never been so completely possessed, so utterly stuffed full of hard male flesh. Her nails raked bloody furrows down his back. Tears sprang to her eyes, spilling hot and shameful down her cheeks as her body tried to adjust to the invasion.

Blackwood groaned, a sound of animal satisfaction that vibrated through her chest. “So fucking tight,” he snarled, his hips drawing back only to slam forward again, burying himself to the root until she could feel him against her womb. “So goddamn perfect. Feel me, Elena. Feel how much I own you.”
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He began to move with punishing, rhythmic force. Each thrust drove her back against the wooden wall, knocking the breath from her lungs in sharp gasps. The initial pain began to shift, melting into something else entirely—a deep, throbbing pressure that built with every brutal impact, a relentless friction against nerve endings she didn’t know she had. Elena’s legs wrapped around his waist, her heels digging into the hard muscle of his ass, locking him deeper, her body overriding her pride.

“Oh God,” she gasped. “Oh God, it’s too much—you’re too big—”

“It’s exactly enough,” Blackwood growled. He shifted his angle, grinding his pelvis against hers with each stroke, and suddenly his shaft was dragging over a spot inside her that made stars explode behind her eyelids, a bolt of ecstasy that arched her spine like a bow.

Elena shrieked. Pleasure, violent and undeniable, crashed through her. Her body convulsed around his invading length, her inner muscles fluttering and clamping down in helpless spasms, milking him instinctively. She was coming—coming hard, coming on the captain’s cock like a common whore, her naval dignity shattered into a thousand filthy pieces.

Blackwood laughed, a dark, triumphant sound that curled her toes. “There it is. There’s my good girl. Let go, Commander. Let go and take it.”

He didn’t slow. He fucked her through her orgasm with relentless, savage stamina, using her spasming body for his own pleasure with selfish, masculine greed. His face was twisted in a rictus of ecstasy, sweat gleaming on his brow, his jaw locked as he watched her come apart beneath him. Elena was sobbing now, overwhelmed by the overstimulation, the way he stretched her sensitive walls, the filthy wet sounds of their joining filling the cabin, the scent of sex and salt and sweat.

“Look at me,” he commanded. She forced her eyes open, blurred with tears and lust. Blackwood’s gaze locked onto hers, burning with possessive lust and something that looked dangerously like reverence. “I want to see your face when I fill you. I want to watch you feel me claim this tight cunt for myself.”

His thrusts became erratic, wild, slamming deep and holding with grinding force. With a roar that shook the timbers, Blackwood came. Elena felt the hot, pulsing
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