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Chapter 1


The ferry was Remi’s favorite stage. Not the sleek, silent monorail, not the rumbling city buses with their smeared windows. The ferry. It was a slow-moving island of contained chaos, a crush of commuters and tourists all trapped together for thirty-five minutes with nothing to do but stare at the grey water or each other. The air was a permanent cocktail of damp wool, diesel exhaust, and the sharp, clean scent of the Sound. It was public, but it was private, too—a hundred little bubbles of solitude in vinyl seats. Perfect for a show.

She’d dressed for it. The only thing she wore was the trench coat, a classic beige Burberry she’d found at a thrift store and meticulously altered. The belt was gone. The buttons were for show. Beneath it, nothing but her skin, still warm from her shower, smelling of vanilla lotion and her own subtle, clean sweat. She’d curled her brown hair into a messy updo, tendrils already escaping to brush her neck. The thrill began there, in her quiet apartment, knowing what she wouldn’t be wearing. It pulsed in her belly as she walked down the hill to the terminal, the cool Seattle mist kissing her bare calves, the coat flapping open just enough to give a passing cyclist a heart attack. The anticipation was half the game.

The lower deck was packed, and the rain was holding off just enough to make everyone damp and irritable. She moved through the crowd with a performer’s ease, her body a series of gentle apologies as she brushed past backpacks and briefcases. Her eyes scanned. That was the other half of the game: finding the mark. It wasn’t about the handsomest man or the richest. It was about the hunger she could sense, the private want hiding behind a phone screen or a paperback. She looked for the one trying to disappear, because those were the ones who felt the most, who needed the spectacle the most.

She saw him in a window seat, halfway down the port side. A black man with a solid build, shoulders hunched as if to make himself smaller. His head was down, his face lit by the blue glow of his phone. Even from ten feet away, she recognized the particular stillness, the slight tilt of the screen away from prying eyes. She knew what he was watching. A smile touched her lips, warm and secret. Got you.

The thrill spiked, hot and liquid, between her thighs. This was the moment. The approach. She loved the eyes on her—the confused glance from a woman with grocery bags, the double-take from a teen in headphones, the older man who looked away too fast, his ears turning red. They were her audience, her witnesses. They made it real. They made it dangerous. Their stolen looks were the gasoline on her fire. She wasn’t just showing herself to him; she was showing herself to all of them, through him. The violation was the point. The shared, silent secret of it.

She stopped before his seat. Her shadow fell across his phone. He didn’t look up immediately, lost in his digital fantasy. She let him linger there for a heartbeat, let the awareness of her presence sink in. Then, with a slow, deliberate motion, she parted the trench coat.

The damp ferry air rushed in, a shocking chill that pebbled her nipples and raised goosebumps along her stomach. She held the coat wide, like wings. Offering him everything. The full, heavy curve of her breasts, the dark rose of her areolas. The soft swell of her belly, the rich flare of her hips. And lower, the neat, dark triangle of curls between her thighs, glistening slightly with the evidence of her own arousal. She was completely bare, completely exposed, in the middle of a crowded public ferry.

His head jerked up. The phone fell into his lap, forgotten, the tinny moans from its speaker suddenly absurd. His eyes—dark, wide—locked onto her body. They didn’t dart around to see if anyone was watching. They didn’t flicker with shame or panic. They absorbed her. His mouth went slack. The private hunger she’d seen illuminated by the screen was now naked on his face, raw and stunned. His world had narrowed to the breathtaking, brazen reality of her.

She saw his hands tense on his thighs. Saw the thick bulge in his jeans strain against the denim. A low, warm laugh escaped her. “See something you like?” Her voice was a conspiratorial murmur, meant only for him, yet loud enough to be overheard by the woman in the seat across the aisle, who promptly buried her face in a magazine.

He didn’t speak. His hand came up, not to push her away, but as if pulled by a magnet. His fingers, broad and blunt-tipped, hovered an inch from her hip. Questioning. Reverent.

Remi leaned into the touch. “It’s okay,” she breathed. “They’re all watching anyway.”

His hand settled on her hip. The heat of his palm seared through the chill. He pulled, gently but firmly, and she went, letting him guide her down onto his lap. She straddled him, the rough fabric of his jeans abrasive against her inner thighs, the hard ridge of his cock a demanding pressure against her core. The trench coat fell around them like a curtain, enclosing them in a tent of beige wool and shared heat. Outside the curtain, the ferry churned on. Someone coughed. A child asked a question. Life continued, oblivious and yet intimately close.

He was looking at her face now, his gaze searching hers. “Who are you?” he finally managed, his voice a rough scrape.

“Remi,” she said, and leaned in to kiss him. It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was a claiming. Her mouth opened under his, her tongue sweeping in to taste him—coffee and mint and sheer male shock. He groaned into her mouth, his hands coming up to frame her face, his thumbs stroking her jaw. When she pulled back, his lips were wet, his breathing ragged.

“Marcus,” he said, as if handing over a weapon.

“Hi, Marcus.” She shifted on his lap, grinding down slowly, making him hiss. The friction through the denim was delicious, torturous. She could feel her own wetness soaking into the seam of his jeans. “You looked like you needed a better show.”

His answer was to bury his face in her chest. He nuzzled the soft valley between her breasts, inhaling deeply, before his mouth found her nipple. He didn’t just suck; he worshipped. His tongue circled the stiff peak, flat and hot, before he drew it deep into his mouth, sucking hard enough to make her back arch and a sharp gasp tear from her throat. His free hand cupped her other breast, kneading the heavy weight of it, his thumb brushing over the nipple in time with his mouth.

She clutched at his shoulders, her head falling back. The ferry rocked on a small wave, jostling them together, and he groaned against her skin. She could feel the eyes now—not imagining them, but feeling them like physical touches on her back, her exposed shoulders. The woman with the magazine was definitely peeking. The teen had taken off his headphones. Their audience was rapt. The danger was a live wire up her spine, sparking directly into the heat building between her legs. He switched breasts, his mouth just as hungry, just as thorough. His teeth grazed her nipple, and she cried out, the sound swallowed by the rumble of the engines.

His hand slid down from her breast, over the curve of her belly, through the thatch of curls. He didn’t hesitate. His fingers found her slick, swollen folds, and he let out a shuddering breath against her damp skin. “Jesus, Remi,” he muttered, his voice thick with awe.

“Show’s not free,” she panted, rolling her hips against his hand. “You have to participate.”

He participated. One blunt finger slid inside her, slowly, filling her in a way that made her muscles clench tight around him. He was watching her face, his dark eyes tracking every flutter of her lashes, every bite of her lip. He added a second finger, the stretch exquisite, and began to move. His thumb found her clit, circling with a pressure that was just shy of too much. He wasn’t frantic. He was studying her, learning what made her breath catch, what made her hips jerk. He crooked his fingers inside her, rubbing a spot that made her see white behind her eyelids.

“Right there,” she begged, her forehead falling against the cold window beside them. Her breath fogged the glass. “Don’t stop.”

He didn’t. His pace was relentless, deep, and sure. The wet, filthy sound of his fingers moving in her filled the small space under the coat. The world outside the window—the passing sailboats, the distant skyline—blurred into nothing. There was only the building tension, coiling tighter and tighter in her belly, and his focused, reverent attention. The fact that they were in public, that anyone could stand and look over the seat and see his wrist moving under the coat, see the blissed-out ruin of her face, pushed her higher, faster.

“They can hear you,” Marcus whispered, his lips against her ear. His voice was rough with his own need. “They can hear how wet you are for me.”

That did it. The coil snapped. Her orgasm ripped through her, silent but violent, a wave of pure sensation that clenched her around his fingers, that made her thighs tremble, and her toes curl in her boots. She pressed her face into his neck to muffle her cry, her body convulsing against his hand until she was spent, boneless, breathing in ragged gulps of air that smelled of him and sex and damp wool.

Slowly, he withdrew his fingers. She heard him bring them to his mouth, heard the soft, wet sound as he sucked them clean. The intimacy of it, the raw ownership in the gesture, made a fresh shiver run through her.

She was liquid against him, but the heat wasn’t gone. It was just shifting. Her turn. With hands that felt clumsy, she fumbled for the buckle of his belt. The metal was cold under her fingertips. “My turn,” she murmured, her voice husky and wrecked.

He caught her wrist, his grip firm. His eyes were black with need, his jaw tight. The reverence was still there, but underneath it was a current of pure, primal urgency. The public risk was a tangible thing between them now, a third presence in the seat. Anyone could stand up. Anyone could walk by. The ferry would dock soon.

He didn’t tell her no. He just held her wrist, his thumb stroking her pulse point, his gaze locked on hers. Waiting. Letting the moment stretch, letting the risk simmer. Letting her feel the weight of what she was about to unbuckle, here, in the open, with an audience of strangers just feet away. The decision hung in the salt-thick air. Hers to make.

“Tell me you want it,” Remi whispered, her lips brushing the shell of his ear. Her wrist was still captive in his hand, her pulse hammering against his thumb. The cold metal of his belt buckle pressed into her other palm. The air under the trench coat was thick with the smell of her, of sex, of his cologne, and the salt from outside. “Say it, Marcus. Or I stop.”

His eyes held hers. That dark, arrested gaze. His jaw worked, the muscle ticking. He was a man used to silence, to containing his hunger in the blue glow of a screen. To speak it here, with the ferry groaning and strangers shifting in their seats just beyond the wool curtain of her coat, was a surrender. She saw the war in his face. The need to keep it quiet, safe, and private. And the louder, hotter need she’d unlocked.

“I want it,” he said, the words rough, torn from somewhere deep. Not a whisper. A low, clear statement. It hung between them, more exposing than her nakedness.

“Louder.”

“I want it.” His grip on her wrist tightened, not to hurt, but to feel the bones. To anchor himself. “I want your mouth on me. Here. Now.”

A slow, triumphant smile spread across her face. Her turn. She leaned forward, her breasts pressing against his chest, and kissed him. It was a seal on the pact. Then she pulled back, her fingers finding the cold buckle again. This time, he didn’t stop her.

The click of the belt release was obscenely loud in their little tent. The rasp of the leather being pulled through the loops was a slow, deliberate sound. She worked the button of his jeans, then dragged the zipper down, tooth by slow tooth. The sound was a raw, metallic confession. Each inch revealed more of the strained denim, the dark fabric tented by the hard line of him beneath.

She slipped her hand inside. The heat hit her first, a dense, living warmth through the soft cotton of his boxer briefs. Then the shape of him, thick and heavy, the head already damp. She palmed him through the fabric, feeling him jump against her hand, hearing the sharp intake of his breath. His hips lifted off the seat, a helpless little thrust.

“Easy,” she murmured, her voice all smoke. She hooked her fingers into the waistband of his briefs and jeans together and tugged them down just enough. His cock sprang free, thick and flushed, curving up toward his stomach. A bead of clear fluid welled at the tip. The sight of him, so hard and desperate in this public, mundane space, sent a fresh rush of wetness between her own thighs.

She didn’t take him in her mouth. Not yet. She wrapped her hand around the base, her fingers not quite meeting. She gave him one slow, firm stroke, from root to tip, smearing the moisture. His whole body went rigid. His head thumped back against the seat, his eyes squeezing shut. A choked sound escaped his throat.

“Look at me,” she said.

His eyes flew open, black and blazing. He watched as she leaned down, her messy curls brushing his stomach. She held his gaze as she swiped her tongue over the slick head, tasting him—salt, musk, pure male urgency. His abdomen clenched. A low groan vibrated in his chest, barely contained.

She took him into her mouth slowly, letting her lips stretch around his girth, her tongue flattening against the sensitive underside. He was big. The stretch of her jaw was immediate, a sweet ache. She sank down, taking him deeper, until her nose brushed the coarse hair at his base. She held there, letting him feel the wet, tight heat of her mouth, the gentle pressure of her throat. His hands came up, tangling in her hair, not guiding, just holding on.

She began to move. A slow, deep rhythm. Up, her tongue tracing the prominent vein. Down, taking him all the way. The world narrowed to this: the salty taste of him, the muffled sounds of the ferry, the weight of him on her tongue, the faint tremble in his thighs beneath her. She could hear her own wet sounds, obscenely loud in the enclosed space. She could feel the eyes on her back, imagined people leaning over seats, trying to see the shape under the coat, the movement of her head. The danger was a live wire, sparking directly into the heat pooling in her core.

His breathing grew ragged, harsh. His fingers tightened in her hair. “Remi,” he gritted out, a warning, a plea.

She pulled off with a soft, wet pop. A string of saliva connected her lips to his glistening cock. “Not yet,” she said, her voice wrecked from use. She stroked him with her hand, slow and firm. “We have time.”

“The dock—”

“I know.” She leaned in again, this time focusing on the head, sucking just the sensitive crown, her tongue flicking over the slit. He bucked beneath her, a sharp, involuntary thrust. She took it, swallowing him down again, her hand working the length he couldn’t reach. She was relentless. She wanted him right on the edge, wanted him desperate, wanted him forgetting where they were.

He was close. She could feel it in the tension coiling through his body, in the way his cock pulsed against her tongue. His whispers became a ragged, filthy litany. “Just like that. God. Your mouth. So good. They have no idea… no idea what you’re doing.”

The ferry’s horn blasted, a deep, mournful sound that shook the very deck. The docking announcement crackled over the intercom, a woman’s cheerful voice listing connections. People around them began to stir, gathering bags, standing up, the rustle of a hundred bodies preparing to move.

Marcus froze. His hands stilled in her hair. The real world crashed back in.

Remi didn’t stop. She took him deeper, humming around him, her hand cupping his balls, gently rolling the tight weight of them. She looked up at him, her eyes meeting his over the obscene, beautiful sight of her lips stretched around him. A challenge. A promise.

The conflict on his face was exquisite. Duty, embarrassment, the urge to flee—all at war with the pleasure she was pulling from him, wave after wave. The ferry bumped against the dock, a solid thud that jolted through the seats. More people stood. Footsteps passed their row.

“Remi,” he gasped, a final, strangled warning.

She sucked harder, hollowing her cheeks, her hand stroking in time. She saw the exact moment he broke. His eyes slammed shut. His back arched off the seat. A raw, guttural sound was torn from his throat, half-muffled by his own clenched teeth. He came in hot, pulsing bursts down her throat. She swallowed, taking every drop, her own body clenching in sympathetic pleasure at the taste of him, at the feel of him throbbing against her tongue, at the utter, total surrender in the way he collapsed back against the seat, spent.

Slowly, gently, she released him. She tucked him back into his briefs, her fingers tender now, and pulled his jeans up. She did up the zipper, the button. The belt she left loose. The mundane acts felt more intimate than anything that had come before.

He was breathing hard, his chest rising and falling rapidly. He looked dazed, wrecked, his gaze fixed on the ceiling. The ferry was emptying, the crowd flowing toward the exits in a rumble of footsteps and chatter.

Remi sat up, settling back onto his lap. She closed the trench coat around herself, the wool scratchy against her oversensitive skin. She smoothed a stray curl from his damp forehead. “Show’s over,” she whispered and walked away with the crowd, hungry for her next show.


Chapter 2


The terminal was a blur of noise and movement. Remi moved through it like a current, the memory of Marcus’s mouth on her, his fingers inside her, a live wire under her skin. She bought a ticket for the longer run to Bainbridge, the paper crisp in her hand. A fresh stage.

The waiting area for the next ferry was less crowded, more subdued. Families with strollers, tourists with backpacks, commuters staring at phones. Remi felt the familiar itch, the need to peel back the ordinary and expose the raw, wanting heart of it. She let her coat fall open a little as she walked, a flash of thigh, the curve of her stomach. A man in a suit looked up from his newspaper, his eyes widening before he quickly looked down again. Too timid. Not what she needed.

She followed the stream of vehicles loading onto the new ferry, the smell of diesel and cold saltwater filling her lungs. The car deck was a shadowy grid of metal and glass. This was better. More isolated, more charged. She walked slowly between the rows, her bare feet silent on the painted concrete. She was hunting.

Then she saw him. A pickup truck, older, its dark green paint dull under the fluorescent lights. Leaning against the driver’s side door was a man. He was in his fifties, with thick shoulders that strained the fabric of his flannel shirt and a cap pulled low over his eyes. He was watching her approach, a slow, lascivious grin spreading across his face. It wasn’t the hidden hunger of the commuter. It was open, appraising, complicit.

Perfect.

Remi stopped a few feet away. She didn’t speak. She simply met his gaze and, with a slow sweep of her hands, opened her trench coat wide.

The chill of the deck hit her naked skin, raising goosebumps. Her breasts, full and heavy, the nipples still tight and sensitive from Marcus’s mouth. The soft swell of her stomach, the thatch of dark curls between her thighs, glistening. She was completely exposed to him, to the dim, vast space. Somewhere, a car door slammed. Voices echoed. They weren’t alone.

The man’s grin didn’t falter. It deepened. He pushed off from his truck, his eyes raking over her from head to toe. “Well, hello there,” he said, his voice a gravelly rumble.

Remi took a step closer. Then another. The coat hung from her shoulders like a cape. She saw his gaze drop to her pussy, saw his tongue wet his lower lip. She stopped when she was within arm’s reach. She could smell him—old spice, engine grease, and the sharp, clean scent of wintergreen chewing tobacco.

“See something you like?” Her voice was low, a challenge.

He chuckled, a dry sound. “I believe I do.” His hand came up, not to touch her, but to gesture toward the truck. “Why don’t you come around back here, darlin’. Less traffic.”

She followed him to the rear of the pickup. The space was tighter, more enclosed by the bulk of the vehicle and a concrete pillar. A few people were milling near their cars further down the row, their forms shadowy and indistinct. One of them, a younger man in a hoodie, had stopped and was openly staring, his mouth slightly agape.

The older man turned, his back to the observer, blocking their view of Remi’s front. His hands were big, calloused. They settled on her hips, his thumbs digging into the soft flesh. “You’re a bold one,” he muttered, his eyes dark with want.

“You have no idea,” Remi breathed, her own arousal a slick, gathering heat between her legs. The publicness of it, the cold air on her skin contrasting with the heat of his hands, the watching eyes—it all coiled tight inside her.

He spun her around gently, firmly, until she was facing the tailgate of his truck. The metal was cold through the thin fabric of her coat. “Hands on the gate,” he grunted.

She obeyed, spreading her palms flat on the cool, ribbed metal. She heard the jingle of his belt buckle, the rasp of his zipper. Her heart hammered against her ribs. She arched her back, presenting herself, the trench coat falling to drape over her arms and back, leaving her ass and the backs of her thighs completely bare to him and to the deck beyond.

He didn’t hesitate. There was no gentle exploration. One broad, rough hand gripped the swell of her hip. The other guided himself. She felt the blunt, hot head of his cock nudge against her soaked entrance. He was thick, stretching her immediately as he pushed forward with a single, solid thrust.

Remi gasped, her fingers curling against the tailgate. The fullness was shocking, exquisite. He was all the way inside her in one deep, claiming stroke. He stilled for a moment, buried to the hilt, letting her feel every inch. A low groan rumbled from his chest.

“Christ, you’re wet,” he growled into her ear, his body crowding hers against the truck.

Then he began to move. His rhythm was steady, powerful, each withdrawal a slow drag that made her clench around him, each thrust a hard, deep piston that drove the air from her lungs. The sound was obscene in the echoing space—the wet, rhythmic slap of his body against hers, their mingled, ragged breathing. The cold metal of the truck shuddered under her palms with every impact.

His grip on her hip was iron-tight. His other hand fisted in the loose curls at the nape of her neck, not painful, but possessive, holding her in place. Remi let her head drop, her messy updo coming undone, brown curls tumbling over her shoulders. She was completely taken, used in full view of anyone who cared to look. She turned her head slightly, her cheek against the cold metal.

The young man in the hoodie was still there, frozen, one hand halfway to his phone before he seemed to think better of it. He just watched, his own hand subtly adjusting the front of his jeans. Another figure, an older woman, hurried past with averted eyes, but not before Remi caught her shocked, fascinated glance.

The man fucking her leaned over, his chest hot against her back. “They’re watching,” he rasped, his breath hot on her neck. “You like that? You like them seeing me fill this pretty cunt?”

“Yes,” she moaned, the word torn from her. The vulgarity, the sheer exposure, sent a fresh wave of slickness around his driving cock. Her own climax was building, a tight, desperate coil low in her belly, fed by the relentless rhythm and the eyes upon them.

His pace increased, becoming harder, faster, more frantic. The truck rocked. His grunts were harsh, animal. “Gonna come,” he warned, his voice strained. “Gonna pump you full right here where they can all see.”

That was all it took. The crude promise, the final, brutal thrusts, the undeniable reality of being fucked in public by a stranger—it shattered her. Remi’s orgasm ripped through her, silent but violent, her body clamping down around him in rhythmic, milking pulses. She saw white behind her eyelids, her knees buckling, held up only by his grip and the press of the truck.

He gave three more jagged thrusts and slammed home, burying himself deep with a choked roar. She felt the hot, sudden flood of his release inside her, a pulsing jet that seemed to go on and on, mixing with her own. He collapsed over her, his weight heavy and sweaty, both of them panting against the cold metal.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their breathing and the distant hum of the ferry’s engines. Slowly, he softened and slipped out of her. A trickle of their combined spend dripped down the inside of her thigh. He straightened up, his hands leaving her body to fumble with his pants.

Remi pushed herself upright, her legs trembling. She pulled the trench coat closed, the fabric now a sanctuary. She turned to face him. His face was flushed, his cap askew. He looked spent, satisfied, and slightly stunned.

He zipped his jeans, cleared his throat. “Damn,” was all he said, shaking his head with a faint, disbelieving laugh.

Remi smoothed her hair, her fingers unsteady. She offered him a small, knowing smile, the performer acknowledging a satisfied customer. Without a word, she turned and walked away, leaving him leaning against his truck, leaving the young man still staring, leaving the wet spot on the concrete behind his pickup.

She walked back toward the passenger decks, the feel of him still inside her, the evidence of him cooling on her skin. The ferry horn blew, a long, low note signaling departure. The show, for now, was over. But the hunger, she knew, was just beginning to stir again.


Chapter 3


The ferry horn blasted, a deep, mournful sound that had vibrated through the steel deck under Remi’s bare feet. She was halfway up the stairs to the passenger cabin, the chill air raising goosebumps on her thighs, the slick, spent feeling between her legs a warm, private counterpoint. A hand closed around her upper arm, firm but not rough.

“Ma’am.”

She turned. A crewman in a dark blue uniform stood there, his face set in stern lines. He was young, maybe late twenties, with a sharp jaw and eyes that didn’t quite meet hers, instead flicking down to the open front of her trench coat, to the bare skin and curves on display. His grip tightened a fraction.

“You need to come with me,” he said, his voice low. It was not a request.

Remi didn’t resist. A slow smile spread across her face, warm and knowing. This was new. She let him guide her, his hand a brand on her arm, away from the stairs and down a narrow, utilitarian corridor marked ‘Crew Only’. The sounds of the passengers faded, replaced by the hum of engines and the smell of diesel and stale coffee.

He stopped at a heavy door, unlocked it with a key from his belt, and pushed it open. The room beyond was small—a captain’s brig, really just a glorified office with a locked cabinet, a desk, and a worn leather couch. And it was occupied. The captain, a broad man with salt-and-pepper hair and a weathered face, looked up from a logbook. Two other crewmen, one older and wiry, one younger and built like a linebacker, were leaning against the desk. All conversation died.

Six eyes landed on her. On the open coat. On her nakedness.

The young crewman who had brought her in cleared his throat. “Found her on the car deck, Cap. Just… walking around. Like this.”

The captain’s gaze was analytical, assessing. It traveled over her, not with lechery, but with a cold, practical curiosity. He closed the logbook with a soft thump. “And what exactly was your business on my ferry, dressed like that?”

Remi let the silence stretch. She met his eyes, then let hers drift to each of the other men in turn. She didn’t close her coat. Instead, she shifted her weight, letting the fabric fall open wider. The air in the small room was warm, stuffy. She could smell their sweat, their anticipation. She could feel her own heartbeat, steady and strong, between her thighs.

“I’m the entertainment,” she said, her voice a low, conspiratorial rasp in the quiet room.

The linebacker crewman let out a short, disbelieving laugh. The older one just stared, his mouth a thin line. The captain didn’t smile. He stood, circling the desk. He stopped in front of her, close enough she could see the fine lines around his eyes, smell the coffee on his breath. His eyes dropped to her chest, to the swell of her breasts, then back to her face.

“Is that so?”

It wasn’t a question. His hand came up, not to touch her, but to the lapel of her trench coat. He hooked a finger in the fabric, testing the weight of it. Then, with a slow, deliberate pull, he drew it off her shoulders. The coat slid down her arms and pooled on the floor at her feet.

She was utterly naked before them. The chill of the room kissed her skin, tightening her nipples into hard, aching points. The aftermath of her last encounter was visible on her inner thighs, a glistening testament. She didn’t shy away. She stood there, offering herself to their scrutiny, her body a full, lush landscape in the harsh fluorescent light.

The captain’s calloused hand lifted, and his thumb brushed over her peaked nipple. A rough, dry stroke. Remi’s breath hitched. “You were causing a disturbance on my vessel.”

“I can be quiet,” Remi whispered.

That was all it took. The captain’s control snapped. A grunt escaped him, and his mouth crashed down on hers. It was a claiming, demanding kiss, all teeth and possession. His hands grabbed her hips, yanking her against him. She could feel the hard ridge of his erection through his uniform trousers, pressing into her soft belly.

The other men moved at once. It wasn’t chaos; it was a hungry, coordinated takeover. The young crewman who had brought her in dropped to his knees in front of her, his hands sliding up her thighs. The linebacker came up behind her, his massive hands spanning her waist, pulling her back against his solid frame. The older crewman watched for a moment, his eyes dark, before stepping closer, his fingers tangling in the messy curls of her updo, tilting her head back for the captain’s devouring kiss.

The man on his knees didn’t hesitate. He buried his face between her legs, his tongue finding her soaked, swollen flesh. Remi cried out into the captain’s mouth, her body jerking. His tongue was relentless, lapping at her, spearing inside her, drinking the evidence of the stranger from the car deck. He groaned against her, the vibration making her knees buckle. The linebacker behind her held her up, his hands sliding up to cup her heavy breasts, his thumbs rubbing circles over her nipples.

The captain broke the kiss, breathing harshly. He looked down at the crewman feasting on her, then back at Remi’s flushed face. “Quiet, you said.” He unfastened his belt, the buckle clinking. He pushed his trousers and briefs down just enough to free his cock. It was thick, veined, jutting out angrily. He spat into his palm, slicked himself roughly. “Hold her.”

The linebacker’s arms became iron bands around her torso, lifting her slightly. The older crewman released her hair, his hands going to her hips to steady her. The young one, on his knees, pulled back, his mouth and chin glistening wet. The captain stepped forward, the blunt, hot head of his cock nudging against her entrance.

He pushed inside.

Remi’s head fell back against the linebacker’s shoulder, a choked gasp tearing from her throat. He was big, stretching her brutally, filling her with a burning, delicious pressure. There was no gentleness, no preamble. He fucked her with hard, deep, punishing strokes, each thrust driving her back into the solid wall of muscle behind her. The older crewman’s hands dug into her hips, helping to guide her onto the captain’s cock. The sound was obscene—the wet, rhythmic slap of skin, the captain’s ragged grunts, the creak of the floor under their combined weight.

The man on his knees watched for a moment, mesmerized, then leaned in again. As the captain pounded into her, he licked and sucked at her clit, his tongue working in frantic circles. The dual sensation was overwhelming—the deep, brutal fullness and the sharp, electric point of pleasure. Remi’s body coiled tight, a scream building in her chest. She bit her own lip to stifle it, tasting blood.

The captain’s pace became frantic, erratic. He slammed into her one final time, his body going rigid. A raw, guttural shout was torn from him as he came, pumping his release deep inside her in hot, pulsing jets. He stayed there, buried to the hilt, shuddering, before pulling out with a slick, wet sound. Remi felt the immediate trickle of his cum down her inner thigh.

He stumbled back, buckling his trousers, his chest heaving. He didn’t look at her. He just pointed a finger at the older crewman. “You.”

The older man didn’t need instruction. He was already unfastening his own pants. His cock was thinner, longer. He pushed the still-kneeling crewman out of the way and turned Remi in the linebacker’s arms, bending her over the arm of the leather couch. Her cheek pressed into the cool, cracked leather. The linebacker held her down, his weight on her back.

The older crewman spat, guided himself, and entered her from behind. He fucked her with a steady, relentless rhythm, his hips slapping against her ass. It was a different feeling—a deep, persistent ache. He reached around, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing rough, tight circles as he drove into her. “That’s it,” he muttered, his breath hot on her neck. “Take it. You wanted an audience, you got one.”

Remi’s second orgasm ripped through her, silent and violent. Her body convulsed around his cock, milking him. He groaned, his rhythm faltering, and then he was coming too, his release adding to the mess inside her. He pulled out, panting, and zipped himself up.

The linebacker released her. Before she could straighten, his hands were on her shoulders, turning her. He was already naked from the waist down, his cock enormous, thick, and heavy. He sat on the edge of the desk, pulling her between his spread knees. “Mouth,” he grunted.

Remi dropped to her knees on the hard floor. She took him in her hands, feeling the sheer weight of him, the heat. She licked the broad head, tasting salt and skin, then opened her mouth and took him as deep as she could. He was too big. She gagged, tears springing to her eyes. He didn’t care. His hands fisted in her hair, holding her still as he began to fuck her face in short, brutal thrusts.

She couldn’t breathe. Spit dripped from her chin. Her jaw ached. She looked up at him through wet lashes, seeing the raw hunger on his face. He was watching himself disappear into her mouth, his hips pistoning. The captain and the other two men were watching too, their eyes glued to the spectacle. The young crewman was stroking himself, his own cock in hand, his breathing ragged.

The linebacker’s thrusts became frantic. He held her head still, burying himself to the root. “Swallow it,” he snarled. He erupted in her throat, a hot, bitter flood. Remi swallowed convulsively, again and again, until he was spent. He pulled out with a pop, his cock glistening with her saliva.

She sagged back on her heels, gasping for air, her lips swollen, her face a mess. The young crewman was there immediately, pulling her up. He laid her back on the couch, her head hanging over the arm. He was trembling with need. He knelt between her legs, which he pushed wide, hooking her knees over his shoulders. He didn’t enter her. He looked at the captain, a question in his eyes.

The captain nodded, his arms crossed. “Finish it.”

The young crewman positioned himself. He didn’t aim for her well-used pussy. He pressed the head of his cock against her other hole. Remi’s eyes flew open. She had never… not like this. He spat, used his own pre-cum as lubricant, and pushed. It was a sharp, burning intrusion, a stretch that felt impossible. She cried out, a raw, broken sound.

He sheathed himself inside her, his face a mask of agonized pleasure. He started to move, shallow thrusts at first, then deeper. The pain bled into a strange, full, overwhelming sensation. He fucked her there with a desperate, sobbing intensity, his eyes locked on hers. “So fucking tight,” he chanted. “Oh god, so tight.”

It didn’t take him long. With a broken shout, he came, his body shuddering, pumping his seed into this new, violated channel. He collapsed on top of her for a moment, then rolled off, leaving her sprawled on the couch.

Remi lay there, utterly wrecked. Her body was a map of their use—her mouth sore, her pussy throbbing and leaking multiple loads of cum, her ass burning and filled. The four men stood around her, adjusting their uniforms, catching their breath. The fluorescent light hummed.

The captain stepped forward, looking down at her. His expression was unreadable. He reached into his pocket, pulled out a clean, white handkerchief. He didn’t hand it to her. He dropped it onto her stomach, where it rested on her slick, trembling skin.

“Try not to get caught again,” he said, his voice flat, official once more. “Some of my other crew would not be so… understanding.”

He turned and walked out. The others followed, not looking back.

Alone, Remi stared at the stained ceiling. She could hear their retreating footsteps. She brought a shaking hand to her belly, feeling the cooling mess there. She picked up the handkerchief. It smelled of starch and him. She didn’t clean herself. She just held it, crushed in her fist, as the ferry engines droned on, carrying her across the dark, indifferent water.


Chapter 4


The cold, salt-rusted steel of the bow pressed against Remi’s lower back as she leaned into it, the trench coat hanging open to let the damp wind touch her skin. She watched the people streaming toward the car deck below, a river of jackets and backpacks and ordinary lives. Her body felt hollowed out, a vessel still warm from the captain’s brig, the various aches and sticky residues a map of her use. She held the white handkerchief, now crumpled and smudged, in one loose fist. The ferry’s horn blasted, a deep, mournful sound that vibrated in her teeth.

Footsteps approached on the metal decking—not the hurried clip of a passenger, but a slow, deliberate tread. She didn’t turn. A presence settled beside her, leaning against the railing. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw the gray hoodie, the worn jeans. The young man from the car deck. The one who had watched, silent and intent, while the older man took her against the pickup truck.

He didn’t speak. He just looked at her, his gaze a physical weight traveling from her messy updo, down the exposed column of her throat, over the full curve of her breasts under the open coat, to the shadow between her thighs. His eyes were dark, unreadable. Remi felt a slow, answering heat uncoil in her belly, cutting through the numbness. This was the look she hunted for. Not hunger, exactly. Recognition.

“They didn’t throw you off,” he said finally. His voice was low, roughened by the wind.

Remi smiled, a small, tired thing. “Not yet.”

“Saw where they took you.” He pushed off the railing and stood directly in front of her, blocking the view of the water. He was taller up close. “Heard things.”

“Did you?”

“Yeah.” His hand came up, not to touch her, but to hover near her cheek. He was studying her face, the aftermath written there. “You’re still here.”

“I’m still here,” she whispered.

His hand dropped to the railing on either side of her hips, caging her. The movement opened his hoodie, and she caught the scent of him—cigarette smoke, cheap detergent, and the clean, sharp smell of cold air on skin. His eyes dropped to her mouth, then lower, to where her coat fell open. “Show’s not over, is it?”

It wasn’t a question. Remi’s breath hitched. The hollow feeling inside her began to fill with a different pressure, a needy, gathering warmth. She shook her head, just once.

He moved fast. One hand gripped her hip, the other slid behind her thighs, and he lifted her as if she weighed nothing. Her back left the cold steel, and for a dizzying second, she was suspended in the air before he planted her firmly on the top of the wide, cold railing. Her legs dangled on the outside, over the churning, dark green water far below. The wind snatched at her coat, flapping it like wings.

“Hold on,” he commanded, his voice a gravelly rasp against her ear.

Her hands flew to the railing on either side of her thighs, fingers gripping the frigid, gritty metal. The world tilted—behind her was the steep drop to the sea, the wake foaming white against the hull. Before her was him, and the distant, oblivious crowd moving toward the terminal. Exposure crackled over her skin, electric and terrifying. Perfect.

He didn’t kiss her. He just yanked his jeans open and shoved them down his hips. His cock sprang free, thick and already fully hard, the head dark and flushed. It was bigger than she’d anticipated, a heavy, veined weight that made her inner muscles clench in sudden, reflexive anticipation. He spat into his palm, slicked himself roughly, the sound crude and intimate in the wind.

He stepped between her dangling legs, his hands rough on her inner thighs, pushing them wider. The cold railing bit into the backs of her knees. He guided himself to her, the broad head nudging through her folds, finding her wet—she was always wet, a slick, ready heat that shamed her and thrilled her in equal measure. He paused there, letting her feel the insistent pressure, the sheer size of him.

“Look at them,” he growled, nodding toward the people on the car deck. “They can all see you.”

She turned her head. A family was loading into a minivan. A couple leaned against a sedan, sharing coffee. And if any of them glanced up toward the bow, they would see a woman perched on the railing, a man buried between her legs, her coat wide open. The danger of it, the absolute visibility, sent a violent shudder through her.

He pushed in.

The stretch was immediate, breathtaking. A sharp, burning fullness that made her gasp, her nails scraping paint from the railing. He was too big, too much, filling her in a way that bordered on pain for one long, searing moment. She cried out, the sound stolen by the wind.

“Fuck,” he hissed, his own eyes squeezing shut. He held himself there, buried to the hilt, letting her body adjust, throb around him. “Jesus. You take it all.”

He began to move. Not a rhythm, but a claiming. Deep, dragging pulls that scraped every sensitive inch inside her, then hard, piston-like thrusts that jolted her body back against the open air. Each drive forward threatened to knock her balance, to send her tipping backward into the void. Her survival depended on the anchor of him inside her, on her white-knuckled grip on the railing. The fear was a live wire in her blood, mingling with the brutal pleasure.

His hands gripped her ass, fingers digging into the soft flesh, holding her steady for his thrusts. The slap of his hips against her thighs was a wet, rhythmic counterpoint to the groan of the ferry cables. He fucked her with a focused, impersonal intensity, his face buried in the curve of her neck, his breath hot and ragged.

“They’re looking,” he panted against her skin. “That guy in the blue jacket. He sees your tits bouncing. He sees me fucking you.”

Remi moaned, a broken sound. She forced her eyes open, blurred vision focusing on the crowd below. She saw a man pause, cup his hands to light a cigarette, his gaze drifting upward. He froze. The cigarette fell, unlit. He stared.

Seeing him see her—seeing the shock, the voyeuristic hunger—unlocked something deep in her core. The orgasm built not as a wave, but as a sheer cliff face she was about to fall from. The fear of the drop, the cold metal, the huge cock splitting her open, the exposed, watched spectacle of it—it all fused into a single, unbearable point of sensation.

“I’m gonna…” she choked out, but the words were meaningless.

“Yeah,” he grunted, his pace becoming frantic, brutal. “Go on. Fall. I got you.”

The promise was a lie. He had her only as much as the railing did. The terror crested, and she went over. Her body seized, a silent, screaming contraction that clamped down on him, milking the thick intrusion. Her vision whited out. She was falling, falling, the cold air and the hot release and the watching eyes all spinning together.

Her climax triggered his. With a raw shout lost to the wind, he drove in one last, punishing time and held. She felt the hot, pulsing flood of him inside her, jet after jet, filling the spaces he’d stretched. He shuddered against her, his grip on her ass tightening to the point of pain.

For a long minute, they stayed like that, joined, panting, suspended between the sea and the sky. The ferry’s engines shifted to a lower drone, the final approach. He softened inside her, slipping out with a wet, messy sound. Remi sagged forward, her forehead landing on his shoulder. The strength had left her hands; they trembled violently on the railing.

He pulled his jeans up and buckled them. Then, with the same effortless strength, he lifted her off the railing and set her on her feet on the deck. Her legs almost buckled. He steadied her, his hands on her elbows. His expression was still unreadable, but his breathing was slow now.

He looked past her, at the approaching dock. “Next ferry’s in twenty minutes,” he said, as if commenting on the weather. He gave her elbows a final squeeze, then turned and walked away, his hoodie disappearing into a stairwell.

Remi stood alone on the bow. The wind chilled the sweat on her skin, the wetness between her thighs. She pulled the trench coat closed, the fabric sticking to her damp body. Below, the man in the blue jacket was still staring up at her. She met his gaze, held it for a three-count, then turned her back on him, on the dock, on everything. She walked toward the passenger deck, her steps slow and deliberate, each movement stirring the fresh, aching emptiness inside her.

The man in the blue jacket followed her.

Remi felt his gaze like a physical pressure between her shoulder blades as she pushed through the heavy door into the passenger deck bathroom. The space was a stark, fluorescent-lit box of white tile and steel, smelling of industrial cleaner and stale water. She leaned against the sink, her reflection a shock in the mirror: hair wild, cheeks flushed, eyes dark and hollow. The trench coat was a damp, wrinkled mess.

The door opened behind her. She didn’t turn. She watched him in the mirror as he stepped inside, locked the door with a decisive click, and stood there, filling the small space. He was older than the hooded kid, maybe late forties, with a weathered face and that blue jacket zipped halfway up. His eyes were on her back, on the way the coat clung to the curve of her ass.

“Saw the whole thing,” he said. His voice was calm, matter-of-fact. “From the railing. Every bit.”

Remi turned slowly. Her legs were still unsteady. She met his gaze, said nothing. Her silence was the only invitation she had left.

He closed the distance in two steps. His hands came up, not to her face, but to the belt of her trench coat. His fingers were thick, work-roughened. He untied the knot, his movements deliberate, almost clinical. He didn’t open the coat. He just held the ends of the belt, his knuckles brushing her stomach. “You let him finish in you.”

It wasn’t a question. Remi nodded, a slight dip of her chin. The acknowledgment felt like a confession.

“I watched you come,” he continued, his voice dropping. “Saw your face when you thought you might fall. Your mouth was open. You didn’t make a sound.” He pulled the belt loose, let the ends drop. “Open it.”

The command was quiet. Absolute. Remi’s hands trembled as she obeyed, parting the damp fabric. The cold air of the bathroom hit her sweat-slicked skin, raising goosebumps. She stood naked before him, marked, used, the evidence of the last man still slick between her thighs.

He looked. His gaze traveled over her with a slow, thorough ownership that felt more intimate than any touch so far. He saw the red marks on her hips from the hooded kid’s grip. The sweat drying on her chest. The messy, soaked state of her. He breathed in, his nostrils flaring slightly, taking in the scent of sex and sea air that rose from her skin.

“Turn around,” he said. “Hands on the sink.”

She turned. The porcelain was cold under her palms. She stared at the drain, at a rust stain. Behind her, she heard the rasp of his zipper, the rustle of denim. He didn’t take his pants off, just shoved them down enough to free himself. He moved close, his body heat warming her back. The coarse fabric of his jeans brushed the backs of her thighs.

His hands settled on her hips, his grip firm, stabilizing. He nudged her legs wider with his knee. She felt him, hard and thick, press against her from behind. He was already slick—he’d spat in his palm, she realized, the sound muffled. He rubbed the head of his cock through her folds, gathering her wetness, mixing it with his own spit. The glide was obscenely loud in the tiled room.

“You’re still open,” he murmured, almost to himself. “Still loose from him.” He pressed forward, not entering, just letting the broad tip catch at her entrance. “You feel that?”

She did. A stretched, tender ache. A hollow that his presence threatened to fill. She nodded, her forehead nearly touching the mirror.

“Good.” He pushed in.

The penetration was slow, inexorable. There was no sharp burn this time, just a deep, filling pressure that made her breath stutter. He was big, but not like the kid. He was a steady, relentless stretch. He sank into her to the hilt, his hips flush against her ass, and stopped. He held there, buried completely, letting her feel the full, solid weight of him inside her. Remi’s eyes closed. A low moan escaped her, echoing off the tiles.

“That’s it,” he said, his voice a gravelly rumble against her ear. “Take it. You’re made for it.” He began to move. His rhythm was nothing like the frantic, punishing pace on the railing. This was deep, measured, each withdrawal almost complete, each thrust a slow, grinding return. He fucked her with a patient, devastating thoroughness, angling his hips so that every drive forward rubbed a spot inside her that sparked white behind her eyelids.

His hands slid from her hips to her stomach, pulling her back against him, arching her spine. One hand stayed splayed low on her belly, holding her to him. The other rose, rough fingers tracing up her sternum, over her collarbone, to wrap around her throat. He didn’t squeeze. Just held. The claim of it, the total control, sent a fresh flood of heat through her core.

“Look,” he commanded, his fingers tightening just enough to tilt her head up. “Look at yourself.”

Her eyes opened. In the mirror, she saw a woman being fucked in a public bathroom. Saw the man in the blue jacket behind her, his face set in concentration, his eyes locked on her reflection. Saw her own face, mouth slack, eyes glazed, hair stuck to her temples. Saw his hand around her throat. The sight was a bolt of lightning straight to her clit.

“You see?” he grunted, his pace increasing slightly, the slapping of skin growing louder. “You see what you are? What you need?”

She did. The recognition was a collapse inside her. The performative thrill, the dangerous exposure, the impersonal use—it all narrowed to this: a stranger filling her, owning her reflection, reducing her to a body that took and took and took. The orgasm began as a deep, rolling tremor in her womb, a slow-motion unraveling. It built through each grinding thrust, amplified by the visual of his possession in the mirror.

She came silently, a series of tight, fluttering clenches around his cock that made him curse into her hair. Her knees buckled; his arm around her waist was the only thing holding her up. She watched her own face contort in the mirror, a private show for an audience of two.

Her climax triggered his. With a final, deep drive, he buried himself and held. A hot, guttural sound tore from his chest. She felt the pulsing release inside her, a second flooding in less than an hour, jet after hot jet spilling into her already-spent body. He shuddered against her, his grip on her throat gentling to a caress, his forehead dropping to her shoulder.

For a long minute, they stayed locked together, breathing in the humid, sex-thick air. The ferry gave a final, shuddering lurch as it settled against the dock. The engines cut to a low hum.

He softened, slipped out of her with a wet, messy sound. Remi sagged forward, her arms barely holding her weight on the sink. She heard him behind her, the rustle of clothing, the zip of his jeans. He ran water in the sink and splashed his face. He didn’t look at her again.

He tossed a paper towel onto the counter beside her hand. “Next ferry’s boarding,” he said, his voice back to that calm, detached tone. Then the door unlocked, opened, and closed. His footsteps faded down the corridor.

Remi was alone. Again.

She looked at her reflection. The hollow-eyed woman looked back. Slowly, she used the paper towel to wipe between her legs. It came away streaked. She cleaned herself as best she could, the cold water shocking against her sensitive skin. The physical wreckage was profound: an aching, overfilled emptiness, muscles trembling with exhaustion, skin marked and chilled.

But something else had settled. A deep, bone-level satiation. The frantic, hungry ghost that had driven her from ferry to ferry, from stranger to stranger, was quiet. It had been fed. It had been seen. It was, for now, full.

She buttoned her trench coat closed. It felt different. Not a costume, not a prop. Just a coat. She pushed open the bathroom door and stepped into the corridor. The ferry was nearly empty, just a few stragglers heading for the exits. The air from the open car deck doors smelled like diesel and Puget Sound—cold, clean, familiar.

Remi walked off the ferry, her steps slow but steady on the gangway. She didn’t look back at the boat, or at the terminal, or for any watching eyes. She crossed the street, the city sounds wrapping around her—buses hissing, seagulls crying, the distant clang of the Great Wheel.

She walked toward her apartment, the damp coat flapping around her calves. The emptiness inside her wasn’t a hunger anymore. It was a clean, quiet space. A reset.

She’d go home. She’d shower. She’d sleep. And another time, when the ghost stirred again, she’d come back. She’d buy a ticket. She’d open her coat.

The show was over. For now.
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