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Chapter one
Docking in Paradise


The first time I sailed into Singapore, I was twenty-seven and broke, crewing a beat-up catamaran that might've doubled as a floating compost heap. I remember the skyline as a jagged silver promise on the horizon and the city’s perfume, a three-way between diesel, frangipani, and salt. Tonight, the air was so thick I could wring it from my collar. True North glided over the glassy harbor like she owned the place, and as I stood at the bow, every sense was dialed up to eleven.

Singapore’s Marina Bay didn’t just sparkle. The city leaned into the night, skyscrapers strung with neon and glass, each building trying to outdo the next. Everything shimmered, light stuttered across water, and even the marina’s signature white pylons looked airbrushed, too perfect to be real. I could see myself in the city’s reflection, tall and unsmiling, salt-streaked linen shirt plastered to my back by humidity. Above, a handful of stars refused to be bullied by the electric glare, but they barely put up a fight.

True North turned heads wherever she went, and right now, she looked better than anything else in the harbor. Most of the marina’s boats were rich-kid toys, heavy on chrome, all sleek hulls and vanity flags. Ours was different. The hull was a deep, midnight blue that ate the dock lights instead of tossing them back. Teak rails shone from obsessive care. Every deck fitting, every polished cleat, was built for performance, not just show. She was longer than most yachts in view, but her lines were sharper, more predatory, like a shark swimming among manatees.

On the dock, crews in matching polos and slip-on loafers watched us approach, probably expecting something wild or dangerous to spill out. They weren’t wrong. Just behind me, below deck, I could hear the girls’ laughter, high, riotous, full of anticipation. There wasn’t a force on earth or sea that could keep them in for the evening, not when Singapore’s nightlife beckoned with open arms.

The deck vibrated as the main engines slipped into idle. I gripped the pulpit barefoot, because old habits die hard, and watched the dock hands do their dance. Ropes flew, fenders bumped, and in under a minute, True North was locked in tight, floating between two white superyachts that cost more but somehow looked cheaper for it.

Humidity soaked my skin. I could taste the city: sweat, salty, half ozone, half promise. Somewhere farther down the quay, music thudded, electronica or maybe just the heartbeat of the city itself. The crew lit up the foredeck lights, making True North gleam against the night, a beacon for trouble and temptation. I imagined what we looked like from shore: the prowline cutting through the glow, the windows golden with anticipation.

Six months at sea with six women I’d once believed untouchable. It had started as a one-off adventure, seaworthy shakedown, post-divorce therapy, a stubborn dare that I could outrun loss. I hadn’t planned on falling for them: not all of them, not like this. But here we were, defying gravity and judgment and the rules written by men who’d never felt the way Brooke’s laugh went right through me, or how Summer’s hand found mine as if by instinct.

I tried not to let my thoughts drift to tomorrow. Adam and Mark would be waiting, their “business agenda” a thin excuse to check up on their daughters. The fathers had no idea. Not about the after-midnight swims, or the secrets whispered in the dark, or what it meant to truly belong to six women at once. I owed them the truth, but tonight, for one more night, I could keep the world at bay.

A shout from the dock snapped me out of it. The lead hand yelled for line tension, then gave me the sign, all secure. I nodded back, silent gratitude in the gesture. The ocean didn’t care about your plans, but it respected the small rituals.

For a minute, I just stood there. Letting the breeze, warm, syrupy, sweep over me, eyes fixed on the skyscrapers. No matter what happened tomorrow, nobody could take this from me. Not the yacht, not the girls, not the magnetic pull of possibility that hummed in the air. I took a breath, slow and measured, the way you do when you need to anchor yourself to the present and leave your worries in the wake.

From inside, the sound of Kylie’s voice rang out, bold as always, volleying with Summer’s laughter. Below deck, Lila and Tessa would be plotting dresses or maybe just reassuring each other that the world wasn’t too big for them to conquer. Emma probably had a task list, and Brooke, I grinned, would already be scoping out the best bars within walking distance.

Dock workers finished up, and I watched their practiced hands with the eye of someone who’s spent half his life tying knots and reading faces. They kept sneaking glances at the yacht, or maybe at the windows, where silhouettes teased shadows across the curtains. Anyone could tell there was something different about our crew.

The city lights painted girls on billboards, couples in bars, and neon promises up and down the street. But none of it tempted me the way the thought of my harem did, getting ready and plotting new ways to drive me insane.

I let the moment stretch, memorizing the geometry of the marina, the hush of expensive yachts idling in their slips, the electric buzz in my blood. This would be the last night before everything changed, a closing chapter, an opening act, depending which star you navigated by.

My phone buzzed in my pocket, a calendar alert reminding me of tomorrow’s meeting. I killed it with a swipe. Let Adam and Mark wait. For tonight, I belonged to the women who chose me, the risk, the mess, the impossible rightness of all six together.

I ran my palm over the rail, feeling the cool varnish, the trace memory of a thousand sunrises, and wondered at the turn my life had taken. Maybe this was what it meant to be alive, standing at the edge of the world, knowing you might lose it all, but choosing to dive in anyway.

The city was calling. So were they.

Time to go inside, see what my women had planned, and give this crazy, beautiful night the attention it deserved.

It was the least a man could do.

***

If you ever want to know what heaven smells like, try walking the corridor of a yacht crammed with six women dressing for a night in the world’s wildest city. It was a cocktail of coconut shampoo, expensive perfume, and something uniquely electric I couldn’t pin down, maybe promise, maybe power, or maybe just sex itself warming the air.

Kylie’s door was open, because of course it was. Her room overflowed with clothes, dresses draped over the headboard, bras slingshot onto lamps, a shoebox left open like a treasure chest. Kylie herself sat in front of the mirror, bent over her compact, painting her lips with a criminally red lipstick that looked illegal on anyone else. She spotted me in the glass and grinned, never missing a beat in her application.

“Is this too much?” she said, running the tip of her finger along her lower lip, then cocking her head in challenge. “Or is too much exactly what you want, Cap?”

She wore a black, backless minidress that clung to her hips and bared her athletic shoulders. The hem barely cleared the curve of her perfect ass when she shifted on the stool. Her legs were tanned, flawless, and stretched to infinity in strappy silver stilettos. She caught my reflection eyeing her and smirked.

I crossed the room, braced a hand on the back of her chair, and bent down so my mouth was even with her ear. “There’s no such thing as too much when it comes to you, Wildfire.”

Kylie’s eyes sparkled in the mirror. “Damn straight.” She puckered her lips, daring me. I bit, not just metaphorically. I kissed her, slow and sure, smearing a trace of the lipstick so it marked my own mouth. She laughed, that low, hungry sound she saved just for me.

I wiped the edge of her lip with my thumb. “You’re going to start a riot in that dress.”

She shrugged, crossing her arms under her D-cup cleavage so the neckline plunged even lower. “I’m counting on it.”

As I left, she swatted me on the ass. Her laughter followed me down the corridor, reckless and self-assured.

Summer’s door wasn’t just open, it was wide, inviting the breeze and half the city’s humidity inside. She stood barefoot by the porthole, spinning in a wash of color. Her dress was a riot, bright, bohemian, cut to curve along her tiny waist and flare in wild folds that flashed thigh and hinted at bare skin underneath. Summer’s hair tumbled in gold waves over her shoulders. There was nothing contained about her, ever.

She spotted me and twirled again, laughter bubbling up like a spring. “Do you love it, Captain Daddy? Or is it too much for this stuffy city?”

Summer’s eyes were the color of tropical seas, and right now, they drank me in. She closed the gap, coming to rest her palm against my chest as if she belonged there. Which she did.

“I love it,” I said honestly, tracing a fingertip down her bare arm. “But I love what’s underneath even more.”

She grinned, wild and pleased. “Good answer.” Her dress fluttered around my calves as she circled me, sizing up the odds of getting me to skip dinner and stay in bed instead. It was a possibility, but not tonight.

Summer pulled me in for a full-body hug, her petite curves fitting against me just right. She pressed a searing kiss to my jaw, smelling like sea air, sunscreen, and the edge of something dangerous.

When I reached Tessa’s cabin, the mood softened. She sat near the window, carefully threading the straps of silver sandals across her ankles. Her sundress was understated but elegant, pale blue, cinched at the waist, the hem grazing her tanned knees. Her auburn hair was pinned in a loose upsweep, a few copper strands falling artfully around her face.

She noticed me before I could speak. “It’s beautiful tonight,” she said softly, not turning away from the view.

“It is,” I agreed, stepping closer, letting the hush settle between us. I touched her shoulder, gentle, a question, not a command. She looked up, green eyes huge and unguarded, and for a split second, all my worries about tomorrow disappeared.

“You look beautiful, Little Star.”

Tessa flushed, her freckles popping against golden skin. “You always say the right thing.”

I knelt, pretending to inspect her shoes, then tightened the clasp just enough to make her feel the pressure of my hands. “I mean it.”

Her smile was soft, a secret just for me. “Thank you, baby.”

I brushed her cheek with my thumb, just an excuse to linger. Tessa shivered, then let out a tiny laugh, like even that much attention was almost too much. No one else made me want to tread so carefully.

Past her room, Brooke’s door was closed. Of course it was. I knocked, received a crisp “Enter,” and stepped into her world, crisp linen, delicate scent of white flowers, every detail immaculate.

Brooke stood before the full-length mirror, running her fingers along her platinum waves, smoothing them into submission. Her dress was pure class: dove-gray silk, tailored to fit her curves but high-necked and demure until you noticed the way it clung to her hips and bared an unexpected sweep of leg through a subtle slit. She wore pale heels, and diamonds glimmered at her ears and wrist.

She saw me in the mirror and froze, composure cracking just for a heartbeat. “Does this meet your standards, Cap?”

I crossed the room, stopping behind her. I reached out, sliding a lock of her perfect hair behind her ear. “You’re flawless, Princess.”

Brooke blinked, trying to recover her cool. “One must never rely solely on appearance.”

I met her gaze in the glass. “No one could ever mistake you for anything less than extraordinary.”

She said nothing, but her lips trembled with a real, unguarded smile. I kissed her gently, just beneath her ear, watching her shiver at the contact.

“Thank you,” she murmured.

I patted her shoulder, lingering a second too long, just because it made her breath catch. Then I left her to her perfection, closing the door behind me.

Emma’s cabin, she and Lila always paired up, felt like a sanctuary. Warm, soft light bathed the room. Emma stood behind Lila, fastidiously fixing a fine silver chain around her best friend’s throat.

Emma wore a rose-gold wrap dress, feminine but practical, with a flirty V-neck that hinted at the curves beneath. Her honey-brown hair was pinned up, but wisps escaped to soften her jawline. The look was pure Emma, welcoming, thoughtful, always putting everyone else at ease.

Lila, in contrast, was a study in nervous beauty. Her midnight hair tumbled loose past her shoulders, and the soft blue dress she’d picked hugged her in all the right ways but still seemed barely there. The dress was short, sleeveless, and almost innocent, except for the way it revealed her long, tan legs. Lila bit her lower lip as she wriggled to zip up the side, clearly doubting herself.

“I can help with that,” I said, stepping in to lend a hand.

Lila stilled as I drew the zipper up, my fingers brushing the curve of her bare back. Goosebumps raced beneath my touch. I spun her gently to face me, tucking a stray lock behind her ear.

“You’re breathtaking, Bluebell.”

She looked away, cheeks pink. “You’re just saying that.”

Emma piped up, “He never just says anything.” She flashed me a smile, finished with Lila’s necklace, and patted her friend’s shoulder, the ultimate wing-woman.

I rewarded Emma with a kiss long enough to make her blush, but not so long as to scandalize Lila more than necessary. Then I caught Lila’s chin, made her look at me again, and dropped a softer kiss on her lips.

“Confidence looks good on you. Remember that.”

She nodded, suddenly dazzling.

I stepped back, taking in the whole scene. Six women, six flavors of anticipation. It was tempting to abandon our plans and lock the doors, but tonight was for showing off, ourselves, each other, this wild, maybe reckless bond between us.

I made my way toward the main salon, the echo of their scents and touches clinging to me. Anticipation coiled low in my gut. Whatever Singapore threw at us, we’d throw it right back.

This harem of mine was ready to make the city forget its own name.

***

There are moments on a yacht, hell, in a life, when you realize you’re a spectator at your own victory parade. Tonight, in the main salon, surrounded by a swirl of perfume and chiffon and the kind of laughter that makes you forget you ever had anything to prove, I figured I’d finally made it.

The salon glowed, lanterns painting everything gold and amber, teak walls gleaming like they’d been buffed for a state dinner. Summer lounged along the settee, legs bare, dress a wild rainbow of blues and pinks, more art than fashion. She’d knotted it at the hip so her thigh flashed every time she moved, feet still unapologetically bare. Her hair spilled down her back, conjuring up forbidden island nights even in the city.

Kylie hit the scene like a dare: jet-black minidress, shoulders naked, the plunge at the neckline deep enough to make even the most seasoned ex-pat lose his drink. Every step she took was a flex, legs gleaming, heels catching the light, bold lips telegraphing trouble. I’d never seen a woman so at home in her own skin, or so determined to test every boundary in the room.

Tessa sat quietly on the armchair, elegant as a portrait, her pale blue dress fitted at the waist, the skirt floating around her knees like sea foam. The neckline was modest, but the way she crossed her tanned legs suggested she’d learned a thing or two about getting my attention. Auburn hair fell loose now, soft waves framing those green eyes I’d swear had seen straight through me since day one.

Brooke looked like she’d stepped out of another world: the law firm from heaven, maybe, or a Paris runway flown in special for the night. Her silver-gray sheath clung to her hips, slit high enough to tease, neckline demure until she turned and you got hit with that flawless, scandalous back. She’d gone softer with her hair, platinum waves loose and shining, and the diamond studs at her ears quietly outvalued most of the city’s skyline.

Emma wore a wrap dress in rose gold that paired warmth and confidence, hugging her spectacular curves, draping low at the neck, sleeves fluttering as she fussed over last-minute details. Her sandals were practical, but the way the fabric moved when she walked was pure romance. Her hair was swept up, but not too tightly, and she wore her own brand of kindness like a second skin.

And then there was Lila, almost lost in the dazzle until you looked twice. Her powder-blue minidress was sweet as candy, showing off her figure but somehow still innocent. No jewelry except for the new necklace framing her collarbone, the silver catching every stray beam of light. She perched on the edge of the sofa, twisting her hair between her fingers, eyes wide and hopeful.

Six women, six different galaxies, and all of them circling mine.

For a beat nobody said anything, and I just let it burn into memory. My chest felt too tight for words. I tugged my collar, did a quick scan to make sure nobody would trip on their way to the dock, and tried to act like this was all in a day’s work.

Kylie was the first to break the spell, naturally. “Damn, Captain, you might want to call the Singapore Fire Department. We’re about to set this town on fire.”

Summer, all sunlight and reckless energy, grinned. “Let’s see if the city can handle us. I bet you a hundred dollars they run out of tequila by sunrise.”

Brooke rolled her eyes, but the smile cracked her cool for just a second. “I suggest we avoid bail money, at least until after tomorrow’s meeting.”

Emma, always the anchor, folded her arms and gave me a look. “Should we be worried, Cole? About tomorrow?”

I shook my head. "We've survived hurricanes, surprise inspections, and Kylie's attempt at karaoke. One suit-and-tie dinner isn't going to kill us. But..." I lowered my voice conspiratorially, "maybe keep tonight's escapades off the official log, yeah?"

Lila giggled, soft, but pure mischief. “What happens in Singapore...”

Kylie cut in, nailing the line: “...stays in Singapore.” She winked, popped her gum, and swung her heel onto the table like the exclamation point she was born to be.

The laughter washed around the room, and for a second, nothing else mattered. Not the fathers, not the meeting, not the weirdness or risk of this thing we’d built. Just six women shining and hungry for adventure, all of them looking at me like I was the goddamn luckiest man alive.

If there was ever a time to take a victory lap, this was it.

I found myself at the center, passing out compliments and a few well-placed kisses. Summer’s hand snaked around my waist the instant I wasn’t looking. Tessa slipped her arm through mine, her pulse quick against my wrist. Brooke leaned in close to fix my collar, her scent precise and expensive. Emma squeezed my shoulder, a message in her eyes I’d never learn to ignore. Kylie grabbed my jaw, dragged me in for a lipstick-staining kiss that tasted like challenge. And Lila, sweet, trembling Lila, hovered at my side just close enough to send my protective instincts into overdrive.

As we funneled out of the salon, the energy doubled. Heels clicked on the deck, and laughter followed us through the companionway. The city’s heartbeat pounded outside, neon and promise and the gentle hush of the bay.

Stepping onto the dock, we drew eyes. There was no hiding this crowd, and even if I could, I wouldn’t. The women fanned out around me, every last one a knockout in her own unique orbit.

I paused at the end of the gangway, anchoring the memory. The city’s lights fanned out in front of us, a wild invitation. The girls linked arms, ready for mayhem, and for a split second, I wondered if anyone had ever been so lucky or so utterly, beautifully in over their head.

I didn’t have answers. What I had was tonight. Six women, a city that didn’t know what was about to hit it, and the crazy, impossible harem I got to call my own.

We stepped into the glow, a seven-person riot of silk and skin and laughter.

The rest of the journey could wait. Right now, Singapore belonged to us.


Chapter two
Night Safari


Somewhere between the marina and the edge of the world, our driver delivered us straight to the VIP entrance, no lines, no velvet rope, just an unmarked gate and a woman with a clipboard who greeted us by name. That’s how you knew you’d gone over the edge: when someone else did the waiting, and you got to take the shortcut to the front of the line.

The air at the Night Safari was a different kind of heavy. Warmer, richer, flecked with wet greenery, turned up by a dozen living things that only got loud when the sun dipped below the horizon. The scent of flowers, ripe and overblown. A tangle of damp earth and animal musk hanging in the darkness.

The seven of us must’ve looked like a fever dream as we crossed the entrance bridge. Six women in heels or bare feet, dresses clinging in the humidity, falling in tight around me like the world’s best bodyguards. Maybe we were a little overdressed for a night at the zoo, but this was only our first stop. Besides, nobody cared, least of all me.

A private guide met us. He wore an earpiece and the kind of polite smile that said he’d seen everything, but even he paused for a fraction longer when he clocked the lineup at my side.

“Mr. Everett and party?” he asked.

“That’s us,” I said, stepping forward.

He motioned to a waiting tram, open-sided, all dark bamboo and brass, long as a city bus but built for maybe twenty. Tonight, we had it to ourselves. The guide ushered us up front, every cushion turned down fresh, windows wiped to a shine, chilled towels at the ready.

The city’s noise faded to nothing as we pulled away from the platform, wheels humming over the track. The wind carried distant music, but it gave up before the first turn into the jungle.

Night swallowed us.

***

The tram rolled slow and easy through palm groves and dense knots of forest, headlights slicing through the mist. If Singapore was neon and glass and promise, the Night Safari was made of secrets.

The darkness was alive. Sounds you never noticed in daylight, bird calls, shrieks, musical frog throats doubled in the sticky air. Something rumbled in the undergrowth. A low chorus rose and fell, animal and ancient, sliding right down the spine.

The tram jerked as we took a sharp corner. I instinctively braced; a second later, three bodies pressed against me, soft and eager, never missing a chance. Kylie hopped into my lap, swinging one bronzed thigh over mine, arms looped lazy around my shoulders like we were in a club, not a zoo. Summer wedged in behind, tucking herself close. Lila slid down the bench until her bare leg touched my knee.

I’d bet my last dollar that the guide was wondering how I’d landed all six women, and maybe, just maybe, what it was like to be a king for a night.

Across from me, Tessa and Emma cozied up on the padded seat, their laughter a soft undercurrent as they watched the jungle flicker past.

But the real surprise was Brooke.

She’d chosen a seat beside me, well, nearly in my lap, if you want the truth, and I swore she made a decision every time the tram hit a turn. Her thigh grazed mine, bare skin under silk, the slit in her dress riding higher with each subtle shift. Gone was the reserved, buttoned-up Brooke I’d anchored through countless storms. This version was bolder, hungrier, and every move she made said she wanted the world to see.

The guide ran commentary, facts about the animals, a few local legends, whispers about night predators and how they saw what the light never revealed. His words washed over me, but I was busy cataloguing every micro-moment: how Brooke’s hand rested on my forearm, finely manicured nails tracing the veins. The clean, expensive scent she wore mixed with the wildness of night, a contradiction that nearly unhinged me.

Kylie caught my expression and grinned, her red lips still smudged from earlier. “See something you like, Cap?”

She bounced in my lap, ass planting hard, as if to punctuate the point.

“Hard to choose,” I said, letting my hand drift up her thigh.

Summer bent down, her breath hot against my ear. “Bet you could have us all right here, Daddy. Nobody would stop you. Not even the tigers.”

That got a laugh from the others, nervous, excited, maybe hopeful. The jungle outside ramped up, sounds growing louder with every turn.

The guide gestured to our left, murmuring, “If you look closely, the Malayan tapir forages mostly at night. See the white flash in the trees?”

We craned our necks. Lila squeaked as something crashed through the brush. The tapir’s reflective eyes gleamed, otherworldly, then vanished as quickly as they’d appeared.

Summer’s hand slid down my chest, her fingers drumming a code only I could decipher. She leaned in closer, her voice a whisper against my jaw: “I want you later. This city, this night. Make it ours?”

The “yes” was already written in my pulse.

Back on my left, Brooke’s grip tightened. She laughed at a joke of mine, actually laughed, not the polite smile she reserved for cocktail parties. Her head tipped back, the muscles in her throat flexing, dress shifting dangerously high on her leg. When the next tramlight hit, her skin caught the glow like polished marble, flawless and luminous, but what truly arrested me was the flash in her eye, naughty and hungry and entirely new.

Across from us, Emma and Tessa were locked in their own soft orbit. Emma pointed out creatures in the dark, her voice warm and confident. Tessa rested her head on Emma’s shoulder, sundress slipping to reveal a bare expanse of collarbone I wanted to taste.

The tram rolled deeper into the park, the stars lost behind a bank of clouds, humidity turning every breath into something almost edible.

Kylie wriggled in my lap, grinding lightly, lips close to my ear. “If you unzip me, I’ll let you watch me play with myself. Bet you can’t do it and keep a straight face, Captain.”

That challenge nearly did me in. Instead, I squeezed her thigh, fingers digging in hard enough to make her gasp. “Keep teasing, Wildfire. Night’s still young.”

She grinned, licking her lips, shameless. “It’s never too early.”

Lila leaned in, her voice liquid, nervous but desperate to belong. “Everything’s so different at night.” Then, just for me, a shy graze of her hand up my arm, a question in the touch, “Would you hold me?”

I pulled her in, draping my arm over her bare shoulders, relishing the shiver she gave back. Beneath her blue dress, her skin radiated heat, the pulse at her throat wild.

Brooke’s eyes, sharp and calculating in daylight, now looked stormy and unsettled. Her lips hovered close to my ear. “I’m not competing with them,” she whispered, the words honey-smooth, “but I intend to win tonight.”

I nearly laughed out loud. Instead, I ran the back of my hand up her exposed thigh, almost daring her to protest. She didn’t. She swung her bare leg over mine, letting the dress part to the hem.

The tram’s lights went dim for a patch, supposedly to avoid startling the animals. In the sudden darkness, every sense dialed up. I felt Summer’s fingers lace with mine, Kylie’s ass pressing firmer, Brooke’s body half turned toward me, as if she wanted to climb inside my skin and take up residence.

The guide lowered his voice, perhaps sensing how little attention we paid to animal trivia. “Over there, the Asian lion pair. See their eyes, just above the grass?” He flicked a tiny flashlight, twin golden dots reflecting the beam, then gone.

Brooke pressed closer, her voice now barely a thought. “You know what I want, Cap?”

“What’s that, Princess?”

“I want them to see. All of them. And when they do, I want your hands on me where they belong.”

Kylie howled with laughter, catching just enough of the exchange to turn heads.

“Someone’s feeling naughty tonight,” Tessa piped up, her tone a mix of surprise and admiration.

Brooke didn’t back down. “Isn’t that the point, Little Star? To live a little?”

That stoked the fire. Even Emma, usually the voice of reason, joined in. “I say we let Brooke have her fun. She’s earned it.”

Summer leaned forward, draping her arms over my shoulders from behind, her face close to Brooke’s. There was a current between the two, rivalry, respect, maybe a hint of something more.

“Tell us your wildest secret, Brooke,” Summer challenged, her voice soft and coaxing as a summer storm. “I’ll go first if you dare.”

Brooke smirked, unbothered by the attention. “Later,” she promised, “when the Captain says so.”

If I’d ever doubted my luck before, I didn’t now.

***

The tram slid around a bend, slowing for a herd of axis deer grazing under low branches. Their coats glowed faintly gold. Somewhere above, a fruit bat swooped, wings slicing the humid air.

Lila pointed, eyes wide. “They’re almost magical,” she whispered, her breath hitching when I pulled her closer.

“Not as magical as you, Bluebell,” I said, and for the first time, she didn’t look away. She kissed me, soft and sure, her tongue flickering against my teeth. Her thigh pressed against my own, bare skin perfectly smooth.

Kylie, not to be outdone, leaned in and bit my neck hard enough to prove a point. “Don’t forget about me,” she purred.

“Never could,” I said, twisting to kiss her back, this time hand full on her ass, squeezing just enough to make her wriggle.

Brooke watched the whole thing, silent but with a smug little smile. The shadows played across her cheeks, turning her platinum hair almost silver. She shifted, and suddenly her hand was in my lap too, bold, possessive. “Just making sure you’re focused, Cap.”

“I’m always focused,” I said, “especially when the stakes are this high.”

She laughed, real and unguarded. “Good answer.”

Across the tram, Tessa tried to hide her smile, but I caught her. She was the picture of innocence, sitting upright and careful, but her gaze screamed hungry. “You okay, Little Star?”

She nodded, cheeks pink. “It’s hard to believe this is real.”

Emma stroked Tessa’s hair, soothing. “You deserve every minute of it.”

Summer jumped in, voice bubbling with mischief. “We all do. That’s why we’re here, right?”

If there was ever a better answer to that, I’d never heard it.

As the ride went on, the guide pointed out bushy-tailed civets, proboscis monkeys, slow-moving porcupines rustling in the undergrowth. Half the time, I missed the explanation, too busy sorting out whispers, subtle touches, the way my girls jockeyed for attention without ever tipping into jealousy.

Each one had their moment, a secret graze of ankle, a graze of lips, a whispered “wait til the lights go out, Daddy.” The tram became a world unto itself, insulated by darkness, humming with the kind of anticipation you only get on the edge of something big.

And always, always, Brooke. Her hand never left me, draped over my bicep, tracing the scar above my brow, even resting softly across my chest like she was staking a claim. Every time I checked, her eyes were on me, bold and hungry. The transformation was unmistakable.

The tram’s final stretch skirted a wide pond, moonlight breaking through the cloud cover for just a second. We all saw it, the streak of white, the sudden flurry of wings as a rare owl dove for prey. Our guide narrated, but I was too busy watching the way the light threw Brooke’s whole face into relief, made her seem untouchable and right next to me all at once.

Six women, the scent of wild night, the heat of bodies pressed together, and the animal certainty that things would never go back to how they’d been.

The tram rolled to a stop at a trailhead, and the guide turned in his seat. “From here, the walking path offers another perspective. If you’d like to explore…”

We stood as a group, dresses straightened, hair smoothed, a few heels swapped for flats. Brooke lingered by my side, looking up through her lashes, the slit in her dress high enough to make a saint stagger.

“Ready to see how deep the night goes, Captain?” she teased, voice low.

I smiled, matching her tone. “After you, Princess.”

We hit the trail, the next chapter of the night blooming before us.

***

The walking trail was a living, breathing thing, more animal than architecture. We followed the guide single file into the dark, every footstep swallowed by a blanket of damp greenery that muffled even Kylie's chatter. The city’s light pollution didn’t touch this place. Here, darkness had layers: black, then deeper black, then wild flashes of pale from a distant flashlight or the sidelong flicker of a predator's eyes.

Lila clung to my arm. She’d swapped her heels for flats but still walked slow, like every step was a negotiation with the night. Emma floated ahead, hand-in-hand with Tessa, guiding her like a parent would a kid through a haunted house, except Tessa’s wide green eyes never looked scared, just lit up with a wonder that made me want to show her the whole damn planet.

Brooke walked at my left, just a hair closer than regulation. She’d changed, all right. Each turn of the trail, she found a way to brush against me, sometimes her arm, sometimes her hip, the slit in her dress parting like an invitation. I could feel her gaze, even when I was supposed to be focused on the guide’s patter about rare jungle life.

But it was Summer who kept catching my attention.

She hung back a few paces, letting the others bunch up around the guide. Then she’d cut me a look, blue eyes sharp as a blade, lips twitching with whatever dangerous idea had just burrowed into her skull.

The scent of the jungle was like nothing I’d ever known, part rotting fruit, part fresh rain, layered over with the primal tang of animals both hidden and too bold to care. Night-blooming orchids fought for airspace with the sweet rot of decay. Every now and then, something shrilled in the trees, a flash of white or silver, and all six women would draw tighter, pretending it was the animals they feared.

The guide stopped us near a thick tangle of undergrowth. He aimed his flashlight high, beam wobbling, and pointed out a rare nightjar perched low on a branch.

“There,” he whispered, “see the chest? Red, like a flame.”

Everyone huddled, eager for a peek. Kylie shoved in, practically climbing Emma’s back. Brooke used my chest as her viewing platform, hands splayed across my shirt. Lila pressed up close, soft breast against my arm, her breath quick.

But Summer? She hovered at my right, out of the scrum, gaze fixed not on the bird, but entirely on me.

I felt her fingers slip into mine, feather-light but insistent. She tugged, one, two, three times, then pulled me sideways, away from the group. I caught the last bit of the guide’s commentary as we ducked behind a curtain of leaves.

The path dwindled, became nothing more than a suggestion beneath our feet. A handful of stars peered through the canopy. The world shrank to Summer’s giggle, rough bark, and the heat pouring off her in waves.

She spun us behind the enormous roots of a banyan tree. It was big enough to hide us, hell, maybe even a pair of rhinos. She flattened herself against the bark, chest heaving, skirt hiked, panties already gone, no surprise from Summer.

“You can’t possibly be serious,” I whispered, already half-undone.

She grinned, bright and wicked and drenched in moonlight. “I need you to fuck me, Daddy. Right here. Right now.”

I didn’t need to be asked twice.

I shoved her back, hands greedy, lifting her by the ass and pinning her hard to the trunk. She moaned but clamped it down with her palm, eyes wide as I bent to bite her shoulder, marking her for later. Her legs parted, inviting me between, and the dress peeled up to her hips without resistance.

She locked one leg around my waist, dragging my cock right to her entrance.

“God, yes,” she whispered, every syllable shivering. “Please, Daddy. Please fill me up.”

I shifted, found her wet and ready, and thrust in all at once. Her walls clenched, greedy. The air was thick with sweat and perfume, and the sound of our bodies, slick and desperate, sounded criminal in the hush.

Nothing else mattered. Not the risk, not the rules, not the fact that the group could round the corner in ten seconds and catch us mid-stroke.

I drove into her, deep, relentless, slamming her hips back against the rough bark. She arched, nails clawing my shoulders, teeth finding my neck. The only thing keeping her silent was the bite she landed on my collarbone, hard enough to leave a mark.

Her pussy clamped down like a living thing, desperate, greedy.

“I love you so much,” she gasped. “God, I love you, Daddy. I want you forever. Just like this.”

It shouldn’t have made me crazier, but it did. Every word was a match against dry tinder.

I buried my hand over her mouth, forearm pinning her against the gnarled trunk, and absolutely rutted her into the ancient roots. Any last shred of restraint I’d carried across oceans, across time zones, across every half-remembered hotel bed and lonely command on the bridge was gone. My hips battered hers, sweat slicked my palms, and her skin was fever-bright in the starlit gloom.

Summer’s moans vibrated through my palm, wet and wild. She tried to bite back the noise, almost succeeded, until I rammed so deep she spasmed, spine arched, hips bucking, the velvet of her pussy rippling madly around my cock. Salt from the jungle air dripped down my brow, but there was something else, a hot wetness against my wrist: Summer’s tears, as sudden and pure as a monsoon. They streaked down, mixing with her saliva where she licked and gasped at my skin. Her eyes found mine, wild and pleading, as she writhed against my grip.

She shivered so hard the canopy leaves above us rattled. If anyone glanced our way, we’d look like a single convulsing animal, half-feral, clinging together in the dark. Her skirt bunched at her waist, her breasts pressed flat against my chest, one sandal dangling from her kicking foot. I felt every tremor, every tiny explosion rolling up from her cunt to her belly to her lungs.

“Take it,” I whispered into her ear, voice shredded ragged by lust. “You’re mine. Mine, Summer. Tell me.”

She clawed at my shirt, dragging herself up my body until her breath was fire in my ear. “I belong to you,” she choked, half sobbing, half hysterical with laughter and want. “Never—never let me go, Daddy.” She wrapped her other leg high around my hip, dragging me all the way inside, and held me there. “You’re going to make me scream.”

I could barely think but needed her to feel everything. I jerked my hand away from her mouth, only for her to clamp hers over it, giggling, biting the heel of her own palm, eyes rolling back as I pounded her against the hard, living wood. She came again, sudden and savage, convulsing so hard my knees almost buckled.

And then, just as the world narrowed to nothing but the heat of her body and the relentless grip of her cunt, a sound split the hush: the crunch of leaves, a giggle, the unmistakable cadence of voices, Kylie, maybe, or Lila, not more than a few meters away, threading through the undergrowth.

We froze, instantly silent. My cock still buried in Summer, her entire body trembling, she squeezed me tight inside her and covered my mouth with her own, stifling a whimper with a kiss. I held her up, motionless, both of us holding our breath as the footsteps slowed, stopped, then retreated into the dark.

We were a single, shaking animal, a hair away from being seen, or devoured, by the night.

Leaves rustled, footsteps nearby. A voice, Kylie’s, crept close, then drifted away. We froze, motionless, breath held, her cunt still fluttering around me.

Summer whimpered behind my hand, biting down to stay quiet. I eased the pressure, and she pressed her lips to my palm in gratitude.

“Don’t stop,” she begged. “Don’t ever stop.”

There was no chance of that. I started moving again, slow at first, then faster. Each thrust was a risk, the slap of skin, the scrape of bark, the possibility of getting caught. But neither of us cared.

When the voices finally faded, I surrendered, letting the orgasm tear through my defenses. I exploded inside her, the release detonating in my belly so intensely my whole body seized. The first pulse was low and mindless, but it ramped up fast, and then I was rocketing into her, rigid from my teeth to my toes. The urge to hold her there, to fill her and keep her locked to me, nearly made my vision black out.

Summer’s pussy clenched around my cock, velvet heat rippling in waves. She shuddered, squeezing me tight, and my climax surged through both of us, outlasting thought until the world smeared into a blur of sensation.

I slammed her back into the tree and buried myself as deep as I could go, clutching her ass in both hands, flattening her body against mine so that nothing, not even air, could come between us. I could feel every inch of her, even through the haze, every tiny tremor in her thighs, every flutter of her pussy choking down on me like she never wanted to let go. The bark of the banyan bit into my hands, the sharp tang of moss and sweat and sex filling my lungs, and somewhere in the roaring in my ears I heard Summer’s muffled cry. Her lips never left my neck. She bit down hard, not in warning but in pure animal need, a scream throttled into a gasp that burned straight through my skin.

My knees almost gave out. For a second, the only reason we didn’t both collapse was because her legs locked around me, iron-willed, refusing to let gravity claim us. My arms shook as I held her up; I didn’t care that her nails dug red lines down my back, or that I’d probably have splinters in my palms from the tree. All that mattered was the endless, molten rush of release, the frantic rhythm of her heart hammering against mine, the desperate way she moaned my name over and over, too far gone to care who might overhear.

Maybe we were loud. Maybe the entire group heard us. I couldn’t have stopped if there was a gun to my head.

I pumped every last drop into her, groaning like a fucking animal, and it was only then, when I felt her body finally relax, shuddering in little aftershocks, that I realized I was trembling too. My forehead dropped to her shoulder, breathing hard, the world spinning dizzy and bright. Her teeth unclenched just enough for her to kiss the bruise she’d left on my collarbone, and her hand came up to cup the back of my head, fingers winding in my hair like she was never letting me run again.

We stayed like that, plastered together, lost in the moment. My cock throbbed inside her, still twitching, and she squeezed me tight, milking out every last bit. Neither of us spoke for a long minute. The only sounds were the frantic pant of our breath, the echo of distant voices, and the slow drip of sweat falling from my brow to the hollow of her shoulder.

I pulled back enough to see her face. Summer was flushed, eyes glassy, lips swollen and shining with spit. She looked… wrecked. In the best possible way.

“Jesus,” I whispered, and kissed her. She returned it with ferocity, biting my lip until I tasted blood.

“You still going to claim me?” she whispered, nails raking my side, a dare and a plea all at once. “Because I want every fucking day just like this.”

“Try to stop me,” I said, and pressed her back to the tree, slow and gentle this time. My hands ran down her thighs, smoothing away tremors. We fit together so perfectly I wondered how I’d ever lived without her.

She buried her face in my neck again, inhaling deep, like she wanted to memorize me from the inside out. I felt a few more tears leak from her lashes, hot and honest, and let them run down my chest. If this was what Summer at her rawest looked like, I’d take a thousand more.

Slowly, the world drifted back. The night air prickled my skin; the sticky heat faded to a cooling mist. Summer’s body softened, legs loose around my hips. She let out a tremulous laugh, more a hiccup than anything, then wiped her cheeks on my shirt.

After a second, she let go, legs still quivering.

We straightened up fast, breath coming hard, Summer’s hair wild and tangled. She grinned, swiped a thumb across my cheek, licking her lips like she’d just tasted victory.

“I love you,” she whispered, the words secret and sacred.

“I love you too,” I said, smoothing her dress, tugging her back to earth.

By the time we slipped out of the shadows, the group had moved fifty feet up the trail. The guide was wrapping up some story about the birds, flashlight painting the path.

Brooke caught my eye as we rejoined, her gaze sharp, knowing, a half-grin playing at her lips.

She didn’t say a word, but the look said everything.

On a night like this, nothing escaped that woman’s notice.

***

We barely made it back out of the jungle alive, every single one of us sweating, hair wild, and buzzing from whatever the hell they put in the air out there. Waiting beyond the Night Safari’s exit was a blacked-out Mercedes van, air conditioning set to arctic, leather seats and chilled champagne already poured.

The girls moved as one, a flock in short skirts and perfume, crowding through the double doors. I watched as Lila all but collapsed into Tessa’s arms, giggling about how her sandals still shook from the last animal scare. Summer dove straight for the mini-bar in back and popped the cork, sticky sweet bubbles spraying all over her and Kylie. Emma wiped Summer down with a napkin, laughing as the droplets clung to her tanned shoulders. Somewhere in the chaos, I lost track of who was talking to whom, but that was normal. This harem thrived on chaos.

I slipped into the van last, scanning for my spot. Brooke had already claimed the seat at my side. She didn’t wait for invitation, she slid in, one practiced move, and pressed her thigh to mine like she’d been doing it for years.

Gone was her usual prim-and-proper posture. Her back was relaxed, knees angled sideways, the slit in her dress daring gravity to get involved. I did a double-take: she’d applied a fresh coat of lipstick, brighter and glossier, and her platinum hair was down, wild and rippling, grazing her bare shoulders. Even the top button of her dress, high and tight before, had vanished, so the collarbones and hint of cleavage played peekaboo whenever the city lights flickered in.

The doors hissed shut, engine purred, and we shot off into the Singapore night.

Brooke leaned in, voice just for me. “Enjoy your little nature walk, Captain?” She said it low, playful, eyes glinting like she’d just won a bet I didn’t know we were playing.

I grinned, refusing to blink. “Hard to top the scenery.”

She arched a brow, lips so close I could taste the hint of berry and sugar. “You always did prefer hands-on learning.”

Summer, never one to stay out of a good joke, popped her head over the seat. “That’s not what I heard. Some people say you’re all theory, no practice.”

Kylie followed, hair wild, makeup half-smeared but smirk on point. “Bet the Captain can multitask. Or do you need volunteers to help you study, Professor?”

The van filled with laughter. I let it roll, focused on Brooke. She wasn’t just bantering, she was studying my reactions, pressing her bare thigh into me, fingers trailing light on my wrist. Every time the city’s neon caught her, that new boldness was brighter. Any trace of nerves had vanished. She was in control, or maybe just ready to show off.

“Where to, boss?” the driver called back, though he knew damn well.

“The Red Room,” I answered, not missing a beat. The last time I’d been there, the bouncer threatened to blackball a tech billionaire for vaping in the line. My kind of place.

The car rocketed through turns, city rising all around. Ahead, the club pulsed, a beacon of ultraviolet, smoke, and heat. Every time we hit a speed bump, Brooke’s hand slid farther up my thigh. She leaned in again, lips brushing my ear. “You’re mine for the first dance. Don’t disappoint me.”

“Not a chance,” I whispered back, letting my palm rest on her bare leg, fingers tracing patterns along the edge of her dress. She shivered, just for a second, but didn’t look away.

Tessa, in the next seat, watched the exchange with a dreamy smile. “Never thought I’d see the day Brooke out-flirted the Captain.”

Emma winked at her. “Night’s young, honey. Place your bets.”

Kylie’s voice was pure dare. “If Brooke’s going to take the Captain, I get the next round.”

Summer pouted, but not really. “Save some for the rest of us, Princess.”

That was rich coming from the girl who’d just demanded I fuck her in the middle of a zoo.

Brooke ignored them, eyes deadlocked on mine. For the first time, she was hungry, not just for me, but for whatever thrill the city could serve. That kind of transformation shouldn’t feel like a privilege, but it did. I wanted to see how far she’d run with it. I wasn’t sure what had gotten into her, but I was all about it.

The van stopped. In front of us, The Red Room glowed, huge, brash, every window leaking neon. Bass thumped through the sidewalk, vibrating up my legs before I’d even opened the door.

Brooke’s hand found mine. She clamped on, fingers strong for a lawyer, and wouldn’t let go. “If you don’t dance me to death, I’ll bill you for breach of contract.”

Kylie laughed so hard she nearly choked on her champagne.

Outside, the city was a roar of lights, sound, and sweat. Brooke stepped out first, my hand still in hers. The entrance cast blood-red and electric blue over her face, painting her platinum hair with the colors of war. For maybe the first time in her life, she wasn’t buttoned-up, she wasn’t in control. She was just alive.

I helped her down the last step, hands steady on her hips. She paused at the door, one glance back, smile almost feral, the slit of her dress flashing skin all the way up.

“Ready for the world, Captain?” she challenged.

“With you? Always.”

Inside, the club waited. The music. The crowd. The heat of a thousand bodies, and the promise of whatever we dared to chase.

Brooke led the way, mine for the night, and possibly, if she wanted it, forever.


Chapter three
Platinum Transformation


The club’s front desk could’ve doubled as a bank vault, brushed steel, guarded by two muscle-bound men in suits who looked ready to body-slam anyone who tried to cut the line. We never slowed. The velvet rope parted and we waltzed past, a living dare packaged in dresses, perfume, and legs for days.

Inside, the first thing that hit me was the sound. Not music, not at first. Bass, pure and seismic, thumping through the soles of my feet, up my legs, until every heartbeat synced to the rhythm. The lights weren’t just bright, they were blinding, a strobe inferno pulsing over the crowd in violent flashes of pink, blue, and ultraviolet.

Right away, every head turned. I didn’t blame them. The women fanned out, irresistible, each one a law unto herself. Brooke, God, Brooke, was unrecognizable. Gone were the tight chignons, the lawyer’s posture, the chill reserve. Her platinum hair tumbled over her bare shoulders, catching the strobe in glossy, silvery waves. The grey dress, elegant but now indecent with every ripple and shift, hugged her tighter than a second skin. She walked like she owned the damn place, and for tonight, she did.

Kylie led the charge, dragging Summer along, heels clacking like gunfire over tile. Within seconds they beelined for the bar, bodies pressed together, drawing stares and a half-dozen head-swivels from the crowd. Lila and Tessa trailed behind, wide-eyed yet magnetic, both nearly swallowed by the splash and shimmer of the club’s lasers. Emma was the anchor, always, but even she had a spark in her eye tonight, hips already keeping time with the music.

Brooke clung to my arm, but there was no hiding who ran the show now. She lit up, her laugh was bold, unfamiliar, echoing above the roar as she leaned in close and pressed herself against my side. I swear, every inch of her vibrated. I’d seen her cool, ruthless, unflappable, but I’d never seen her alive like this.

“Shots?” she said, her tone a dare.

I didn’t get a chance to answer.

The bartender, a man with arms like oars and a hawk’s beak for a nose, clocked us instantly. He sent out a wave of tumblers, six in a row, top shelf tequila bleeding salt and limes down the bar. Brooke took two, one for her, one for me, then reached across the counter, locked eyes with the bartender, and tossed both back without a wince.

The stuff burned, pure fire. Brooke wiped her lips with the back of her hand and grinned, daring the universe to stop her.

Kylie and Summer joined in. “About fucking time,” Kylie cheered, grabbing a shot and slamming it home. Summer licked her wrist, giggling, eyes already tracing the club for trouble.

Emma, Tessa, and Lila were more careful, but not by much. “Is it always like this here?” Lila asked, voice trembling as the tequila hit her stomach.

“Not before we arrived,” I said.

The women hooted. That was all it took. Suddenly, we were the main event.

The DJ must’ve had us in his crosshairs; he cranked up the track, something hot and frantic, and the girls were moving, hair and hips and the kind of chaos you only get when the night is brand new.

It started as a tangle, dresses, bare skin, flash of heels, then sorted itself into a pattern, six stunners forming a circle, dancing around me like I was the last man on earth.

Brooke cut through, grabbed my hand, and dragged me straight to the center of the floor.

For once, I just let her lead.

The first song was a blur, strobe lights, bodies pressed tight, every sense overloaded. Summer and Kylie prowled around us, hips rolling, hands up, hair flying. Tessa and Lila barely kept up, but their smiles were contagious, turning nervous glances into open laughter.

But Brooke? She was in a universe of her own.

Gone was the stiff posture. She rolled her shoulders and let her hair down, literally and figuratively. Every move was suggestive, calculated but wild, the lawyer-princess now a goddess of the night. She twirled, then slammed her ass back into my crotch with zero hesitation. Her hips had a mind of their own. Each time the bass dropped, she ground against me with sharper, dirtier intent.

If I hadn’t known better, I’d have sworn she was trying to provoke a scandal.

The music pounded. Sweat ran down my spine. I braced Brooke by the hips. She arched back, grinding harder, platinum hair lashing my jaw. Her hands caught mine, guiding them over her waist, over the cut-glass curve of her ribs, until I was holding her exactly where she wanted me.

Her back arched, dress riding dangerously high. I palmed her outer thigh, not bothering to hide how good it felt. She reached up, grabbed me by the neck, and pulled my mouth to her ear.

“You like this?” she said, breath sexy as sin.

“More than you know, Princess.”

She purred, actually purred, and pressed back so hard I had to fight not to just take her on the dance floor.

Summer circled us, feral and grinning. She found a gap, ghosted up behind Brooke, and ran her hands down both our spines.

“She’s finally letting loose, Captain,” Summer whispered to me, voice all velvet and promise. “About time, don’t you think?”

“I’ve never seen her like this,” I admitted.

Summer nipped my earlobe, then winked at Brooke. “I think you’re in trouble, Daddy.”

If this was trouble, sign me up every night until the end of time.

Kylie swept in next, hips cocked, lips red and parted. She sandwiched Brooke between us, draping her arm around my shoulder, flashing a predatory grin at every man watching. “That ass should win an award, Brooke,” she shouted over the music.

Brooke laughed, a real, wild sound, and flashed her own wicked grin. The two of them started a duel, seeing who could grind more outrageously against me. I’m not ashamed: I lost, spectacularly, and didn’t care in the least.

Every other table, every circle of guys, tried to edge closer, but my harem formed a moving barricade of tanned skin, microdresses, and confidence. Emma and Lila, never ones for the spotlight, paired off and spun each other, but even they drifted closer, drawn in by the gravity of what Brooke was doing. Tessa trailed in their wake, smiling shyly, her cheeks pink as she watched Brooke’s transformation.

She caught my eye, her green gaze soft in the wild light. “I’ve never seen her so happy before,” Tessa said. “It’s beautiful.”

I nodded, unable to look away as Brooke tossed her head, platinum hair flying, hips rolling with zero inhibition.

That’s when the shots hit the dance floor.

They arrived on a neon tray, carried by a server who looked like she’d just stepped off a Paris runway, but even she did a double take at the circle of women around me.

Kylie cheered, grabbing the tray and passing shots to every girl. Brooke took two and handed one to me, her arm tight around my waist.

“Bottoms up, Cap.”

We downed them together. The world spun, sweat-slick and loud, but suddenly nothing existed but the woman in my arms.

The song switched, slower, dirtier. Brooke braced herself, one palm on my chest, the other on my neck, and started to move. I matched her, minute for minute, move for move, but there was no catching her now. She’d slipped every self-imposed chain.

She pressed in close, her lips at my ear, and whispered, “I want you to watch me. Really watch.”

I did. Jesus, did I ever.

She pulled away, still facing me, and began to dance in earnest. Every motion was a challenge, hips rocking, dress sliding higher, sweat beading at the small of her back. She’d never looked so raw, so perfectly unmade.

And yet, even in the abandon, it was all Brooke: calculated, relentless, and impossible to ignore.

I lost complete track of time. The lights flashed, songs blurred together, and the heat went up, bodies fused and moving as one. My harem circled around, every woman stealing their moment, Kylie dropping it low until her ass nearly hit the floor, Summer twirling so fast her dress fanned out in a blur, Tessa and Lila exchanging shy glances as they found their groove.

You could feel the envy in the air. Groups of men hovered, hoping for a crack in our circle. A few club girls sidled up, trying to get a foot in the door, but gave up fast. Nobody could break the circle. We were a closed system, six women, one man, and the electricity between us.

At one point, Brooke dragged me to the side, straight up against the club’s mirrored wall. She shoved me back, slammed her body into mine, and kissed me like we were alone in the universe. Her tongue battled mine. Her hands drew my own to her hips, guiding, commanding. I gripped her ass, squeezed hard, and she shivered in my hold.

The club roared approval. I barely heard them.

Brooke broke away, breathless, hair wild, face glowing. “Tonight, you’re mine,” she said, voice ragged, before spinning back to the music and dropping into another grind that left me winded.

I caught Summer’s eye. She winked, playfully pushing Kylie into my other side. The two of them competed, dancing practically on top of me, their hands raking down my arms, nails quick and electric. For a minute, I thought I might drown in the attention. Truth was, I wanted nothing more.

A few feet away, Emma was helping Lila get more limber, guiding her hands above her head, teaching her to move with the beat. Lila giggled, tentative, her minidress hiking dangerously as she spun. Emma just smiled, steady and calm, but you could see she was proud of Brooke, proud of all of them, for letting loose for once.

Tessa lingered at Brooke’s elbow, every now and then whispering encouragement, her own hips swaying with a shy, honest joy. The older men at the bar didn’t even try to hide their stares; more than a few women watched too, caught somewhere between jealousy and curiosity.

After a while, the DJ called out our table number through the speakers, sending ripples through the club. For the next hour, we had the floor. Brooke took it as a personal challenge, gathering all six women around me in a circle, hands linked, bodies moving like we’d all practiced this routine for years.

It became a contest of who could make me break first. Every time I thought I’d seen the wildest move Brooke could muster, she one-upped herself: hair tossed, hips grinding, body pressed so tight against mine I thought we’d melt together. At one point she climbed onto a low riser, pulled me up with her, and made a show of owning every inch of the spotlight.

The club lost its mind.

Sweat dripped down my temples. My shirt was soaked, clinging to my back like a second skin. Brooke’s makeup ran in rivulets, streaking her cheeks, but she wore it like a badge of honor. Her arms twined around my neck, fingers digging in as she moved. Every move she made was a promise.

I don’t know how long we danced. Could’ve been an hour, could’ve been ten.

But when the lights finally dimmed for an interlude, even the women in my harem looked winded.

Except Brooke.

She stood there, chest heaving, face flushed, hair wild and glorious. Her eyes met mine, clear, proud, and burning. She’d never looked more beautiful in her life.

“I like this version of you,” I told her, voice rough from shouting.

She smiled, all teeth, no apology. “So do I.”

Summer, still slick with sweat, draped an arm around Brooke’s shoulders. “That’s what I’m talking about, Princess. Welcome to the dark side.”

Brooke laughed, the sound bright and unguarded, and pulled Summer in for a dance of their own, hips swaying together like they’d been doing this since forever. Kylie caught the mood, looping Lila and Tessa into a playful four-way twirl, laughter peeling above the club’s soundtrack.

I just stood back, arms folded, watching the women I loved own the night. For once, I was the bystander, the lucky guy behind the velvet rope, witnessing something rare and perfect.

Brooke held court at the center, queen for a night. She drank more, moved more, outlasted every challenge. The men who tried to cut in got politely frozen by Emma’s raised brow or Summer’s warning glare. The women who tried to cozy up to Brooke found themselves gently redirected, sent off with nothing more than a compliment and a smile.

And through it all, Brooke burned.

She rolled her hips, hair flying, nails digging into my arms. She pulled me in for kisses, never shy, always hungry. Even when the room spun, she never lost focus. Tonight, she was in charge. I let her.

Tessa caught me off guard as the evening wore on. She sidled up, her hand finding my own.

“She’s always wanted to be like this, you know,” Tessa said, voice soft enough that only I could hear. “She just never felt safe before.”

The words hit me square in the chest. Tessa had told me that once before. Maybe Brooke had finally hit some kind of critical mass, a point of no return, and now the real Brooke was emerging, raw and undeniable, like a butterfly tearing free from its cocoon.

“She’s safe now,” I promised. “You all are.”

Tessa squeezed my hand, her green eyes shining. “I know. That’s why we love you.”

I didn’t have a good answer for that, so I kissed her forehead and pulled her into the circle. Let the world watch. There’s no prize for playing small.

As midnight came and went, the rhythm slowed. The strobe faded to a dreamy blue. Brooke, sweat-soaked and radiant, leaned against my chest, her breath warm over my throat.

“Thank you for not judging me,” she whispered, voice raw.

“I could never,” I said.

She breathed deep, hair sticking to her face, and for a second, the real Brooke peeked through, vulnerable, honest, finally unafraid.

The club’s crowd thinned, but nobody wanted to leave. Not us, not the men with their eyes glued to the dance floor, not the staff who made sure the shots kept coming.

We were living proof that, once in a while, you really could have it all. And tonight? We did.

Eventually, the girls called time. Kylie whistled for the waitstaff, and we downed a final round while Summer and Emma corralled the group for the trip home. Brooke never left my side. She hung on, fingers twined in mine, a queen fresh from battle, every inch of her humming with victory.

As we staggered out, the bouncers grinned like old friends. The Red Room would remember us.

The night air was a cold shock to the system, but Brooke only laughed, threw her hair back, and dragged me off into the city, the rest falling in step behind us.

If there was ever a moment to freeze in amber, this was it.

Brooke, unleashed and untouchable. My harem, perfect and predatory. A city that didn’t know what hit it.

We left the club as legends. And for once, I didn’t care who noticed.

***

The elevator ride up was a fever dream. Six women, now mostly barefoot, shedding their club armor the second the doors closed. Glitter and sweat smeared every surface. If a maid walked in, they’d probably call in a Hazmat team.

We hit the suite and scattered, heels, dresses, and all. Summer tore straight for the shower, leaving a trail of rainbow fabric on the tile. Kylie collapsed onto the sectional with a bottle of water, cradling it like she’d just run a marathon. Emma scooped Lila under her arm and guided her toward one of the suites in our hotel room, both of them giggling so hard I’m pretty sure the neighbors would remember us in the morning.

Tessa lasted all of ten minutes. She curled up with a throw blanket and went out cold, her copper hair making a soft, tangled halo on the pillow.

That left Brooke.

She didn’t even slow down. She stalked from window to window, pumping with an energy that bordered on dangerous. She poured herself a whiskey, drank it neat, and leaned her bare arms on the kitchen island, watching the city change color as night gave way to early dawn.

I ducked into the bathroom, caught a look at myself in the mirror. My shirt was soaked through, streaked with glimmer from Summer’s dress, and lipstick marks I couldn’t even assign to a single girl. My skin smelled like a cross between high-end club and secondhand tequila.

By the time I emerged, Brooke was waiting at the sliding glass door. Singapore spilled out below us, neon, river, afterparty lights blinking out one at a time.

She beckoned. “Come watch,” she said, voice lower, steady. “I want you.”

I followed, barefoot, whiskey in hand, barely able to keep pace with the shift in her energy.

We stepped onto the balcony. The air hit like a bucket of steam, humid, perfumed, alive. Seventy stories up, the world looked breakable.

Brooke leaned against the rail, her hair wild even in the relative calm, dress still clinging to every inch of her. She didn’t look tired. She looked lit up from the inside.

I took the spot beside her, elbows on the glass, and waited her out.

She didn’t make me wait long.

“I can’t do it anymore,” Brooke said, eyes fixed on the skyline.

“Do what?” I asked, still not sure where this train was headed.

She exhaled, pure frustration, then turned to me. “Pretend I want the life mapped out for me. Law. A corner office. Being Mark Hollis’s trophy daughter, perfect, unflappable. You saw me tonight. Deep down, that’s who I’ve always been, or wanted to be. I just… never had the guts to admit it.”

The confession hung in the air, heavier than the night.

“Tonight was the best night of my life,” she said. “And I’m not saying that flippantly. I was happy. No—more than that. I was free.”

I let her words settle before answering. “You can have that every day. You just have to take it.”

She shook her head, incredulous. “I want something different. Screw the law degree. I want to stay with you… with the girls. Co-captain the True North. Run luxury cruises, Miami to Montego Bay, St. Lucia, wherever the wind takes us. Make every day an adventure.”

That was a turn I hadn’t seen coming.

I put my glass down, trying to piece it together. “What about your dad? Does Mark know?”

Brooke paled, but didn’t flinch. “No. He’d lose his mind, but I can’t fake it anymore. You asked what changed? I realized tonight…I can trust you. And them. You’re my family now.”

She closed the distance, eyes boring into mine. “What’s gotten into you tonight?” I asked, because I had to know.

For a beat, she looked almost shy. Almost.

“You make me feel safe. Not just here, but everywhere. When you’re around, I don’t have to perform. I can just be.” She took my hand, knuckles white. “And I love you, Cole. I love you so much I’m afraid to say the words out loud.”

The words crashed over me. I’d heard confessions before, but not like this.

I let the silence stretch. The city pulsed beneath us. My heart pounded, raw and loud.

Finally, I exhaled. “I love you too, Princess. Maybe I should’ve said it sooner.”

Brooke blushed, a flush that started low and crept all the way to her hairline. She looked so open, so fucking alive, it made my teeth ache.

She leaned her head on my shoulder.

We watched the city sparkle in neon and chrome, together.

In that moment, I felt it again, that rare, perfect certainty of belonging, but deeper now, more complete than ever before. Another puzzle piece snapping into place.

***

Brooke pulled me inside, lips devouring mine before the balcony door had even fully slid closed. The rush of hot, perfumed air tangled around us, and her dress hit the floor so fast it could’ve been a magic trick.

What hit me hardest wasn’t how she looked, though, Jesus Christ, every inch of her was flawless and begged for worship. It was her eyes. Wide, wet, starved for something she’d never dared to say out loud.

She pressed me to the wall, hands fisted in my shirt, and for a second, I thought she’d tear it off me. Instead, she just dropped her chin, caught my gaze, and let the words fall.

“Tonight, I want you to own me. I want to be yours completely. I want to surrender, lose control. Please, Daddy…”

The sound of it froze me. Not in horror, not in doubt. More in shock at how much it rang true.

Brooke peeled away her dress, slow and deliberate, never breaking eye contact. She let one strap, then the other, tumble from her shoulders. The silky fabric slipped, hesitating at the arc of her flawless breasts, clinging for just a moment before she shimmied her hips. The dress slithered to the floor, puddling at her ankles. Brooke stood before me, nothing left but a silk g-string, the curve of her body on display and her gaze steady, daring me to move.

She pressed my hands straight to her breasts, arching her back to give me full access. “Touch me,” she begged, voice nearly breaking. “I need you. All of you. Harder than you’ve ever given anyone.”

I cupped her breasts, weighty, perfect, filling my hands like they were made for it. Her nipples jutted up, hard and aching, and when I twisted them, she whimpered, hips grinding into me with open desperation. She wanted to be used. No, she wanted to be ruined.

I obliged.

I bent and sucked her nipple, hard, letting my teeth graze the sensitive skin. She yelped, then melted, one leg curling around my calf to pull me closer. Her hands raked my scalp, yanking me in tight to her body.

Her breasts were a fucking work of art, full, high, crowned with pale pink peaks just begging to be bit, sucked, devoured. I alternated between gentle pulls and savage flicks of my tongue, and she gasped, shuddering, her entire body writhing in my grip. She pressed my head harder, moaning, not even bothering to play coy.

My free hand jammed down, grabbing the impossible curve of her ass. I squeezed, digging in, and she whimpered a true, helpless sound that made me harder than stone.

“Please, Daddy,” she whispered, and the words hit me right behind the ribs. “Be rough. Show me you want me. Make me scream.”

The next minute was a blur. Her panties were gone in a flash. I lifted her, spun, and slammed her against the floor-to-ceiling window. Her bare thighs split to straddle my hips, her naked ass pressed tight against the cool glass, leaving a foggy imprint of heat against the window. I held her there, roughly, and kissed her, deep, so hard it was more invasion than affection.

She clawed at my chest, mouth open and needy. When I bit her lower lip, she cried out, and every muscle in her body pulled me closer.

I fought my jeans open, freeing my cock. She reached for me, guiding it between her dripping folds, lining us up with a confidence that blew my mind.

She was already wet, already gushing. Even before I pressed in, you could hear the slick, obscene sound of her pussy flexing in anticipation.

I rammed inside, one brutal stroke, and she screamed into my mouth. Her heels locked behind my back, muscles bunched, and she clawed at my shoulders as I started to fuck her.

There was no rhythm, not at first, just raw pounding. I slammed her hips into the glass wall over and over, grip bruising, cock buried so deep I felt the tremors in my own knees. Her pussy clamped down, milking me, and she howled, each thrust wrenching another guttural moan.

I wasn’t gentle. She didn’t want gentle.

Every time I bottomed out, she bucked, nails raking lines down my spine. Her hair stuck to her face, wild and sweaty, and her eyes rolled back as I kept pounding.

After just a minute, she started to shake, tiny spasms that rolled up her core. Her cunt gripped me so hard it almost hurt, and her scream, when it came, nearly shook the window.

I didn’t slow down. I wanted her to understand: tonight, she’d get every single thing she asked for.

Her orgasm hit fast, vicious, rippling up through her belly to her throat. For a second, she went limp, then came back twice as wild, hips slamming against me like I was the last man alive.

I slammed her harder, each merciless thrust ricocheting up my spine, echoing off the glass like a threat. My hand was a vise on her hip. She arched and writhed, nails drawing blood from my shoulders, and the wet, obscene sound of our bodies colliding filled the room with something primal and electric.

Brooke’s skin was slick and hot, sweat rolling in rivers between her breasts, down her back, gluing every inch of her to me. She was wild, animal, all of her ice-queen poise burned down to nothing but need, and I reveled in the destruction. Every inch of her gave, surrendered, begged for more.

Her slick, perfect cunt gripped me with a hunger that bordered on violence. She squeezed around my cock, over and over, milking me, her legs wrapped so tight I couldn’t have pulled free if I tried. The harder I fucked her, the louder she got, moans and howls, every gasp and plea a confession she’d never dared utter until this moment.

I could see our reflection in the glass: her bare back arched, my hand fisted in her platinum hair, her eyes glazed with pleasure and something like gratitude. She looked like a goddess, a force of nature, and underneath it all, the stubborn little girl who’d finally found a way to shatter her own chains.

I bent and bit her neck, marking her, and she spasmed, hips bucking so hard I nearly lost my balance. She wanted to be broken. She wanted to be remade.

“Harder,” she begged, the word barely more than a gasp.

I obeyed. I pinned her tighter to the window, using my entire weight, every muscle in my body straining to pound deeper, to drive her all the way through the glass.

Her pussy gushed, soaking us both, the heat of her need running down my thighs. Her breath hitched, then became a ragged series of cries as I hammered her, relentless, driving us both past the edge of sanity.

She sobbed, actually sobbed, as she came again, biting my neck, throat, even my jaw. “Don’t stop. Please, Daddy, don’t you dare stop.”

I didn’t. I fucked her through both orgasms, then kept going, owning every inch of her body.

When I felt my own orgasm building, I growled, “You want to be filled up? You want my cum in you, Princess?”

“God, yes. Mark me, ruin me, make me yours—” she choked out.

That did it.

I drove her into the glass so hard the entire window seemed to buckle, Brooke’s naked body vibrating with the aftershocks. Every muscle in my body was rigid, fire boiling up my spine like a live wire, my vision a haze of lights, smeared city shimmer, the neon halo of her hair, the static burst of her moans. My cock detonated inside her, a savage, punishing release that left my brain blank and my legs shaking. I felt it all, every clench of her cunt, every drag of her skin against mine, every jolt of white-hot pleasure as I emptied myself in one pulsing, endless flood. She never stopped screaming, not for one second; she clung to me with a violence I’d never felt from her before, and somehow, that made everything tighter, wetter, more desperate.

I fucked her through it, even after I came, still thrusting, refusing to let her down, refusing to let go. Her pussy was a vice, milking me for more, wringing out every last drop, and I gave it to her, groaning against her neck as her heel dug into the small of my back. My hand tangled in her hair, yanking her head back so I could see her face, lips bitten raw, eyes glazed and overflowing, cheeks fever-bright. The pleasure was so sharp it felt like pain, but I craved the sting, craved the proof that this was real, not some fucked-up fever dream. My knees nearly buckled, but I forced myself upright, holding Brooke pinned to the glass as if I could fuse us together, make her a part of me forever.

She let out a sound I’d never heard before, a half-sob, half-laugh, breathless and wild. The city sprawled out behind her, a thousand windows full of strangers who could never understand what it meant to be seen like this, obliterated and rebuilt, all in the space of a single orgasm. I pressed my forehead to hers, sweat and tears and wet hair tangling together, and kissed her as if I could lick the need right out of her.

Her pussy fluttered, pulsing around me with every aftershock. We were a mess, sweaty, tangled, our skin shining in the light from the street, her ass leaving a fogged print on the glass. I dragged my tongue down her throat, biting at her collarbone, savoring the raw, honest taste of her. She whimpered, her whole body shuddering on my cock, and I realized we were still locked together, neither of us able to let go.

I shifted my grip, lifting her off the window just long enough to spin us both, collapsing onto the nearest couch. She landed straddling me, hair falling around our faces like a curtain, our bodies glued together by sweat and the wet heat still leaking from between her legs. She clung to me, nails raking my back, her breath coming in fast, sharp bursts.

I cupped her jaw, brushing her hair back, needing to see her eyes. They were wide, vulnerable, pleading for something she couldn’t articulate. I kissed her slow, savoring the gentle whimpers against my lips, then buried my face in the hollow of her neck as she trembled in my arms.

We stayed like that, locked, soaked, her arms around my neck and her breath a wild, broken song in my ear. I could feel every flutter of her pussy milking my cock, every aftershock rolling through us.

When she finally loosened her grip, I eased her down, but she collapsed to the carpet, dragging me with her.

She lay there, legs splayed, hair a mess, face wrecked. I wanted to see it all, every bit of evidence I’d fucked her right.

But she wasn’t done.

She rolled onto her belly, arched her back, and looked up at me, eyes still glazed and hungry. “Again. Please, Daddy. I want you to fuck me like you’re never letting go.”

I palmed her ass and spread her wide, admiring the pink, battered slit dripping with a mix of her cum and mine. She trembled under my touch, ass high, waiting.

I lined up and shoved in, this time slower, more deliberate, letting her feel every inch. She gasped, then melted, her whole body singing for it.

I moved harder, grip unyielding, hands digging into the perfect mounds of her ass. The skin there was so soft, but I loved leaving marks, red from my palms, maybe even teeth if she begged for it.

She took every inch, every stroke, no complaints, just a chorus of needy whimpers. “Harder. Make me your slut. Use me, Daddy.”

God, the girl didn’t know her own power.

I reached up, grabbed her hair, and pulled her head back. She moaned in gratitude, so open it almost sounded religious.

I pounded her, relentless, hips slapping against her ass. Sweat ran down my chest, dripping onto her back where it formed salty tracks over her gleaming skin.

She came twice more, screaming into the carpet, nails tearing at the fibers. She’d wanted a scene. I gave her a fucking masterpiece.

I emptied a second load inside her, not holding back, hips pulsing through the aftershocks until her pussy gave up another wave of release.

When we finally broke, she laid sprawled, face-down, heartbeat thudding against her rib cage. I pulled her up, pressed her to the bed, and started again.

This time, I slowed it down. I pushed her onto her back, framed her perfect tits between my hands, and went to work. I kissed, licked, marked every inch. Her nipples were swollen, desperate for attention. I sucked, bit, and teased until she was sobbing, barely able to form words.

She looked me dead in the eye. “Nobody has ever made me feel this alive. Please. Don’t stop. I need it.”

I lined up, pushed in, and gave her every inch, slowly, until she mewled, nails digging into my shoulders. Her legs wrapped tight around my waist, locking me in.

We fucked like that, slow, then hard, her body demanding everything I could give. She clung to me, hands glued to my back, her lips kissing and biting my jaw, my ear, whatever she could reach.

With each orgasm, she opened more. Her cries got louder, her surrender deeper.

By the time we reached the shower, she was a shaking mess. I pinned her arms above her head, water pounding over her body, and took her standing up, one leg hitched around my hip, her ass pressed to the fogged glass wall.

She loved the control. She loved being pushed to her limits.

Every time I called her Princess, or baby, or slut, she moaned louder, feeding off it. “You own me. I love you, Daddy. I love being yours,” she sobbed.

I lost track of how many times I came. Four, maybe five. Each orgasm was as wild as the last, and Brooke took it all, greedy, grateful, glowing with the kind of satisfaction you only got from the truth.

When we finally crashed back to the bed, tangled, soaked, the sun had already started to edge through the blinds.

She curled up against my chest, soft, spent, every muscle loose.

I stroked her hair, thumb tracing the bruises and bite marks I’d left.

“You sure about this, Princess?” I whispered.

She nodded, voice a sleepy purr. “It’s all I’ve ever wanted. To be yours. To be theirs. To be done pretending.”

I held her tighter, letting the silence fill the room.

“We’ll talk to the girls,” I said. “Figure out what’s next, together.”

She smiled, pure contentment. “Whatever you say, Daddy.”

Brooke drifted off, finally at peace, still clinging to my hand.

For the first time, my Princess was free, naked, loved, and unafraid.

Just how I liked her.


Chapter four
March of the Morning After


Iwoke before the light, city still glued to its own dreams, and for the briefest moment, I didn’t know where I was.

The hotel suite was dead silent, the kind of hush that drowns out even your own heartbeat. Out beyond the blackout curtains, Singapore glowed in afterparty mode, but in here, the darkness was thick and perfect, the sheets soaked with the scent of sweat, sex, and women who loved a little too hard.

I lay there, staring at the wobble of a digital clock, mind running full speed. Adam and Mark, my so-called brothers, would be waiting with their “urgent business,” every word a landmine. I’d have to face them, sell the straight face, pretend I hadn’t spent the last six months fucking their daughters like it was my job. It wasn’t regret in my gut. It was more like the ache of wanting to protect everyone at once, and knowing I’d be lucky to survive the truth.

One by one, the girls drifted into bed with Brooke and me, peeling off their clothes as they came, as if the night itself beckoned them to shed every barrier. Warm, bare flesh pressed in from every direction, a soft, enclosing shroud. Beneath the tangle of smooth limbs, I could feel their heat, their eager hunger. I was surrounded, utterly and completely.

The bed was a tangle of bare limbs and soft hair. Summer sprawled on her stomach, ass peeking from under a rainbow sheet, her wild hair spread like treasure. Kylie and Brooke lay in parallel, close but not touching, both of them naked and radiant, even in the dimness. Lila was curled in a ball, snoring faintly, hair shielding half her face; Emma spooned her, arms slung in a gesture so nurturing it could’ve turned Medusa to butter. At the far edge, Tessa was barely visible, auburn lashes trembling in dreamland, her cheek pressed to my pillow.

I slipped out of bed, careful as a burglar. Not one woman stirred. My feet barely registered contact with the thick hotel rug. If you ever want to know what fear tastes like, it’s the moment between sneaking away and hearing the telltale sigh of someone waking behind you.

No one did.

I made it to the bathroom, flicked the light on low, and shut the door behind me. The tile was cool, a shock to my callused feet. For a second, I just stood there, lungs working overtime. There were no windows in here, just a wall-to-wall mirror, a blurred reflection of dawn’s oldest survivor.

I turned on the shower, cranked it to punishing, and waited for the glass to fog. Hot water pounded the stall, hissing against porcelain. The steam rose, honest and quick, a cocoon that promised to burn off every leftover worry.

I peeled off my shorts and stepped in.

The instant the spray hit, muscles that had been coiled since midnight went loose. Sweat, regret, anticipation, all washed away, at least until the next disaster made landfall.

I didn’t hear the door. I only noticed the difference, a hush where the water should’ve been louder. Then, a shadow in the glass. Tessa, haloed by pale light, floated in wearing nothing but a see-through nightshirt and a look that said talking wasn’t the point.

She didn’t ask. No questions, just action: she joined me in the steam, peeled her shirt off like it was nothing, tossed it aside, standing there bare and unabashed. Her toes brushed mine on the slick tile, naked and delicate, curling with sudden expectation. Her face was open, soft as misted rain, her eyes wide in the haze, lips slightly parted as though she’d been waiting for this all along.

“You couldn’t sleep either?” she whispered, eyes searching mine.

She pressed up against me, her body cool at first, then warming to my skin like we were tuned to the same sunrise. I braced my arm on the tile above her, trapping her between the wall and the heat pouring from the showerhead.

Couldn't turn my brain off," I said. My hand slid to her ass, water streaming down her bare skin, droplets catching on the curve where waist met thigh. Her nakedness was an offering in the steam, perfect breasts peaked in the cool air, tanned skin gleaming wet, that cluster of freckles at her collarbone I'd tasted a thousand times since Miami.

Without hesitation, Tessa looped her arms around my waist and pressed herself flat against me, breasts crushed to my chest, every inch of her trembling. I felt her heart thud, erratic, wild.

She stared up at me, eyes wide and green as sea glass. “I like seeing you first thing. Before you’re the Captain. When it’s just us.”

Heat spiked, low and relentless. I bent and kissed her, gentle at first. There was no rush, not with Tessa. Every touch with her was a conversation. One soft sweep of her lips, her fingers threading in my hair, and the tension in my neck melted like butter on griddle.

She sighed into my mouth, the sound as honest as a prayer.

I traced my fingers along her jaw, loving how her cheeks heated under my touch. The kiss deepened, bodies grinding softly, her bare nipples pebbling against my chest. The water slicked her hair to her neck, copper strands framing her face like wet paint, drops clinging to the tips of her lashes as she pressed her naked body harder against mine.

I hooked my hand under her thigh and lifted her, easy as breathing. She caught my shoulders for balance, the tiny gasp she gave my new favorite sound. Her legs parted around my waist.

“Better?” I asked, lips close to her ear, my breath ragged.

“Always,” Tessa whispered. She clung to me tighter, hips rocking just enough to let me know what she wanted.

I pinned her to the wall, careful not to jar her head. The tile was cold, but she was warm, all soft curves and shy strength.

Her hands found my face, framing it, bringing my eyes to hers. “I’m scared, Cole,” she said, just a wisp of a voice. “What if my father… what if they don’t understand?”

I tried to shrug it off. “They’ve seen the show, Little Star. They know the arrangement by now.”

She shook her head, hair plastered wet to her forehead. “Not the harem, Cap. What if they don’t understand this? How much we—” she sucked in a breath, “—how much I love you. It’s not about sharing. It’s about not being able to stop. This isn’t for kicks, or for ratings. It’s forever.”

That hit harder than the water.

I steadied her, hands tight on her hips, and pressed my forehead to hers. “What we have is real, Tessa. Nobody gets to decide it’s not. Not even Mark, not Adam, not anybody with a stick up their ass.”

She laughed, but the sound was shaky. Her legs tightened around me, arms clinging as if gravity had turned traitor.

“If he says I can’t see you anymore—” her voice broke, “I don’t know what I’ll do.”

I hated seeing her scared. Out of all of them, Tessa was the last person I’d ever want to hurt.

I kissed the tears from her cheeks, lips finding the salt even beneath the shower. “I won’t let it happen. You are mine. If I have to fight every father in the world, I’ll do it.”

She nodded, face pressed to my neck, letting the water soak her hair and skin.

I rocked her gently, the tip of my cock gliding along her slit, finding her already slick, ready. Her thighs trembled, and she whimpered, arching her hips forward.

“Please, Cole,” she whispered, “I need you.”

I lined up and slid my cock inside her, slow and careful. She gasped, back arching against the tile, every muscle tensing. Her cunt clamped down, greedy, velvet-slick and perfect.

We moved together, locked in the steam and heat, her hands digging into my back. My pulse hammered as she rocked on my cock, her pussy pulling me deeper, wanting everything. She moaned, every sound a new confession.

“I love you, Cole,” Tessa said, and her voice was raw.

I fucked her slow, savoring every tight inch. Her walls fluttered, the rhythm of her need matching my own. She couldn’t hold still, hips grinding for more, greedy for it.

I pressed her harder to the tile, feeling the slick heat of her skin, her thighs flexed around my ass. Tessa’s legs locked behind me, heels digging in, every movement wordless but desperate. Each time I drove into her, she gasped, a real, involuntary sound, her whole body arching upward, ribs and hips in perfect counterpoint. She clung to my neck, nails leaving pale streaks, each thrust lifting her an inch up the wall before gravity and need pulled her down again. Water hammered off our bodies, drowning out everything but the slap of skin and the high, brittle edge in her breath as she tried to stay quiet and failed.

I angled my body, letting the pressure of my weight pin her, and she responded instantly. Her arms squeezed tighter, as if she needed the tension to keep from coming apart. The haze of steam blurred her outline, but her face was sharp and open, cheeks flushed, lashes stuck to wet skin, mouth parted for air and every sound she couldn’t swallow.

I cupped her tight, round ass with both hands, lifting her, feeling the trembling in her thighs as she adjusted for deeper contact. Her cunt pulsed around me, so slick I could feel every ripple and squeeze, every shiver she tried to hide. Tessa’s warmth and wetness were absolute, like she’d been made for this single act, this quiet slice of morning before the world came after us.

“God, Tessa,” I grunted, and she responded by rolling her hips forward, trying to take more of me. Her whimper was sharp, needy, the kind of sound that made my head buzz with protectiveness and raw hunger at the same time.

I slowed my thrusts, savoring the tight velvet of her, the way her muscles clenched and fluttered. I wanted her to feel every inch: not just the invasion, but the weight of being wanted, the safety of being held. She tipped her head back, arching her throat as the water poured over her, tiny droplets clinging to the dip above her collarbone, the slope of her breast.

“Don’t stop, Cole,” she breathed, and for the first time, her voice held no fear, only certainty.

I pressed kisses down her neck, tasting the mix of shampoo and salt and her own impossible sweetness. She shuddered in my grip, nipples hard, her chest rising and falling with each ragged inhale. When I took one breast in my hand, shaping it with my palm, she moaned, louder this time, her whole body quaking. I thumbed her nipple, pinching it just enough to make her gasp, then eased off, loving how the nerves in her skin responded, how every gentle twist or tease sent the rest of her into a chain reaction.

Her hands mapped my back, sometimes clawing, sometimes just holding, as if she needed the proof of me. I tilted her again, shifting her weight so I could thrust up, deep and unhurried. She broke rhythm, head thudding lightly against the tile, lips parted, eyes squeezed shut.

“I can’t—I can’t—” She tried to form a sentence, but I could see her losing track, all her logic and worry drowned by the pleasure. Her legs shook with the effort of keeping me so deep inside.

I eased one hand up her ribs, mapping the ridges, then circled her breast with my thumb again, coaxing out another whimper. She tried to muffle it in my shoulder but I pulled her head back, making her look at me.

“I want to hear you,” I said, voice rough, and she nodded, eyes shiny and unguarded.

She started to tremble, her hips jerking in uneven time, her voice breaking through the roar of the shower. For a moment, everything else faded, the fathers, the cameras, the daredevil lunacy of our lives. There was only the two of us in a pocket of steam, every sensation dialed up to a fever.

I felt her climax build with each pulse, the way her cunt gripped me harder, the helpless tension in her abs and thighs. I kept moving, slow and deep, letting her ride the edge until she snapped, a high keen escaping her lips as her orgasm took over. She clung to me, shaking, nails digging lines into my skin, her whole body wrung out and perfect.

When she relaxed, boneless and soft, I held her, letting the water carry away every leftover worry. I kept her sandwiched between my body and the wall, her head lolling forward onto my shoulder. She was still breathing fast, but the anxiety was gone, replaced by sweet exhaustion.

I bent and traced my tongue across her nipple, already beaded from the cool air meeting steam. She arched into my mouth with a gasp that vibrated through her chest. The water ran in rivulets between us, pooling momentarily in the hollow of her collarbone before cascading down.

Tessa whimpered, nails raking my scalp, and her pussy locked down on my cock, insatiable.

“Don’t let go,” she begged, words muffled against my jaw. “Don’t ever let go.”

“I won’t,” I promised, and I meant it.

The pleasure built fast, cresting like a rogue wave. My grip was iron on her ass, angling her just right so every stroke landed deep, grinding her clit against the base of my cock. She started to tremble, the sound of her breath broken up by sobs and moans.

Her second orgasm hit like a summer storm. She threw her head back, mouth wide in a soundless cry, muscles seizing around my cock. Her cunt rippled, milking me, every pulse drawing me closer to the edge.

She shuddered, shaking so hard I had to hold her up, both hands locked on her thighs.

I kissed her, hard, tongue claiming her. She melted in my arms, still spasming, still hungry.

The pressure inside me became volcanic. I slammed Tessa harder to the tile, my hands locked on her ass as I lost control and pumped ropes of hot cum deep inside her, every thrust more desperate, more necessary, than the last. My body bucked, hot and wild, and I felt her legs cinch around me, trying to keep every inch, every spasm, every burst of cum I was unleashing inside her.

I couldn’t stop: I needed her to feel it, to know she belonged to me, that nothing, not the fathers, not the cameras, not even reason, could stop what was happening right now. I groaned, low and feral, as my cock jerked and emptied into her, pulse after pulse, each one making her gasp and squeeze me harder, her greedy cunt milking me for every drop.

Tessa let out this soft, devastated moan, and her hips rolled, grinding me deeper, savoring every last lick of heat. She pressed her forehead to mine and cupped my face, fingers trembling, her lips parting in a smile that was equal parts gratitude and panic. She kept kissing me, over and over, like she could drink the aftershocks straight from my mouth.

I watched her, pinned and helpless and so impossibly gorgeous, her cheeks flushed, hair slicked back against the tile, her little whimpers echoing in the steam. Water poured over us, mixing sweat and salt and shampoo, turning every inch of skin into a hypersensitive map of nerve endings. I could feel her heartbeat through the walls of her pussy, in the tremor of her thighs, in the fluttering of her breath against my cheek.

My own heart hammered so hard it hurt. I wanted to say a thousand things, but all that came out was a shuddering groan as the final wave hit, leaving me drained and raw, spent in ways that went past the physical. She held me through it, arms tight around my neck, her body softening as I softened inside her.

I didn’t pull out. I couldn’t. She was still spasming around me, tiny aftershocks that made us both twitch, and I liked the way we fit together, the way her body refused to let me go.

For a minute, all we could do was cling together, the spray of the shower washing sweat and sex and salt from our skin.

I caught my breath, nuzzling her hair. “We’re going to be okay,” I said into the hush. “Family looks different for us. Doesn’t mean it’s wrong.”

She laughed, breathless, still devouring air, and let her head fall against mine. “You promise?”

“I swear it, Little Star.”

We stayed like that, my cock still deep inside her, her legs wrapped around my waist.

Even when the water ran cold, we lingered, letting the morning soak through our bones.

When I finally set her down, she winced, still shaking, but the look she gave me was pure Tessa, vulnerable, hopeful, more sure now than ever.

She stepped out, wrapped in a towel, and blew me a kiss.

“Don’t be late, Captain,” she teased, voice steadier.

I watched her go, heart pounding, and let the steam clear my head.

No matter what today threw at us, this much was certain: Tessa was mine, always.

I’d burn the world down before I gave her up.

***

If you want to know what organized chaos looks like, try herding six women from a luxury hotel suite before nine a.m. The scene was part runway, part jigsaw puzzle, part stampede.

Brooke was the pace car, already immaculately dressed in a tailored white dress that looked smuggled in fresh from Paris. She stood at the mirror, turning her head this way and that, brushing invisible lint from her skirt, and reapplying lipstick with the intensity of a surgeon closing up a heart transplant.

“Still flawless,” I said, hanging in the doorway.

She shot me a look, all sly confidence. "Perfection requires vigilance, Captain." She dabbed her lips, then checked her hair for the fifth time before finally nodding in satisfaction. She stepped closer, her perfume mingling with the scent of her skin, and pressed her lips against mine, soft, lingering just long enough to make my body remember every moment of last night's endless pleasure. When she pulled back, her eyes held mine with a private promise.

Behind her, the suite was a full-contact sport. Summer’s luggage had exploded across the bed, sundresses, swimwear, and what looked like a fourth-grade science project of tangled seashell necklaces. Kylie perched on the edge, shoving her own clothes into a duffel and narrating the play-by-play for all to hear.

“Jesus, Summer, did you loot a gift shop or are you just planning to open one in every port?”

Summer beamed, stuffing a fistful of rainbow scarves into her tote. “I believe in options, Ky. Unlike some people, I prefer to dress for the mood.”

Kylie snorted. “If luggage fees were a crime, you’d get life.”

Lila floated between the two, somehow managing to fold laundry and keep the peace. She gathered a pile of Summer’s stray bikinis, sorted them by color, then handed off a fresh towel to Tessa, who looked lost in translation without her coffee.

“You okay?” Lila whispered, hands gentle as she smoothed out a tangle in Tessa’s wild hair.

Tessa nodded, eyes still blurry with sleep. “Just nervous. And a little overwhelmed by… everything.”

“Hair first,” Lila said, twisting Tessa’s copper locks into a loose braid, “then breakfast. After that, we conquer the world.”

Emma played the role of quartermaster, double-checking drawers, hunting for chargers, sunglasses, and all the detritus that followed us everywhere. She lined up the toothbrushes, zipped stray cosmetics into a pouch, and made a final sweep of the bathroom like she had a checklist labeled “Prevent Panic Later.”

“You’re a goddess, Emma,” I murmured as she dropped my phone into my hand, fully charged and ready.

She grinned, brushing her hands on her sundress. “You’d lose your head if I didn’t pack it next to your shoulders, Captain.”

Minutes later, we were a moving army of duffels, hair, legs, and laughter.

I led the charge down the hallway, heels and sandals slapping against marble like a standing ovation. Six women flanked me: Brooke at my left, already orchestrating the day’s moves; Emma trailing with a steady arm over Lila’s shoulder; Kylie and Summer hip-to-hip, daring the world to blink; and Tessa, perfectly herself, shuffling notes into her battered writer’s notebook, hair still shining with Lila’s expert touch.

The lobby was pure spectacle.

Cameras flashed. Cell phones hovered. The morning crowd parted like we’d invented gravity. A few sharp-eyed guests recognized us, either from the show or last night’s chaos. An older couple waved shyly; Kylie blew them a kiss. A handful of twenty-somethings clustered by the elevators, whispering like they’d just spotted the cast of Friends on a victory lap.

Then the inevitable: a girl in a university tee, holding a Singapore flag and a pen. “Captain Everett? Ohmygod, can I get a selfie?”

Before I could answer, Kylie swooped in, draping an arm around the fan and flashing a grin so blinding it probably started a rumor. The rest of the harem joined in, signing hats, receipts, even a hotel napkin. Brooke’s signature was a work of art; Summer wrote “Stay wild!” in blue marker on a guy’s forearm. Lila and Tessa got bashful, but Emma handled it like a champ, making sure every fan got at least a handshake and a smile.

We made our escape with zero casualties.

Outside, the air was a wall of wet heat, so thick it could’ve been bottled and sold by the pound. Singapore shimmered under the early sun, and by the time we reached the marina, every glossed hair and makeup touch-up was fighting for its life.

True North waited, sleek as ever, hull gleaming like she’d just rolled off the line. The blue was even deeper in this light, hungry as midnight. The decks had already been swabbed; the brass shone; the whole yacht looked ready for a photo shoot, not a hangover.

At the gangway, Evan stood at parade rest, ironed polo and all, waiting like a guy who’d just successfully finished the SATs and was hoping for a medal.

“Welcome home, Captain. Ladies,” he said, with a nod that was just the right side of charming.

On the table: a breakfast spread that would shame the Four Seasons. Coffee, fresh fruit, bagels, cold cuts, eggs, pastries, bottles of juice, even a bottle of Prosecco. Evan had gone full hospitality wizard.

We trooped aboard. Emma went straight to her role, pouring coffee into thick ceramic mugs for everyone before even glancing at her own plate. She set the cream and sugar to the left, never the right, and added a splash of vanilla for Summer and a double for Kylie, who drank hers like rocket fuel.

Brooke scrolled through her calendar, voice smooth as she ticked off the day’s requirements. “Inspection at ten sharp, then sponsor lunch. I’ll handle our arrival paperwork. Lila, if you have the customs docs, I’ll need them by nine. And Tessa, I’m assuming the next episode notes are ready for review?”

Tessa nodded, already scribbling. “Drafts are done. Just need to fact-check the new marina stats.”

Lila smiled, placing plates at each seat with the grace of a diplomat. “I like this spot,” she said, settling beside Tessa. “You can see the whole harbor. Almost makes the paperwork worth it.”

Summer and Kylie claimed the sunny end of the table, toes up, already sparring over the best wind for the next sail out.

“I say we pull out at dawn. Clear winds, less traffic,” Summer declared, biting into a mango slice.

Kylie made a face. “Dawn is for sadists. We go after lunch, when the breeze picks up and the sun isn’t trying to kill you. Plus, lunch beers.”

Summer grinned, voice a dare. “You just don’t want to get up before noon, Ky.”

“That’s called strategy, Sunshine.”

It was a sport, watching those two. A show within the show: Kylie the instigator, Summer the seductress, both talking at triple-time and never letting the other get the last word.

Brooke oversaw it all like a queen in exile, lines of her dress sharp even in the sticky air. She nibbled at a croissant, eyes scanning her tablet, but every few seconds, she’d look up, just to confirm the world hadn’t turned upside down.

Emma hovered, making sure every mug stayed full and no one went without butter. She checked in with each of the girls, even making Lila laugh with a story about last night’s club debacle.

As for Tessa, she barely seemed to move, lost in the weathered pages of her notebook, glancing up only to tuck a stray hair behind her ear or answer Brooke’s questions.

I watched them all, the rhythm of the morning as precise as a ticking clock. Each woman dropped into her space, her role, without friction. Emma the anchor, Brooke the general, Kylie and Summer the wind, Lila the calm current, Tessa the silent observer.

The food was good. The company was better. For ten minutes, the world’s problems waited at the dock.

Every now and then, one of the girls would catch my eye and wink, or brush my hand with theirs, or, like Summer, run her foot up my calf under the table, laughing when I nearly dropped my fork. The connection ran under the words, a current of belonging that would’ve seemed impossible a year ago.

After the second round of coffee, the usual chaos set in. Kylie's phone blared with a string of new messages from her fans; Summer tried to sneak a glass of Prosecco, only for Emma to intercept her with a warning nudge. Brooke and Lila held a brief, intense summit over the day’s logistics, while Tessa quietly wrote it all down.

Evan watched from the galley, grinning. I caught him watching the table, a look of actual pride in his eyes. The guy had found his tribe.

Me? I was just lucky enough to call them mine.

The sun climbed higher, burning off the last traces of sleep. The women laughed, plotted, schemed. The city sparkled, the marina buzzed, and the breakfast table became our safe zone. A moment where nothing, not even the ghosts of the past or the storm of a “business meeting,” could rattle us.

Tessa set down her pen, looked at me, and smiled. The others fell quiet, just for a beat.

It was all I needed.

Whatever came next, inspection, confrontation, hell, even world war, this family would face it together.

We were unbreakable, and anyone who doubted it was free to watch us prove them wrong.

***

If breakfast was a festival, Maya’s entrance was the opening ceremony.

Our new camera operator hit the deck at full speed, ghosting up the gangway with a camera case in one hand and a backpack big enough to hide a dead body in the other. The morning sun caught the lenses clipped to her belt, each one flashing like a VIP badge. She wore jean shorts, a vintage Star Trek tee, and thick glasses that made her look half ingenue, half mad scientist. Her bun was loose, streaked with a hint of blue, and she radiated an “I dare you to underestimate me” sort of vibe.

The harem clocked her instantly.

Kylie squinted over her mug, blinking. “Wait, you’re the new camera op?”

Maya grinned, undaunted. “Unless there’s a test, in which case I failed to study.”

Summer’s approval was immediate. “She’s adorable. And so are the shoes.” She made a show of waving her bare feet.

Brooke barely looked up from her tablet, but the corner of her mouth twitched. “Punctual and prepared. A rare commodity.”

But the biggest transformation was four feet to my right.

Evan, who’d been fiddling with the espresso pot, suddenly looked like a man who’d discovered fire. His whole body straightened; he nearly knocked over a glass bolting to the rail.

“Let me get that for you,” he said, voice a touch higher than usual. He took Maya’s camera case, handling it like precious cargo, and gestured to the best seat at the table, the spot with perfect lighting and a view of the harbor.

Maya flopped down, easy as pie. “You set up with Panasonic or Sony? Because my lenses are micro four-thirds. Also, I can fix your ND filter; it’s got a weird spot.”

Evan’s smile threatened to break his face in half. “Panasonic, mostly. You really noticed the filter issue from here?”

They were off and running, talking technical specs the way Kylie and Summer debated volleyball stats. Maya pulled out a battered notebook and started setting up a tiny tripod, narrating the whole time.

“Best light’s after nine, but sunrise on this deck? Chef’s kiss. I’ll show you the color balance trick if you want to record breakfast with less blue cast…”

Evan nodded, swept up in her enthusiasm, and the girls caught every micro-shift.

Emma leaned in, whispering, “Is he… are they…?”

I couldn’t help but smile. “Looks like True North’s got a romance subplot.”

Lila’s grin lit up her face. “He deserves it. He’s always so nice to us.”

Brooke glanced over the rim of her mug, sharp. “Let’s just hope she can keep up with his editing. Or the volume of content we generate.”

Kylie, never subtle, stage-whispered, “She’s a camera chick, not a sweaty dude. Big win. I was worried we’d have to deal with the smell of BO and old Red Bull.”

Summer giggled, already jotting down ideas for Maya’s “welcome interview.”

Meanwhile, Evan was living his best life. He stood side-by-side with Maya as they unpacked gear, showing her the fastest route to the galley, the best deck angles, the charging station he’d cobbled together from a leftover drone battery and a power strip.

Maya followed, eyes bright and curious, matching his stride. They rattled off camera hacks like old friends. She even fixed the ND filter on the spot, popping it apart with a tiny screwdriver she kept behind her ear. One minute in, Evan was already hooked.

The girls ate it up.

Tessa covered her mouth, stifling a laugh. “He’s already explained the lens system three times.”

Lila’s eyes went soft. “They’re perfect.”

Even Brooke loosened her grip on the morning schedule to watch the show. “If they finish setting up early, maybe we’ll actually stay on track for once,” she said, but there wasn’t a bite to it. More like pride.

By the time we’d cleared breakfast, Maya and Evan had taken over the deck for a full technical breakdown. He’d moved his laptop and hard drives to the table, and she’d commandeered the couch to sort out a complicated-looking gimbal mount. The banter was easy and nonstop.

Evan: “I use the auto-stabilizer, but it sometimes jitters on starboard tacks.”

Maya: “That’s because your gyro sensor’s off by like half a degree. Give me five minutes.”

She fixed it in three.

The women drifted past, tossing in their own comments. Kylie asked about slow-mo shots for her bikini volleyball challenge. Summer invited Maya to brainstorm “behind-the-scenes content.” Tessa quietly sketched the scene in her notebook, recording every smile.

Maya handled it all with an unflappable calm, not afraid to ask questions or poke fun at Evan’s “organizational system,” which, to everyone’s horror, relied on sticky notes and duct tape.

“Is this for real, or did you just want to impress me?” she teased.

Evan blushed, but rallied. “Depends. Is it working?”

Apparently, it was.

The mood on deck was brighter than it had been in weeks. Even the air seemed lighter. Emma snuck extra pastries to Maya, who promptly rated them “10/10, would eat again.” Brooke and Lila finished up the customs paperwork, barely hiding their eavesdropping. Summer and Kylie circled like sharks, plotting new content with a target painted on Maya’s back.

We were a team, but now, the crew had its perfect camera duo.

Morning slipped by. Maya and Evan ran through half the yacht, bow, stern, engine room, bridge, testing shots, swapping equipment, finishing each other’s sentences. The rest of us pretended not to watch, but every time they buzzed past in a flurry of camera straps and laughter, the girls grinned wider.

By the time the table was cleared and Emma had wrangled everyone’s schedule for the day, Evan was a new man. He moved with purpose, chest higher, his usual careful energy turned up to eleven.

Brooke nodded toward the bridge, a rare twinkle in her eye. “Our producer’s finally got his groove back.”

Even Tessa looked up from her journal, eyes soft. “He’s happier like this.”

As everyone prepped for the day’s meeting, fresh makeup, last sips of coffee, Summer trying to wrangle her hair into something that wouldn’t scare sponsors, the whole yacht thrummed with a nervous, happy pulse. Even I felt it, low and insistent: the sense that what we’d just built hadn’t just survived, it had added something new. Maybe something perfect.

Evan and Maya returned to the deck, flushed, arguing good-naturedly about SD cards.

I clapped him on the shoulder as I slipped past. “Don’t break the new toy, Ev. We’ll need her for the next season.”

He laughed, and Maya grinned, eyes lit up.

“I don’t break. I upgrade,” she shot back.

Kylie nearly choked on her coffee, she was laughing so hard.

We loaded up the day’s files, checked our teeth in espresso spoons, and braced for whatever Mark and Adam might throw next. But this time, it wasn’t just a crew, or a harem, or even a found family.

It was something unstoppable, every missing piece falling into place, ready for the world.

Let them bring their questions, their judgments, their best shot.

On this boat, we had all the answers.


Chapter five
Family Reunion, Harem-Style


We made our entrance like royalty on loan from another universe. The restaurant didn’t just welcome us, it braced itself. You could tell from the way the host took one look at our crew, did a mental head-count, and pasted on the kind of smile reserved for sheikhs and oil barons.

Inside, everything glowed with money that didn’t need to show off. The floor was dark, buffed wood that drank up every footstep. Paneled walls gleamed with the warmth of centuries-old bourbon, broken up by abstract art that probably cost more than my first yacht. Lighting was low and perfect, the kind of gold glow that made every woman in my harem look like a supermodel and every man’s jacket seem custom-tailored. Each shift in the air hummed with a barely controlled current.

At the head of the dining room sat the table. Long, rectangular, white linen pressed so tight you could bounce a quarter off it. Crystal glasses sparkled with anticipation. Down at one end, Adam loomed in a navy blazer, not even pretending to hide his giddiness. Mark waited in crisp shirtsleeves, reading the room with that silent, alpha scan, defense perimeter status, all clear.

We crossed the room, a seven-person rumor in motion. Every woman formed up around me, the geometry shifting with every step. Brooke matched my stride, chin up, hair pulled neat but refusing to be tamed by humidity. Kylie and Summer flanked me on the right, hip-to-hip, both already plotting ways to get me in trouble before the first drink landed. Emma and Lila walked left, arms brushing every few steps, Emma’s hand sometimes drifting to my elbow as if to steady herself or maybe me. Tessa brought up the rear, hovering just behind Brooke, her eyes wide but lips set in the kind of determined smile that said she belonged here and God help anyone who didn’t see it.

At a satellite table just off the main, Evan and Maya had already set up shop, camera cases under their chairs, a couple of notepads between them and at least three different memory cards scattered like poker chips. They were deep in conversation but glanced up the instant we entered, both faces breaking into matching grins. Maya’s gaze lingered on Evan, her cheeks flushed, while he tried, and failed, not to stare at her mouth every time she talked.

Adam was up first. He didn’t just stand, he surged to his feet, arms wide. “There they are! My girls!” His voice boomed over the soft jazz leaking from overhead speakers.

Emma nearly melted under Adam’s hug, her expression pure affection. Kylie threw herself into his other arm, all energy, her black sundress hitting new heights as she side-tackled her dad.

Adam hugged them both, squeezing so tight you could hear the air leave their lungs. “You look—wow. Both of you. I knew the yachting life would suit you but I didn’t expect fashion week, too. Emma, you’re glowing. Kylie, I don’t even want to know how many hearts you broke since the last port.”

Kylie grinned, unrepentant. “At least a dozen. Maybe more. You want the full body count?”

Adam laughed hard, eyes gleaming with pride. “You keep him on his toes, kiddo.” He jerked his head at me, a conspiratorial nod.

He let his girls go, only to catch Summer in a one-armed hug that almost lifted her off her feet. “And you, troublemaker, good to see you still attached to the crew and not running wild in Bali or wherever. You keeping these two in line?”

Summer giggled, her face mashed into Adam’s chest. “I try, but you know Kylie’s basically untrainable.”

Adam mussed Summer’s hair. “That’s why we love her.”

Behind him, Mark stood but didn’t rush. His style was all measured economy: gaze sweeping over the lineup, cataloguing every detail. But when Brooke drew near, his entire frame softened, just a notch. He pulled her in with both hands, one firm pat to her shoulder, the other smoothing her hair behind her ear.

“You look well, Princess. As always.”

Brooke’s lips twitched, equal part pride and nostalgia. “Thank you, Father.”

Tessa lingered just a moment behind, but Mark saw her before she even cleared her shadow. His hand reached out, gentle but decisive, landing on her bare forearm.

“Tessa. Almost twenty now, and still the baby of the group.”

Tessa beamed, her eyes brighter. “You say it like it’s a bad thing.”

Mark shook his head, a lightness in his voice reserved for his girls. “Never bad. Just want you where I can see you.”

He gave Tessa’s arm a squeeze, then released it, gaze flickering to me and back like he was running advanced analytics on every micro-shift in the room.

Brooke didn’t break stride. Instead, she lined up right next to me, slipping her hand around my bicep. She didn’t say a word, but the message was clear as day: this is my territory, just try to contest it.

Emma, in turn, drifted to my other side, linking her pinky finger with mine under the edge of the tablecloth. Lila stayed close to Tessa, hand at the small of her back, a silent promise of support. Kylie and Summer parked themselves at my right, Kylie’s thigh pressed up against mine, casual as you like, while Summer’s palm grazed the back of my hand every time the conversation drew her in.

Seating became a game of silent chess. The harem staked their seats: Brooke at my immediate left, followed by Tessa and Lila. Emma on my right, then Kylie and Summer on the end, creating a zone of protectiveness that would’ve made the Secret Service look lazy. Every one of them had eyes for me and, when necessary, for the fathers at the other end of the table.

Adam and Mark took their seats at the far side of the long setup, host chairs, the view straight down the line, as if they wanted a full read on every maneuver and touch. Adam wore his warmth on his sleeve, but you could tell he noticed every detail. The way Emma’s hand lingered on my forearm. How Kylie’s laugh aimed itself squarely at my direction. Mark’s style was subtler, a raised brow, a flicker of tension along the jaw every time Brooke or Tessa so much as looked my way.

The restaurant was pure, indulgent quiet. Waiters glided in and out, almost invisible, topping off glasses, laying bread on gold-rimmed plates with surgical precision. They spoke as if the walls could hear them and kept the mood smooth. Jazz licked at the edges of every lull in conversation, chasing off awkward silences.

Maya and Evan’s table kept its own little orbit. I caught them huddled over a battered GoPro, Maya flicking open the battery tray with practiced hands. Evan’s face was equal parts admiration and disbelief. Anyone with half a brain could see the chemistry flickering between their glances, but the two of them seemed almost oblivious, at least for now.

Adam didn’t waste time with preamble. He reached across for his drink, a heavy tumbler, ice and local whiskey, then fixed me with a look somewhere between brotherly affection and CEO challenge.

“So… Singapore. First impressions? Don’t tell me it’s just more expensive Miami.”

Summer beat me to it. “The city feels like someone polished all the bad habits and left only the fun. The nightlife? Insane. And the chili crab nearly made Kylie propose marriage to the chef.”

Kylie snorted. “Guilty. If you’re not planning to propose after three rounds of crab and vodka sodas, you’re not doing Singapore right.”

Emma chimed in, voice soft but clear. “The parks are magical. Gardens by the Bay at sunrise? I could live there.”

Tessa nodded, aligning with her sister. “It’s like stepping into another world. The art, the air… even the humidity feels alive.”

Brooke was all lawyer efficiency. “I liked the order. The systems work, the schedules hold. No delays at customs, not a single lost bag.”

Adam gave her a knowing look. “Multitasking even on vacation. That’s my girl.”

Throughout the exchange, the subtle body language never let up. Brooke’s leg brushed mine, each touch deliberate. Kylie’s hand found my knee under the table, fingers drumming their private code. Tessa hovered close enough that her perfume, clean, delicate, laced with a whisper of vanilla, mixed with my own aftershave. Lila slipped her hand over mine when she thought no one was looking, but Adam sure as hell noticed. His gaze flickered, maybe a beat too long, then turned away, smile masking the question.

Mark monitored every move, every flick of hair, every glance. He watched Tessa’s smile, cataloguing the way her cheeks flushed when I paid attention to her. He clocked the way Brooke leaned into my space, owning it, daring anyone to object.

The appetizers arrived, a parade of delicate plates. Each course was laid out with the precision of a surgical procedure. Waiters appeared to describe each one, tuna tartare with microgreens, dumplings finished in truffle oil, a salad that looked like a modern art installation. Every gesture was measured, every word delivered with the confidence that only comes from knowing exactly who you’re serving.

The women didn’t need coaching. Kylie dove in first, popping a dumpling and moaning loud enough to turn heads.

“Oh my god. If I die tonight, I want to be reincarnated as a Singapore dumpling.” She pointed at me with her chopsticks, eyes bright. “You gotta try this, babe.”

Summer snatched a forkful from her own plate, spearing a bit of tartare. “Chef’s probably watching from the kitchen, hoping it makes us moan. Mission accomplished.”

Lila tried her salad, delicate and cautious. She made a tiny, delighted sound that was so sweet, even Mark shot her a sideways grin. Lila blushed but didn’t retreat.

Emma, ever the caretaker, portioned tartare for Tessa before serving herself. “You want more of this, honey?”

Tessa, voice soft but steady, smiled back. “I’m good. The salad’s unreal, though.”

Brooke sampled everything, but never broke her posture. “I see why you picked this place,” she remarked, voice aimed at both Mark and me. “It’s flawless.”

Mark nodded, “Quality matters. In food, and company.”

That got a few grins. Under the table, Brooke’s palm landed high on my thigh, a signal she was enjoying the view.

The small talk rolled along. Adam fired off questions about the show, favorite moments, weirdest challenges, how we managed to keep production moving even when sponsors sent surprise inspections.

Every answer was a group affair. The girls competed to tell the best story: Kylie once smuggled a bottle of rum past a customs search by hiding it in her bra; Summer convinced a local guide in St. Lucia to let her steer a speedboat for “content”; Tessa wrote a poem about the storm off Grenada and promptly had it co-opted by Evan for the season trailer.

Mark was quieter, analytical, but every question had a purpose. He asked Emma about provisioning, testing her on supply chain logic like they were still prepping for a hurricane. He quizzed Kylie on daily crew rotations, then pressed Brooke for details on the yacht’s mechanical upgrades since their last check-in.

Through it all, the harem kept their orbit tight. Even when the conversation drifted, the touches never stopped. Summer’s foot found my calf, tracing slow circles, a kind of silent challenge. Emma’s hand, warm on my forearm, squeezed whenever Adam said something proud. Lila leaned her head on Tessa’s shoulder, green eyes shimmering, and every so often, Tessa reached up to tuck a lock of hair behind Lila’s ear, wordless but fiercely protective.

I didn’t miss how both fathers watched the space around me, the micro-signals, the way the girls refused to let me feel like just a captain at the end of the table. It was clear enough: I was theirs, and they were mine, and neither Adam nor Mark knew what to do with the new math.

Maya and Evan provided comic relief, their little camera crew huddle growing louder as the courses rolled out. Maya had her phone out, showing Evan some new slow-mo technique, and he responded with the wide-eyed wonder of a guy who’d just discovered he was in the presence of genius. Every few minutes, Maya brushed her hair behind her ear, then sneaked a peek at Evan like she wanted to memorize how every new smile looked in restaurant light.

Adam caught the glance once and nudged me with his glass, sotto voce. “Looks like our boy’s got himself a harem, too.”

I smirked. “Power of the right lens, Ad. Never fails.”

He chuckled, but there was an undercurrent: recognition, maybe even nostalgia.

When mains arrived, seared fish for the women, wagyu for the men, the pitch of conversation shifted.

Adam’s tone shifted, too. “Not to get all business, but… the numbers on Harem on the Horizon’s last episode? Unbelievable. We’re talking record streams, viral shares, the kind of reach you only dream about when you’re throwing hundreds of thousands into advertising.”

He paused, let it sink in. I saw Mark’s gaze snap into sharp focus.

Kylie beat everyone to the punch. “We’re famous now? Do I have to start hiding from the paparazzi?”

Adam grinned. “There’s already fan art, Ky. You’re a meme in three languages. Not bad for six month’s work.”

Summer whooped. “Does this mean I get my own action figure? Swimsuit optional?”

Brooke’s hand squeezed my thigh, the tell that she saw the current building. She was prepping for the legal war to come.

Emma shot me a proud, private smile before focusing on her steak.

Every glance, every gesture, told the real story: the harem wasn’t just for show. If anyone wanted to come for me, or for us, they were in for a bruising.

I looked down the table. Adam’s warmth had a hard edge now; Mark’s reserve was full-on military. They saw the girls, the touches, the way the women lined up around me, and I could see the calculus behind their eyes, weighing what it meant for their families, their daughters, and maybe their own pride.

But for now, it was still a party, understated, yes, but more real than half the world outside these walls.

Under the table, Summer found my hand. She held it, tight.

I squeezed back, promising in that grip that nothing would shake us loose. Not sponsors, not suits, not even the fathers who’d risked everything to build a life worth living.

Across the aisle, Evan and Maya clinked water glasses, their faces flushed with the innocence of new infatuation. Even a cynic would’ve smiled at how their every moment looked like the first day of summer camp.

Back at our table, the plates cleared and the tension cranked up, one notch at a time. Adam and Mark locked eyes, the way men do when they’re about to propose something earth-shaking.

I poured myself a scotch, letting the burn steady my hands. The women around me stilled, sensing the turn.

But that was another story.

Right now, we were a family, strange and new and impossible, lighting up the night in a city built for secrets.

And whatever else happened, tonight, tomorrow, a year from now, I wasn’t letting any of it go.

***

Adam waited until the main course was half demolished before he circled back to the thing that had him crackling with adrenaline. The glint in his eye sharpened; the harem chatter stalled. I felt every woman at the table tune in, the bond between us going taut.

“Here’s the headline,” Adam said, fingers drumming on his whiskey glass. “We’ve had three, count ’em, three, major platforms come sniffing around. They want all episodes, full global rights, the works. The offers are not small. We’re talking life-changing money, even for people who already own their own islands.”

On my left, Brooke’s posture changed: more upright, ready. Kylie and Summer exchanged a glance; even Tessa’s pen stilled mid-movement.

But Adam wasn’t done. “The catch is, once we sign, they’ll want final cut. Full creative control. They’ll decide what’s in, what’s out, how the crew looks, how you look. They’ll shape the narrative.”

He paused, letting it land like a dropped anchor in shallow water. Classic Adam: drop the bomb, then wait for the blast radius.

I didn’t even have to think.

My jaw locked so tight it could’ve cracked a walnut. “No.”

Mark tilted his head, eyes narrowing. Emma’s hand found my forearm, a clear signal: She’s with me, no matter what.

Adam tried to pivot. “Cole. We’re talking next-level exposure. They’ll want to show the world—”

“And rewrite it,” I said, voice flat. “As soon as we build something successful, the suits swoop in thinking they know better. I’ve seen it before. It’s always the same no matter the industry. It was the same in the business I sold. Look how that’s working out since I left. Sales tanked, morale cratered, clients jumping ship. Now they’re scrambling to fix all the stuff I told them not to break.”

Brooke’s hand slipped under the table, her leg pinning mine. Summer slid her palm onto my thigh, fingertips spelling out her vote of confidence, bold and unafraid. Emma just squeezed my arm, steady and proud, eyes bright with the kind of loyalty you can’t buy.

“I would sooner cancel the show,” I said, “than give up creative control or let someone else edit. People enjoy our content, so there’s no problem. The only reason suits want to get involved is to create drama where there’s none. Someone has to be a villain, right? That’s not the show we’re filming. If people don’t want real, they can tune out.”

It got very, very quiet.

Lila, of all people, found her voice. “I like how it is now. We’re honest.”

Tessa nodded. “Real life doesn’t need extra drama. There’s enough just… being us.”

Brooke, still locked to my side, spoke up, lawyer tones crisp. “You know the formula, Dad. Manufactured drama burns out fast. The only brand worth building is authentic.”

On my right, Kylie chimed in, the self-deprecating lilt back in her voice. “Also, I’m not interested in being the psycho for clicks. We’re a harem, not The Bachelor on steroids.”

Even Summer, who lived for chaos, kept her hand where it was. “People watch us because we’re not fake. That’s our secret sauce.”

Adam and Mark exchanged a long, loaded look, a full boardroom meeting, no words needed.

Adam opened his mouth, but Mark beat him to the punch. “You realize, if you say no, sponsors might sell their shares. They’re not going to like being shut out of this.”

I shrugged, letting the next words drop like a hammer. “Let them. I’m already a billionaire, and our crew holds majority rights. The girls will live like queens for the rest of their lives regardless of what happens with the show. That means we call the shots. If anyone wants to walk, that’s fine. We don’t need them.”

The table stilled. Even the waitstaff hovered at a safe distance.

Adam tried to soften it. “We’re just saying, let’s not burn bridges we might need. Maybe leave the door cracked, keep options flexible—”

“Adam,” I cut in, “I know how this works. The minute we surrender control, we become lab rats in someone else’s maze. That’s not the crew I built. That’s not the family I want.”

Brooke’s leg pressed harder, a silent hell-yeah. Summer’s hand flexed on my thigh, need and pride mixing until I could barely focus on the food. Emma’s smile was pure satisfaction, the kind you get when your dad finally sees what you always saw in your man.

Across the table, Mark’s mouth twitched. A rare, almost invisible show of respect.

Adam exhaled, hands up in surrender. “Fine. Full control stays with you. We’ll hold off the platforms. But if the sponsors go nuclear, I’m blaming you for the fireworks.”

I grinned, a wolfish edge to it. “Wouldn’t have it any other way.”

Under the table, the girls’ touches grew bolder. Kylie actually pinched my knee, hard, and winked.

Lila, voice dreamy, summed it up in one perfect line: “We like what we are. That’s the story.”

Across the room, Maya and Evan provided the opposite of tension. At this point, Maya had pulled out her camera, and the two camera geeks were arguing about lens sharpness, eyes sparkling. At one point, Maya waved a tiny screwdriver like a magic wand, then bent close to Evan, her hair brushing his cheek as she whispered something about firmware upgrades. He blushed, then recovered, hands shaking just a little as he set up the next shot.

The contrast couldn’t have been clearer: on one side, a boardroom battle. On the other, a romance in soft focus, all shy grins and inside jokes.

I didn’t need a camera to see the headline: We were a found family, start to finish, and I wasn’t handing over the keys to anyone.

By the time the plates cleared and the drinks arrived, the message was ironclad. The harem rode for me, and I rode for them. No amount of money could change that.

In the background, Evan laughed out loud, Maya joining in, and for a second, it was easy to forget there’d ever been a storm at the table.

If there was an aftershock, nobody felt it. Not with the girls pressed tight to my sides, the band back together, and the world finally getting it right.

***

The moment the tension bled off, the kitchen dropped a dessert spread fit for royalty. Individual towers of mango mousse, chocolate tortes glistening under a glassy shell, and a round of tiny ice cream bites so cold they fogged the silver trays. In true Singapore style, they didn’t just go for flavor, they engineered it, every plate a goddamn work of art.

Kylie was first to pounce, snagging two mousse towers and a chunk of chocolate cake before the serving utensils even hit the linen. “Sorry, but I earned this,” she said, mouth already full.

Adam burst out laughing, shaking his head. “That reminds me. Somebody at this table once snuck seven Cup Noodles into her duffel for a two-day Disney cruise. She ate every single one and never once asked the staff for a real meal.”

Kylie rolled her eyes, tongue blue from the mousse. “Are you telling them about the noodle incident?”

He nodded, absolutely delighted. “Believe it. You were five. By hour six you’d devoured three. We thought you’d explode, but you just kept going. None of the other kids even tried to keep up.”

Emma blushed, spoon suspended midair, and Adam pounced on the opening. “My sweet Em was the opposite. At six, she declared she was a mermaid, and for an entire summer, she wouldn’t leave the pool. We had to bribe her with ice cream just to get her out long enough for dinner. She even tried to teach herself to breathe underwater by meditating face-down in the neighbor’s koi pond.”

That brought out the real laughs. Even Brooke had to cover her mouth, her usual poise demolished by the mental image of Emma as a tiny, stubborn mermaid.

Summer, always the enabler, draped her arm across Emma’s shoulders. “Please tell me you have photos.”

Adam grinned. “We have hours of camcorder tape. I’ll pay you not to upload it.”

Kylie, not to be outdone, fired back. “If we’re sharing: Dad’s the guy who once tried to make pancakes on the grill of a sailboat and nearly set the marina on fire. You should’ve seen the look on the harbor master’s face.”

Emma laughed so hard she nearly snorted mousse.

Mark, stone-faced all meal, decided to enter the fray. “Brooke. Junior Regatta, age eight. She was disqualified for cursing out the race committee when they flagged her spinnaker set.”

Brooke’s cheeks went scarlet. “In my defense, ‘idiot’ is hardly cursing by today’s standards.”

He deadpanned, “You escalated to ‘witless barnacle.’”

Kylie nearly fell off her chair. “You go, Princess!”

Brooke shot her a glare, but even she was fighting a smile. Tessa leaned in, voice soft but clear: “She’s been defending her crew ever since.”

Mark nodded, amused. “True. Tessa, you had your own methods. Poetry. At the following year’s Regatta, she talked the same committee into reinstating Brooke by reading them a sonnet about forgiveness and sportsmanship.”

The girls lost it. Tessa’s face flamed, but her eyes sparkled with pride.

Emma piped up, “That’s why Tessa’s our secret weapon. She’s always the calm in the storm.”

Even Lila, caught off-guard, blurted out, “Tessa’s words could talk a hurricane back to sea.”

Laughter washed over the table. For the first time, the lines between old and new family, between father and daughter, blurred into something warm, genuine, and, dare I say it, safe.

All through dessert, the harem never let up their subtle claims. Brooke’s leg stayed locked to mine. Summer’s palm was planted on my thigh, a possessive caress hidden by the drape of her dress. Tessa leaned against my shoulder, her hair brushing my cheek every time she laughed. Lila’s hand played over my knuckles, quiet but insistent. Even Emma, classic Emma, barely looked away from me more than a minute before her hand drifted back to my wrist, her anchor in the crowd.

The fathers noticed, too, but now they let it ride. Adam watched Emma like he was seeing her for the first time; Mark’s steely exterior softened every time Tessa stole a glance at him or Brooke parried a joke without mercy. The message was clear: Yes, the old bonds were strong, but the new ones, ours, were even stronger.

Outside, Singapore sizzled neon behind the restaurant’s tinted glass, the city a living reminder that nothing was as fragile as it looked.

When the coffee arrived, Emma leaned close, catching my arm between both hands. She waited until the crossfire of stories faded, and her voice was private, just for us.

“Will you join me for dinner with my father tomorrow night?” Her eyes didn’t waver. If anything, the pressure of her hands grew tighter. “There’s something I need to tell him… about us. About more.”

The words hit like a firecracker in a dry field.

I squeezed her hand, steady. “More?”

Emma nodded, a flicker of anxiety in her smile. “I’ll explain later. I just… need you there. Please?”

There was only one answer possible. “I’m in. Just name the time.”

Relief broke over her face, so naked and honest I felt my chest go tight. She brushed her thumb over my wrist and held on, like she’d never let go.

We lingered for a minute before the spell broke. Brooke arched a brow, but at this point she was more amused than jealous.

The evening wound down with fresh coffee and one last round of Adam’s best stories: how Emma once tried to start a business selling “healing” seashells to tourists, or how Kylie made a science fair volcano so potent it ruined a junior yacht club’s trophy case. Even Mark cracked wise, telling the table that Tessa’s quiet streak as a toddler was “strategic silence”. She’d always known when to save her words for effect.

Eventually, the staff boxed up leftovers and the harem peeled themselves from the table, laughter and goodbyes echoing behind us.

At the door, Maya and Evan were first out, heads bent together over camera angles for tomorrow’s deck shoot. Maya’s voice tinkled with excitement, and Evan grinned like he’d finally found home base.

I watched them vanish into the night, sunlight flickering along the edge of Maya’s glasses as she and Evan strolled away, oblivious to the rest of the crew.

Emma lingered beside me, her hand never straying far from my arm.

“Tomorrow night,” she whispered, promise soft as velvet.

Something about the way she said it told me my world was about to get even wilder.

Bring it on.


Chapter six
Hot Tub Confession


The last thing I expected after that dinner was to find Emma alone on the deck, much less looking like sin itself in the glow from the hot tub.

The city lights had faded to a low shimmer, all the usual chaos on the dock gone silent except for the slap of tide against the hull. There was a little string of LED deck lights, barely more than a whisper, and nothing but the steam rising off the water and the silhouette of one woman, head tipped back, soaking up the quiet like it was a spa day she’d earned.

She didn’t see me at first. I crossed the wood barefoot, letting the warmth cling to my arches, and just watched her for a second. She was lost in her own head, one arm hooked over the lip of the tub, hair loose and catching the humidity. Even half-turned away, the bikini was fighting a losing battle to contain her, curves spilling out with every breath. The way the suit sliced across her hips, the deep vee of cleavage, and the faintest dusk-blue shimmer over her tanned skin, it was custom-made to make a man forget his name.

I couldn’t help it. My cock twitched to life on sight, and whatever tension I’d brought home from the business meeting got fried in about six seconds.

Emma opened her eyes when she heard me, smile blooming slow, like she’d been waiting all night.

“Hey, Captain,” she said, soft and smoky. “Come join me?”

If there’s a sweeter invitation, I haven’t heard it.

I ditched my shirt and trunks fast, tossing them onto a lounge. The shock of the heat as I stepped into the tub nearly unspooled every muscle in my back. For a second, all I could do was stand there, letting the water hit me mid-thigh, cock already hard, staring at Emma like she was the whole reason the universe invented the word “temptation.”

“Didn’t expect anyone out here,” I said, moving closer.

She grinned, a little lopsided. “Guess I needed some air. Or maybe just… you.”

That did it. I dropped down, water slapping up my torso, and pulled her straight onto my lap. Emma barely pretended to protest. She swung a leg over and straddled me, her knees bracketing my hips, the soft press of her thighs unmistakable even through the bubbling surface.

Every inch of her pressed to mine. Her bikini top was stretched, the little triangles barely covering her nipples, the bottoms half-lost to the curve of her ass. Her skin was velvet, sticky with heat and that faint, flowery perfume she only wore at night.

Emma wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me like she might never get another shot.

I kissed her back, letting my hands roam. The line of her back, the flare of her hips, fuck me, even the way her lips moved against mine made my head go fuzzy.

She started to grind a little, just a hint of friction at first. My cock, pinned beneath her, pulsed with so much hunger it almost hurt. But I fought to keep my brain above the waterline. Emma deserved more than just a quick fuck in the tub. She deserved everything.

We broke for air, her forehead pressed to mine, both of us panting.

“It’s just us, right now. No camera. No crew,” she whispered, voice trembly. “I needed this.”

I tucked a wet strand of hair behind her ear, my thumb dragging slow along her cheek. “You okay?”

She straddled me tighter, grinding just enough to make my abs clench. “I am now.”

I waited her out, hands wandering up her spine, not rushing. The deck felt like a dream, the hiss of bubbles and far-off city hum making a cocoon around us.

Emma’s fingers tangled in my hair, yanking me in for another searing kiss. Her breasts mashed to my chest, nipples stiff against my skin, and her hips worked over me with a need that was almost frantic.

God, she was perfect.

“You wanna talk about tomorrow?” I murmured, nipping at her jaw. “Or are we pretending it’s not coming?”

Emma stilled, her hands slipping from my hair to trace circles over my chest. She looked down, lashes wet, lips flushed.

I steadied her, not letting go. “Whatever’s on your mind, Em. You can tell me.”

She buried her face in my neck, breath shaky. For a long moment she just… held on. Then, the tiniest voice:

“I’m not going to medical school.”

Now it was my turn to freeze. “No?”

She shook her head, finally looking at me, eyes wide and glassy. “I know everyone expects it. My mom, Dad, even Brooke and Tessa. I thought I wanted it. Maybe I even did, once. But lately, I can’t stop thinking about something else.”

Her hips kept moving, slow and hypnotic, every word grinding her bikini-clad pussy against my cock. It was a miracle I could still think at all.

I smoothed her hair, letting her ride out the nerves. “Tell me.”

She inhaled, like she was about to jump out of a plane. “I want to go to culinary school. In Miami. I already got accepted, just… never told anyone. I want to live with you, of course, and work aboard True North, work as the chef, and start running charters with you, Brooke, and the girls. With all of us. Not just for a summer, but always.”

The confession hit harder than a punch. Not because it scared me. It didn’t. But the honesty of it, the risk, the hope that maybe she could have something she wanted without sacrificing herself for anyone else.

I cupped her face, needing her to see how much I meant it. “If that’s what you want, I support it. Completely. I’d be lucky to have you with me. Not just as chef, or crew, but mine. My wife. Ours. Always.”

Her eyes filled, voice going hoarse. “You mean it?”

“I do.” I dragged my thumb along her jaw, soothing. “You don’t owe anyone the version of you they expect. I want the real one. You, happy, doing what you love.”

She shivered in my lap. “But what about my dad? He’s still clinging to the fantasy I’ll go to med school, marry some dependable guy…”

I chuckled, even as she pressed her tits together, making every worry a little less urgent. “You think Adam wouldn’t trade half his net worth to see you happy? He’ll come around. Hell, he already knows about us. Tomorrow’s just a formality. You’ll have his blessing.”

She pulled me in, kissing me hard, her fingers tight in my hair. “I love you,” she said, and then again, almost sobbing, “I love you, Cole. I never want to leave.”

The words poured right through me, a straight shot of adrenaline to the chest. Every rational thought evaporated. All that was left was need, hers and mine, tangled up and impossible to tell apart.

Emma’s hands weren’t waiting for permission. She palmed my chest, kneading muscle and scar, relishing the way I tensed beneath her. Her hips rolled with focus, using my hard cock for leverage, even through thin scraps of lycra.

The friction was savage, electric; her pussy was nearly visible through the suit, lips swollen, the fabric slick with her arousal.

I didn’t want to rush, but restraint was a lost cause.

“Take it off,” I growled, fingers tugging at the knots behind her neck.

She obliged, grin wild, and dropped the top to the deck with zero ceremony.

Her breasts were a fucking masterpiece, full, heavy, the nipples flushed deep rose and begging for attention. Water beaded and dripped along the slopes, catching every glint of light.

I cupped one breast, drawing a shudder from her. Emma arched into my hand, the other breast bouncing as she rocked in my lap, grinding her cunt against my cock with steady, greedy rhythm. “God, you’re perfect,” I said, meaning every syllable.

She moaned, louder than before, the sound vibrating through her chest. “I want you so much. Always.”

The bottoms went next, flicked off and tossed aside, baring her pussy, plump, wet, so beautiful it made my brain go white for a second.

I grabbed her hips, guiding her down onto my cock. The angle was perfect: she eased herself over me, the heat of her cunt swallowing the tip, then the shaft, in one deliberate, mind-blowing slide.

The moment she bottomed out, she whimpered, nails digging into my shoulders. Her walls fluttered around me, greedy, refusing to let go.

She started to ride, slow at first, hips rolling, breasts bouncing with every movement. The water sloshed, bubbles popping against our skin, every thrust sending a little wave over the side of the tub. Her ass smacked my thighs, a wet, obscene sound that echoed in the night.

I had no words for the way she looked in that moment, hair wild, breasts swaying, head flung back in pure, desperate pleasure.

She rode me like the only thing left in the world was hunger. She put her entire body into it, hips pistoning, thighs flexing, hair flying wild and damp, every thrust wringing another ragged moan from her lips. There was no coyness, no holding back, just Emma’s naked need, raw and pleading and electric, meeting mine and setting every cell in my body on fire.

She braced one hand on my shoulder and the other on the edge of the tub, using the leverage to drive herself down harder, deeper, grinding her clit against my pubic bone with every furious slam. The water heaved and sloshed, droplets scattering up onto her tits, beads rolling down over the perfect rise and fall of her body. She was so fucking alive in that moment, every twitch and gasp proof that she was finally letting herself want something, really want it, without apology.

And what she wanted was me.

She didn’t look away, not for a second. Eyes wide, wild, mouth parted, she locked me in her gaze and silently dared me to look away. It wasn’t a question, it was a demand: keep up, don’t you dare fall behind, don’t you dare let go. It was the same look she’d worn in the galley, hands buried in dough, flour streaking her cheek, insisting on perfection, but now it was a thousand times more urgent, more desperate, more real.

I matched her, meeting every downward plunge with an upward thrust, driving deeper, pushing her higher, matching her pace until every inch of me was inside her and there was nowhere else for me to go except straight through her.

My hands clamped around her waist, guiding her, matching the rhythm, but also just holding on for dear life. The muscles under my fingers flexed and trembled with every movement. I slid a hand up her torso, catching the bounce of her breasts, and drew my thumb over her nipple. She gasped, the sound half a sob, half a battle cry.

I pinched her nipple, rolling it between my fingers, then bent forward and took the other into my mouth, sucking deep, letting my tongue and teeth graze the tip until she was whining, shoving her chest against my face, begging for more. The taste of her skin, the slick salt of sweat and hot-tub water and perfume, filled my whole world.

She planted both hands in my hair, fingers twisting tight, and rode even harder, slamming herself down so fast and deep I thought she’d wreck us both. But she didn’t break. She just got stronger, louder, body shuddering with every bounce, every second closer to the edge.

Her pussy clenched around me, a vise of heat and velvet. Every squeeze sent a bolt of pleasure up my spine. I was so close to losing it, so close to coming, but I held on, desperate to give her the release she needed, the freedom she’d never let herself have before.

Her pace went erratic, hips jerking rough and wild, eyes squeezed shut as the pleasure overtook her.

“God, yes, Cole, more—please, don’t stop—” Her fingers clawed my hair, holding my face to her chest as she bounced, rhythm going erratic, the pleasure building wild and fast.

Her cunt gripped me like a live wire, velvet heat pulsing as she ground down, soaking my cock with every stroke. I could feel her shaking, trembling so hard the hot tub nearly turned tsunami.

“I love you, I love you, I love you—” She chanted it, voice cracking, hips slamming down with every word.

I was so fucking close I could barely keep my eyes open. Her tits bounced in my face, sweat and water mixing, the slap of skin loud enough to wake anyone not already dreaming.

Emma’s orgasm hit like a grenade. She threw her head back and screamed, pussy spasming around me, flooding with slick heat.

The sight, the sound, the feel of her trembling, gasping, wild in my arms, it shattered me.

I came so hard I nearly blacked out, pleasure detonating behind my eyes like white phosphorus. The world blinked out around the edges, narrowing to the molten slide of her body locked around mine, the shockwaves firing up my spine, every muscle in my thighs and gut drawn tight and trembling. I held her down, crushing her hips to mine, making sure not one drop spilled, not one twitch wasted, every pulse a raw, violent rush that emptied me into her, again and again, until I was wrung out and hollowed and completely, fucking, hers.

But Emma didn’t slow, not for a second. She rode the aftershocks with this sly, stubborn greed, hips rolling in tight little circles, milking me, coaxing out every last spasm, like she needed to make sure the job was finished. Her hands found my face, palms hot and slick, fingers framing my cheeks as she kissed me, deep and hungry, moaning into my mouth as she ground down on my still-twitching cock. My pulse hammered in my ears, fireworks behind my eyes, my lungs fighting to remember how to work.

She broke the kiss, forehead pressed to mine, both of us panting like we’d just sprinted a hundred yards underwater. Her eyes were wild, glassy, pupils blown so wide the green was almost gone. She held my gaze, her cunt clenching in aftershocks around my cock, and I could feel the mess we’d made, slippery and obscene between us, the water carrying it away in little cloudy tendrils. She didn’t care. She wanted more.

She rocked her pelvis, slow and deliberate, savoring the last sizzle of friction, tilting her hips until her clit dragged up my pubic bone and her whole body shivered, another tiny aftershock rippling up her spine. She gasped, voice gone, nails raking my shoulders as she rode it out. My hands slid up her back, stroking the long line of her as I tried to hold her together, even as I was still falling apart myself.

She started to giggle, low and shaky, and then it hit her in a wave, a wild, joyful sound that turned into a sob, then a wilder laugh. She curled into my chest, arms locked around my neck, hips never stopping, working me gently, like she was trying to memorize every last twitch, every beat of my heart from the inside out. I buried my face in her wet hair, lips close to her ear, and just held her like that, not saying a word, not needing to, because the only language that mattered was this one, the one where we took and gave and lost ourselves in each other until nothing was left but shaking, breathless aftermath.

She finally slowed, slumping against me, chest heaving, every muscle boneless and spent. I stroked her spine, all the way down to the curve of her ass, kneading it beneath my hands as she wriggled closer, like she wanted to crawl under my skin and live there. My cock slipped out of her, softening already, and she whimpered at the loss, but then she just hugged me tighter, face buried in my shoulder, the two of us floating together in the hot tub’s churning water.

I drifted, completely emptied, the world washed clean and simple and, for a moment, perfect. I felt her breathing slow, each inhale softer, each exhale a little more satisfied, until her whole body melted into mine, heavy and warm and absolutely at peace.

When the world finally righted itself, Emma collapsed against my chest, shaking, breath a staccato beat in my ear.

I held her, cradling her head. We stayed fused together, bodies tangled, the hot tub sloshing around us as if the boat itself wanted to join in.

She kissed my face, my throat, my jaw, whispering “I love you” between every gasp. I answered her the only way I knew, by holding her so tight I thought we might fuse at the seams.

The deck was silent except for our breathing, the distant city, and the slow, steady pulse of the sea.

If there was ever a question of where Emma belonged, it was answered here, in sweat and heat and the soft, desperate chant of her voice in my ear.

We were home.

***

If there was ever a city built for drama, it was Singapore at night.

The elevator shot us to the top floor, Emma’s hand locked in mine, her perfume tangled with the clean, electric ozone from the building’s AC. Up here, the skyline was bananas, spires and colored neon punching holes in the dark, a thousand windows showing off every kind of excess you could imagine.

But the only thing that mattered was the way Emma’s eyes never left mine. For all her nerves, she was steady, her blue dress hugging every inch like it had been tailored by a man who’d lost his mind for her curves. After last night, it was impossible not to remember the feel of her astride me, sweat and laughter and that chant of I love you, I love you, I love you. No hesitation. No holding back.

Tonight, though, everything was on the line.

The hostess knew my name, probably a memo from security, because nobody gets to the rooftop without a background check. She led us past clusters of impossible wealth, past a bar that flickered with whiskey bottles like stained glass. The restaurant was all angles and shadows, low music under the hum of money. At a corner table with a view to kill for, Adam waited.

He looked good. Not “business meeting” good, but something softer. Navy jacket, open at the collar. A scotch already sweating on the table. He watched the skyline, but the minute Emma and I appeared, his focus snapped over, sharp as always.

I wasn’t nervous for myself. I was nervous for her.

Emma squeezed my hand, then beamed at her dad, real, unguarded, none of the performer’s polish she sometimes wore when the world was watching.

Adam stood, arms wide, and pulled Emma in for a hug that could’ve snapped ribs. “You look stunning, babe. Miami called. They want their sunshine back.”

She snorted, cheeks pink, then let him pull out her chair. She took it, smoothing her skirt, and I followed suit, settling in beside her, one hand never quite letting go of hers under the table.

Adam gave me the once-over. “You clean up all right, Cap. This place barely lets me in, so you must have some magic touch.”

I shrugged. “Couldn’t let Emma face your grilling alone. Besides, I like the view.”

He smirked, tapping his glass. “Always the smooth operator.”

The server materialized, menu and wine list in hand, the service here so precise you could write legal opinions on it. Adam ordered a bottle of white and the chef’s pick for appetizers, then leaned back, sizing us up like we were a couple of young bucks about to propose a business merger.

Small talk went as expected. Adam wanted Emma’s take on the Gardens by the Bay. She raved about the orchids, the light show, the feeling of being in another world. He volleyed back with questions about the Night Safari, which set Emma and me off, swapping stories about Summer nearly getting us thrown out for filming monkeys in the bathroom.

It was all routine until the drinks landed. Then, I felt the heat crank up.

Emma’s knee bounced under the table. Her fingers tightened around mine, and her eyes kept flicking from Adam to the glass, then back to me. I could tell she was building up to something big.

Adam noticed, too. The man didn’t miss a trick. “You got something for me, Em? I can tell when you’re working up to a reveal.”

She inhaled, slow, so deep her chest nearly popped the dress. “I do. I have two things to say, and I’d rather just… get them out.”

Adam’s eyebrows shot up. “Let’s hear it.”

Emma squeezed my hand one last time before letting go. She straightened, blue eyes lock on her father. “First… I love Cole. I don’t mean like a summer crush, or whatever. I love him, and I want to build my life around him. And the girls. I’m happiest here, with him.”

The words just… hung. Adam blinked, like he’d been expecting something wild, but maybe not this.

He looked at me, then back at her. “How long have you felt that sure, Em?”

She didn’t waver. “Since St. Lucia. But it keeps getting stronger. He sees me, Dad. Not just the caretaker, or the nurse, or the kid you raised. He wants me as I am.”

Adam’s jaw worked, a muscle jumping. At first, I thought he’d throw down, but then he just… let out a slow breath.

“I appreciate you telling me. I’ll admit, that’s a lot to process. But I can see you’re not joking.”

Emma shook her head, still holding my gaze. “I’m not.”

Adam nodded, running a finger along the base of his glass. “Okay. Fair enough. Next bomb?”

Emma smiled, nervous but unstoppable now. “I’m not going to med school. I got into culinary school in Miami. I accepted the offer already. I want to be True North’s chef, your chef, full time. I want to live with Cole and the girls in Miami or aboard True North when we’re traveling or working. We want that life together.”

If the first reveal was a thunderclap, this was lightning.

Adam’s eyes went wide, shock clear. “Culinary school? Does your mom know?”

Emma laughed, almost giddy. “No. She’ll probably panic. But chasing med school was about her, not me. I want food, Dad. I want to create. I never felt alive studying biology. I feel alive cooking for people I love.”

Adam was silent for a stretch, staring at the city. I could almost hear the gears in his head grinding.

He finally looked at me, then nodded at Emma. “So let me get this straight. You’re giving up a gold-plated career for—what, love? Life on a yacht? Cooking eggs for hungover millionaires and wrangling Summer away from the rum rack?”

Emma’s voice was soft but steady. “No. I’m trading one dream for another, Dad. I know what I want, and I want to do it right here, surrounded by people who make me better.”

Adam dropped his chin, staring at the linen tablecloth, then back at us. “It’s not about the prestige, honey. You know that, right?”

She nodded, voice a whisper. “I know. But I need you to understand, I’m happy for the first time in my life. For real.”

Adam exhaled, hard, and picked up his scotch. “Well, damn. Didn’t expect my little girl to be the boldest one at the table.”

I couldn’t help it. I reached under the table and squeezed Emma’s thigh. She gave me a look that ripped me wide open inside.

Adam watched, his skepticism morphing into something more nuanced. “I can see you’re serious. Both of you. So let’s talk practical. What does this look like, five years from now? Marriage? Kids? Or is it just a summer fling until the next new thing?”

I felt the weight of that question. With Emma at my side, there was no lie to tell.

Emma answered before I could. “Yes. Marriage, if he’ll have me. Kids, someday. I want it all, Dad. I want a family that looks like us, messy, real, imperfect but so damn full of love nobody ever wants to leave.”

Adam’s voice softened. “He’s a good man. I couldn’t trust you with anyone else. But you have to promise me you’ll think it through. Both parts, the relationship, and culinary school. The world’s got claws.”

Emma smiled, eyes wet. “I promise.”

Adam laughed for real then, just a burst, but it was honest. “Glad someone here knows what they want.”

He looked at me, eyes sharp. “You treat her right, Cap. Or I’ll sic Summer and Kylie on you.”

“Kylie scares me more than hurricanes,” I deadpanned, and the tension finally cracked.

Adam twitched his mouth in a ghost of a smile. “She should.”

For a while, we just ate. The food was next-level, spiced duck, chili crab ravioli, local greens that danced on your tongue. Adam peppered us with questions, not grilling, but digging deep. What was our plan for crew rotation? Would Emma run the galley solo, or train apprentices? How would we handle money, schedule, and all the stuff that makes or breaks a family business?

Emma tackled every question, never once hiding behind me.

By dessert, it was done. The old wounds were still there, but they’d been stitched up. Adam drank his coffee slow, eyeing Emma with that mixture of worry, pride, and helpless, battered love only a single dad could muster.

He touched her hand, just once. “I’m proud of you, kid. And I think, eventually, your mom will be, too. She might need time.”

“I’ll give it to her,” Emma said, voice bright and sure.

Adam nodded one last time. Then he raised his glass, a toast just for the three of us. “To the next chapter. May it be as wild as the last.”

We clinked, and it was done. The world hadn’t ended. No fist fights. No slammed doors.

Just a new kind of understanding, built out of love and stubbornness and the belief that we really could make our own rules.

As the city blinked and shimmered outside, I took Emma’s hand and knew neither of us would ever spend another night alone.

***

We didn’t turn around for True North. Not tonight. I had a different plan for Emma, a big one. I’d gone behind her back and booked us a swanky suite at one of the most luxurious hotels in Singapore. She had no idea what was in store for her; I’d kept it quiet, letting suspense hang between us as we left the restaurant and headed into the humid night, her arm curled around mine. We passed under neon lights and palms, my mind racing with the thought of her reaction when she saw the place. It was a surprise, pure and simple, and I couldn’t wait to see her face when we walked through those gleaming doors.

The suite was a goddamn miracle, marble floors, glass walls, a bathtub the size of a small swimming pool. You could see all of Singapore from up here: neon veins of highways, towers spiking the air, even the ferris wheel down on the bay, twinkling like some childhood memory that refused to quit. There was a bottle of champagne on ice and fruit already sweating on a silver tray. Room service had gone all out.

But none of it held a candle to Emma.

She spun into the room, hair wild, cheeks flushed, her blue dress hugging every soft curve and flare. She peered out at the city, arms above her head like she was stretching for freedom. The way she looked back at me, hungry, open, totally hers, sent my pulse into a tailspin.

“You did all this for me?” she asked, voice low as a secret.

I shrugged, grinning. “You deserve the world, Em. Least I can do is book you a skyline and a tub.”

She crossed to me, slow, bare feet padding over the marble. She pressed close, sliding her hands up my chest, knotting her fingers behind my neck. The press of her breasts was a living thing, heat radiating through the dress. I caught her scent, citrus, gardenia, a little vanilla, and everything in me went loose.

“Let’s see the bath first,” she said, tugging at my shirt. “I want you naked and underwater.”

After what happened in the hot tub, who was I to argue?

We walked to the bathroom, city lights angling in through frosted glass. The bath itself perched at the window, a deep, round pool, big enough for two or three in a pinch. The air was heavy with the scent of eucalyptus and fresh linen. Emma bent and started the water, testing the temperature until steam fogged the glass.

Without warning, she turned to me and slipped my shirt up and over my head. Her fingers lingered on my chest, tracing the old scars, even the one on my brow. She kissed it, soft and slow, her lips barely there.

“This is my favorite,” she whispered, brushing her thumb over the line. “Proof you’re human, not just the Captain.”

I didn’t know what to say, so I kissed her, deep and slow, hands sliding down to the zipper on her dress.

The blue fabric peeled away, inch by inch, baring the kind of body that made me forget every other woman on the planet. Her breasts spilled free first, pale gold in the city glow, the nipples stiff with anticipation. I cupped them, savoring the weight in my hands, rolling the peaks between thumb and finger.

She purred, head tilting back, the sound vibrating straight into my blood.

Dress gone, she wore only those pale blue panties, the kind meant to be torn. I hooked my thumbs under the waistband and peeled them down, exposing her pussy, already slick and glistening. She trembled when I touched her, legs parting instinctively.

She reached for my belt and yanked it open, hands hungry. The rush of power in her grip, the way her breath caught, set the rest of my body on fire. She dragged down my slacks and briefs in a single pull. My cock sprang free, thick and already leaking, and the look she gave it could’ve started a war.

Emma turned, nudged me toward the tub, and climbed in first. She lowered herself into the steaming water, the heat making her skin glow, and looked up at me, lips parted.

“What are you waiting for?” she teased. “Captain, get in and make me yours.”

I stepped in, lowering myself behind her. She slid back into my arms, her bare ass pressing against my cock, legs floating open. The water was so hot it nearly burned, but my skin felt electric, every nerve pinging off the contact.

Her head lolled back onto my shoulder. I wrapped both arms around her, hands cupping her breasts, kneading and rolling the nipples until she whimpered. She reached back, guiding my cock between her thighs, rubbing the length along her pussy lips.

She didn’t ask, didn’t beg. She just shifted forward, then eased herself down, impaling her wet cunt onto my cock in one slow, perfect slide.

The sensation nearly knocked my brain offline. Her pussy was molten, velvet, every muscle clamping down on me, milking me for everything I had.

She rolled her hips, water sloshing, her ass grinding against my groin. I palmed her tits, tugging the nipples, and bit her neck, not bothering to hide the animal need.

“I love this,” she whispered. “Being with you, feeling you inside me. Forever.”

I groaned, hands glued to her curves. I thrust up into her, slow at first, savoring the way the water made us glide together, every stroke liquid and perfect. Her moans echoed off the tile, soft but insistent, each one louder than the last.

She twisted to kiss me, tongue greedy and wild, hands raking over my chest and abs. Each movement squeezed her pussy tighter around my cock, driving me closer to the edge.

I wanted to make this perfect, to burn the memory of this night into both our souls. I started to fuck her slow, the way you might stroke a violin string for the pure tone, each thrust deliberate, deep, letting her feel every inch, never once easing off her tits. The water lapped against us, a hush-hush secret, the movement amplifying every slide of her ass against my hips and the glide of her skin on mine. When I pulled her closer, my arms wrapped around her from behind and my hands palming her breasts, I felt her chest rise and fall with every breath, her heart pounding vibrato through her ribs.

She clutched at my forearm, knuckles white, gasping, and tipped her head back, lips parted, eyes dreamy and half-closed. I circled her nipples with soapy fingers, squeezing the flesh until she moaned, her hips grinding back faster, greedier. But I held the pace. I wanted her to soak in it, to realize how real, how infinite this felt.

“Fuck, you feel so good inside me, baby,” she gasped, shivering as I pressed deeper, grinding her clit against the base of my cock. Her legs splayed out, feet bracing on the smooth side of the tub to give me better leverage. I moved with her, not just taking but giving, a rhythm that was less about fucking and more about holding her from the inside out.

The world outside faded, the skyline, the traffic, even the rumble of air conditioning. All I heard was the slap of water, the breathless little sounds she made every time I bottomed out, the whispered obscenities that spilled from her in no particular order. I reached up and twisted her hair in my fist, pulling her head back to expose her neck, then bit down gently on her shoulder, marking her, wanting her to carry the memory for days.

Every time she clenched around me, spasming in little aftershocks, I knew she was close, but I didn’t rush her. I teased the edge, fucking her just slow enough to drive her insane, never letting up the grip on her tits. She started to shake, the tremors building from her core, rippling outward until she was writhing in my arms.

I whispered into her ear, filthy things, but also sweet ones: that I loved her, that she was mine, that I wanted to watch her come for me again and again. She answered every declaration with a whimper, a moan, or a plea for more.

She came first, shuddering in my arms, head thrown back, pussy fluttering around my cock.

“Ohgod, Cole, yes, I love you, I love you—” Her voice broke, she shook so hard I nearly lost my grip.

I pounded her harder, chasing my own release. The pressure built: a wildfire, a fuse burning down, until there was nothing left but the need to fill her, own her, mark her as mine in the only way that counted.

“Please,” she begged. “Cum in me, please, baby, I need it—”

Her wish was command. I exploded inside her, cock jerking, emptying in pulsing waves. Every shot sent another rush through her pussy, milking me, water slapping against the porcelain as we fucked through the climax.

After, she collapsed, boneless, floating against me. My arms cradled her, fingers smoothing her hair, lips finding her shoulder and neck. For a while, nothing moved except our hearts, beating hard and wild in tandem.

The water cooled fast, but we were slow to leave. When we finally dragged ourselves out, we left wet footprints all the way to the bed.

The sheets were white and crisp, cool against overheated skin. Emma reached for me immediately, pulling me down on top of her. Her body was warm, soft, so fucking open.

We kissed for a long stretch, the kind of lazy, tangled session that forgets time. My cock was hard again before I even realized it.

She rolled me to my back, straddling my hips, hair a halo around her face.

She guided me into her, sinking down with a gasp. Her tits bounced beautifully, nipples red and swollen from the bath. I grabbed her hips, helping her set the rhythm.

She rode me slow, grinding her clit against my abs, moaning into the mattress.

“God, you feel good,” she panted. “You fill me up so perfect—never want to lose this.”

“Never will,” I promised, and meant it.

She took me all the way, every thrust deep and desperate, pussy squeezing me until I couldn’t hold back.

She came first, spasming, grinding down on my cock, soaking me in every way a woman could. I followed, thrusting up, locking her to me, and coming so hard my vision tunneled.

She collapsed on top of me, sweat slick and alive.

We lay together for a while, Emma draped over my chest, her hair a wild mess against my ribs. The city outside sang with traffic and nightlife, but inside, we were an island to ourselves.

After a minute, she propped herself up, cheeks blazing pink, eyes gone all soft and dreamy.

“Can I ask you something?” Her voice was timid, but the way she held herself, so close, said it mattered.

“Anything. You know that.”

She bit her lip. “I want a family, Cole. Not just the yacht, or the job, or even the harem. I want a baby. With you. Not right away, but someday. Maybe even when we get back to Miami. Does that…do you want that, too?”

The question knocked me sideways. Not because I hadn’t thought about it, hell, I’d fantasized it more than I’d admit, but because hearing her want it, say it out loud, flipped some switch I didn’t know was there.

I cupped her cheek, thumb rubbing slow across her skin. “Yeah, Em. I’d love to have a family with you. Whenever it’s right for us.”

She broke into the kind of smile that ruins men for all other joys. Pure fucking sunlight.

She tackled me back onto the mattress, laughing and crying at the same time.

“Then practice with me,” she whispered, voice suddenly thick with need. “Fill me up, again and again, until I can’t remember life before you.”

She climbed back on, straddled me, and started to ride, fierce and wild. Her pussy was soaked, open, every movement drawing me deeper. She leaned in, breasts swaying, sweat and tears mixing.

“Cum in me,” she begged, over and over. “Give it all to me, baby. Want to feel you dripping out, want to know you’re mine forever.”

She fucked me like a pornstar, no, scratch that, like a woman who wanted to steal my soul. There was nothing held back: every grind, every bounce, every obscene slap of her ass against my hips was a love letter written in sweat and heat.

I gave her everything. Again, and again, groaning as she milked every last ounce from my cock. She collapsed, rolled off, caught her breath, then dragged me right back for more.

I lost track of how many times we fucked. Three? Four? It blurred in a haze of bodies, sheets, her voice in my ear whispering, “I love you, I love you, don’t ever stop—” until finally, she melted into a sleepy, satisfied bundle on my chest.

She drifted off with a last, soft sigh, her hands curled in my hair, her breath painting patterns on my skin.

I held her, not moving, just watching the city lights crawl the ceiling.

She wanted a future. Kids, chaos, a life together. And, for the first time, the image didn’t scare me. It felt like stepping out of the dark into something bright and dangerous and maybe a little bit holy.

Emma breathed soft, lips parted, every inch of her still shining from our marathon of connection.

As she slept, I mapped the future in my head: Emma, a kitchen filled with laughter, maybe a baby with her blue eyes and soft gold complexion, peace and wildness in equal measure.

I wanted all of it.

But most of all, I wanted this: Her, my arms, the world ignoring our rules. A family of our own.

Tomorrow, the show would go on. The storm of real life would kick up again. But tonight, we were more than crew, more than harem, more than myth.

We were possibility, plush and perfect in white sheets.

If this was forever, I was ready.


Chapter seven
Luminous Bond


Returning to the yacht was like stepping onto the set of some high-budget, off-the-charts romance I’d never expected to star in. By midday, Singapore’s sun had gone full blast, bouncing off the water with a sharp blue haze that turned every surface into mirrored chrome. The marina buzzed with the low hum of engines, the occasional clink of rigging, and the sound of luxury yachts prepping for their next escape.

None of it mattered. Not compared to what was waiting for me on True North.

Emma walked beside me, her hair still wild from the hotel pillows, blue dress borrowed from last night’s debauchery and still clinging like every secret she’d whispered in my ear. She didn’t say much. She didn’t have to. There was a glow on her face that made every old sailor’s tale about sirens seem tame.

The second we cleared the dock, the energy changed. You could taste the anticipation hanging in the air. I could spot the harem through the salon windows, already assembled, already in full color, every one of them dressed in their own brand of chaos. White sundresses battled for space with crop tops, yoga shorts, and enough bare skin to give the sun a run for its money.

The moment we stepped inside, Summer was the first to pounce. She sprawled on the portside couch, legs bare, sundress hitched high and hair loose in a way only she could pull off without looking like a felon. Her eyes, blue and alive, found me instantly.

“Captain’s back,” she sang out. “With Emma looking like she just conquered the world. Did you two even sleep?”

Kylie, stretched out next to her in a sleeveless tee and shorts, tossed a popcorn kernel at Summer's head. "They didn't sleep, Sunshine. I saw the hotel receipt when Cole checked us out. Five-star suite with soundproof walls and still, I bet the concierge winked at them this morning."

Emma blushed, but didn’t retreat. She dropped onto the end of the couch, landing right between Kylie and Summer, and gave them a look that could have melted an iceberg.

Brooke was in the armchair by the starboard window, the throne, if you wanted to call it that. She wore a white tailored shirt dress, not a wrinkle in sight, posture so sharp you could have sliced cheese on her collarbone. She was all presence, legs crossed, platinum hair pulled back, but her eyes tracked me like a heat-seeking missile.

Lila hovered behind her, arranging a vase of orchids. She wore a slinky white cami and matching shorts that barely grazed her thighs. The contrast, the innocence of her smile against the skin she spilled, was enough to turn grown men to mush.

Tessa was curled in the corner nook, notebook open, pen already a blur. If she noticed the rest of the world, she didn’t show it. But the barest sweep of her sundress, the way her toes curled over the edge of the cushion, betrayed her nerves.

I planted myself in the center of the salon, arms wide, taking in the whole scene. The harem gathered, expectation building like a wind before squall season.

“Family meeting,” I said, let the words roll. “All hands on deck.”

The transition was immediate and absolute. Brooke sat up straighter, tucking her hair behind her ear. Lila joined Tessa, perching on the arm of the couch and tucking her legs primly underneath. Kylie dragged Summer upright and glanced at Emma, who winked before tugging her close.

The room was a cloud of perfume, laughter, nervous energy, and no shortage of gorgeous legs.

I took a second to soak it in. If you’d told me a year ago this was my crew, my family, I’d have called you delusional. But now? I wanted to freeze the moment. Every woman in white, every eye on me, every secret hope brewing just below the surface.

Perfect.

I cleared my throat. “I’ve got an announcement,” I said. “Tonight, at dusk, nobody’s making plans. No crew, no camera, no phones, nothing. Just the seven of us.”

That stopped the noise dead in its tracks.

Kylie’s eyebrow shot up. “No phones? Not even for a sexy photoshoot?”

I shook my head, keeping my voice easy. “Leave them upstairs. This is private. Special. Just for us. I want you all there, no exceptions.”

Summer bounced in her seat, hair flashing like a sunbeam. “This sounds suspiciously like a cult ritual. Are we getting matching tattoos? Please say yes.”

That got a laugh from the crew. Even Brooke cracked a real smile, the kind that could unnerve a Wall Street shark.

“I’d be down for tattoos,” Lila chimed in, voice soft but honest. Her gaze flitted to me, a little shy, a lot hungry for approval.

Brooke, never one to let rumors run wild, steered the conversation. “Seven of us at dusk? Is this a private ceremony? Are we taking vows? Or is there a new sponsor that requires us to wear togas?”

Emma, on my right, just glowed. There was a tilt to her lips, a certainty in her eyes that said she had a hunch and loved knowing something the others didn’t.

Tessa finally looked up from her notebook, cheeks pink. “Should we dress up? Wear something specific?”

“That’s the only requirement,” I said, letting my eyes linger on each woman. “Something white or light-colored. Sundress, skirt, something that makes you feel good, like you’re the whole point of summer.”

Kylie whistled. “Somebody’s getting poetic. And here I thought dress codes were for funerals.”

“Maybe it’s a wedding?” Summer guessed, grinning wide. “Are you marrying us in Singapore, baby?”

Emma’s hand slid over mine, fingers lacing in a private, wordless yes. She didn’t speak, just let the wave of guesses and theories crash around her like a queen on holiday.

Brooke set her glass down, voice all authority. “Does this involve legal paperwork, or just a symbolic gesture? Is there a script we should rehearse? I don’t want to be caught off guard if we’re about to be filmed for the season finale.”

Her leg nudged mine under the table, a code meant just for me.

Tessa, sitting closest to Lila, got wide-eyed. “I’ve read about commitment ceremonies in travel magazines. Sometimes people write letters, or share vows, or even exchange jewelry.”

Lila clapped her hands together, delight pure and unfiltered. “I love that. It sounds beautiful.”

They were all way too smart for their own good.

Kylie cut through the sentiment with her brand of reckless humor. “Only way I’m wearing all white is if you promise we’ll dirty it up after the ceremony, Captain. I want to see how many stains I can collect by midnight.”

“Who said anything about a ceremony,” I said, trying to throw them off even though I knew better.

Nobody bit.

Summer elbowed her in the ribs. “Don’t give away your strategy, Ky. He’ll make you scrub the deck shirtless for every wine stain.”

I couldn’t help it. I let the banter build, loving every wild guess.

“Maybe he’s faking us out,” Summer said, eyes sparkling. “Maybe it’s a reverse harem, and tonight, he lines us up and picks one.”

Emma shook her head, the smile barely contained. “He’s not that dumb. He knows none of us would go quietly.”

Brooke’s laugh was low and warm. “He knows he’d never survive the aftermath.”

Emma’s gaze found mine. “You’re planning something unforgettable, aren’t you?”

I gave nothing away, but the spark in my gut was a full-blown bonfire.

“Just trust me,” I said, and for a second, the world went silent. The kind of hush that only happens right before history gets rewritten.

The girls started talking all at once, excited, skeptical, hungry for more clues.

“Will there be food?” Lila asked, practical as ever.

Emma fielded that fast. “I’ll whip up something perfect. Maybe a picnic to match the theme.”

“Can we bring cocktails?” Summer added.

“It’s not a real party without them,” Kylie shot back.

Brooke tried to keep the group focused. “Should we prepare a toast? Or will you be handling all the speeches, Captain?”

I shrugged, letting the suspense hang. “Just show up looking phenomenal. I’ll handle the rest.”

Tessa’s pen moved furiously, scribbling notes in her battered book. “Is it outdoors? Should we prep for bugs? Will there be…like, a script?”

She looked up, earnest and glowing, her freckles even more obvious in the sunlight.

“No bugs. No scripts. Just bring yourselves,” I promised. “And keep it secret. I want this to be ours, not the show’s.”

The air shifted. The hunger wasn’t just for answers, it was for something permanent, something holy. For all the teasing, you could tell every woman secretly hoped this was more than just another season finale.

Emma knew. She always did.

She squeezed my hand, then whispered, “You’re going to blow their minds, Cole.”

I winked, letting her words seep in. “You might be right, baby.”

The speculation built to a fever pitch. Lila and Tessa made a list of possible ceremonies. Kylie and Summer half-joked about wedding cake and party games. Even Brooke let her imagination run, theorizing about yacht christenings and “harem contracts” with gold seals.

I just watched, drinking it all in. The way their voices layered over each other. The touches, the heat, the hope in their eyes. Each woman’s brand of anticipation was different: Brooke’s was tightly controlled, but there if you looked; Summer’s wild and unfiltered; Emma’s soft and deep-rooted; Kylie’s rowdy and unashamed; Lila’s shy but eager; and Tessa’s…pure, emotive, almost fragile in how much she wanted to believe.

They were the best damn crew a man could dream up.

I let the frenzy run, then caught Brooke’s gaze. “Any more guesses, Princess?”

She pursed her lips, thinking hard. “If you’re truly not going to tell us, at least tell us what not to do. No karaoke, right?”

“Definitely not,” I assured her. “Just bring the best version of you and show up ready to remember it forever.”

Summer’s grin was unrepentant. “Does ‘best version’ mean naked, or are we saving that for the afterparty?”

Kylie lost it at that, and the whole salon shook with laughter.

I let the storm blow through, just enjoying the show. Never in a million years would I have guessed a bunch of women would want to be tied to me, or each other, this much. But here we were, and I wasn’t about to fuck it up by oversharing.

When the questions started looping ("Are we bringing flowers?" "Should we write vows?" "Is this a naming ceremony for the next yacht child?"), I made my move.

“I need to make a couple calls to finalize the surprise. You six keep plotting. Bonus points for wildest guess.”

As I slipped out, I caught the looks: Lila’s dreamy smile, Summer’s devilry, Brooke’s narrowed suspicion, Emma’s open affection, Tessa’s shy hope, and Kylie’s playful dare.

Worthy crew, through and through.

The hallway outside the salon was blissfully silent by comparison. For a minute, I just stood there, letting the echoes of their laughter fill the air. God, I was lucky. If there was such a thing as fate, this had to be it.

I ducked into the office, pulled out my phone, and started making calls.

First, Gardens by the Bay: the event concierge confirmed our private access to the tallest Supertree at dusk, with the secluded flower grove exactly as I’d specified. The lantern setup was ready. Every detail, down to the last petal and glass of champagne, was locked.

Next, the jeweler. Seven interlocking rings, each custom made, one for every woman and one for me. The metals, stones, even the engravings, all matched to the story we’d written together these last six months. The rings would be delivered to the gardens an hour ahead of schedule, tucked in the wooden box I’d commissioned.

It felt surreal, saying it out loud. Seven rings. Seven promises. Not a legal contract, maybe, but something way deeper than that.

While I talked logistics, I could still hear the women’s voices through the closed door, all tangled and beautiful. Something about that sound made my heart punch harder than it had in years.

I ended the calls, double-checked every detail, and sat back. The nerves hit, deep and raw. I’d captained yachts through hurricanes with less adrenaline.

But this? This was the real adventure.

Scrawled on the notepad in front of me were seven names and a thousand hopes.

Tonight, I’d do it right. Give them a ceremony nobody would ever forget.

I ran my thumb along the edge of my own ring, the one still boxed and waiting, and let myself imagine: the women dressed in white, flowers blazing around us, the world shut out, just seven hearts promising forever.

That was the dream.

Smile locked in place, I tucked the phone away, squared my shoulders, and went back to the salon.

Ready for the night of a lifetime and every day that came after.

***

We rolled into Gardens by the Bay just as the world was shifting from afternoon gold to the blue promise of evening. The city was alive, but in here, time stopped. The Supertrees loomed, bigger than myth, their arms reaching up and out, laced with vines and lights and promise. Every step felt like walking through the world’s most over-the-top fairytale, and the harem at my side? Goddamn show stoppers.

I’d told them to wear white or something light, and they’d run with it. Brooke showed up in a sleeveless ivory dress that hugged her curves and went full business goddess; her hair twisted up with diamond pins that caught every shaft of sunlight. Emma wore a simple, flowing sundress, cotton, pure, the kind of thing you’d see in a laundry soap commercial except for the way it clung to every soft hollow of her body. Kylie rocked a white off-the-shoulder romper, all legs and tanned skin, her hair up in an artfully messy bun. Summer practically floated, barefoot in a shift that was so sheer she could’ve been born in it, every move catching more thigh and the flash of a high, tight ass. Lila’s dress belonged on the cover of a romance novel: lace, delicate, almost see-through, with spaghetti straps barely caging her D-cups. Tessa was last, a bit bashful, in a vintage white slip dress, her hair loose and wild, green eyes shining even in the shadow of a world-class orchid.

The seven of us strolled the winding paths, the humid air slick with scent from a thousand varieties of bloom. Nobody said much. The girls stuck close, sometimes holding hands, sometimes linking arms, but always moving as a single unit. Cameras were nowhere in sight, no crew, no extras, just us, and the sound of our footsteps over the soft garden paths.

As we neared the tallest Supertree, a private security guy waved us through a pair of iron gates, then vanished like he wanted no part in the magic about to happen. Ahead, a circle of exotic blooms ringed a clearing beneath the Supertree’s climb. Seven paper lanterns, creamy white, bold against the green, waited beside a low wooden table. At the center, a box: polished wood, simple but perfect.

For a second, nobody moved. The girls fanned out in the circle, each staking a spot by instinct. I took my place in the center, hands steady, heart absolutely losing its goddamn mind.

Brooke’s eyes narrowed, suspicious, but her lips twitched, betraying the thrill. Emma was all glow and hope. Kylie rocked on her heels, almost daring me to break the tension. Summer beamed, arms loose at her sides, toes flexing in the grass. Lila’s breathing was shallow, hands clasped in front of her chest. Tessa drank it all in, clutching her notebook like she was afraid to miss a single detail.

I turned to face each of them, then bent and opened the box.

The rings glowed, even in the slanting light. Seven bands, each a work of art. Rose gold, platinum, titanium, yellow gold, silver, the metals intertwined, impossible to separate, yet each holding unique stones and symbols. Every ring whispered a different story.

I sucked in a breath, then spoke.

“Tessa,” I said, and her eyes went wide. I took her hand, so delicate it made mine look like I was built for demolition. I slid her ring onto her finger: pale gold, with a green tourmaline and an engraving of two tiny stars.

“For you, Little Star,” I said, voice thick. “You’re the quiet heart of this family. You see people, you notice the moments nobody else does. Your clarity, your honesty, your hope… it changed me. I promise to protect your dreams, to listen first, to always hold space for your stories and every piece of your heart.”

She tried to answer, but the words were drowned out by the tears. Tessa’s lips rippled, and she just nodded, hard, a single tear working its way down her cheek. The ring sparkled on her finger, catching the green from her eyes.

Next was Brooke.

She didn’t even flinch as I took her hand, but there was a tremble in her wrist that betrayed everything. Her ring was platinum, bold, with a band of navy enamel and three perfect diamonds, classic but impossible to ignore.

“Brooke,” I said, looking her dead in the eye. “You started as the general, all logic and control. But the real beauty is the way you let yourself break free. You showed me that strength isn’t about walls, it’s about knowing when to let them down. I promise to love you, to support your ambition, and to celebrate the woman you are, not just the image you built. You don’t have to do it alone. Not ever again.”

Her lips parted, maybe to argue, maybe to thank me, but then she just shook her head, fighting to reclaim composure. Her hands trembled and her eyes watered as I slid the ring in place, and the diamonds flashed, hungry for light.

Emma came next.

I reached for her, and she was already there, hand out, pulse jumping in her wrist. Her ring was white gold, inset with a single opal haloed in tiny sapphires, a nod to her foster-spirit gentleness and ocean-deep calm.

“Emma,” I said, and her smile bloomed wider. “You’re the glue of this family. The healer, the comfort, the one who never lets anyone drown in their own sadness. I’ve never known anyone as strong as you, anyone willing to give so much, so quietly. My promise is that you’ll never give from an empty cup again. I will nurture you the way you’ve always cared for us. You are my safe harbor, and I’m yours.”

She didn’t wait. Emma threw her arms around me and hugged tight, laughed and cried at the same time, and when I pulled back, her eyes were shining. I slid the ring onto her finger, and she just nodded, beaming.

Kylie elbowed her way in, not bothering to hide the excitement.

Her ring was all attitude: titanium, with a line of fire opals and a pattern of ocean waves etched around the band.

“Ky,” I told her, lifting her hand, “nobody has ever dared me to live as hard as you do. You’re wild and fearless, sometimes reckless, but always honest. You push me out of comfort zones I didn’t even know I was hiding in. I promise to always respect your independence, to let you challenge me, to be the anchor that lets you run wild without ever losing your way home.”

She grinned, eyes shining, and when I tried to let go, she yanked me in for a full-on kiss, hot, bold, hungry enough to make every orchid in the garden jealous. She broke it off only when Lila giggled.

“Had to,” Kylie explained, flashing the new ring. “Gotta mark my territory.”

Next was Summer.

She slid her hand into mine, all mischief and joy. Her ring was rose gold, with a sapphire the color of her eyes and a solar flare, tiny engraved suns, wrapping the band.

“Sunshine,” I managed, voice cracking, not even pretending I wasn’t wrecked by her. “You’re the wild card, the one who reminds me how to feel, to play, to live with both feet off the ground. You chase every thrill, but you’re also the softest landing. My promise is to never try to cage you, only to run with you, wherever the next adventure leads. You’re the lighthouse, the midnight storm, the dawn after.”

Summer laughed, but her voice caught. She twined our fingers together, dragged the back of my hand up to her lips, and nipped my knuckle, gentle but fierce. “You’re stuck with me, Captain Daddy,” she whispered, just loud enough for me to hear. I slid the ring in place and she squealed, genuinely delighted.

Lila was last before me.

She almost flinched when I took her hand, but when I looked at her, the blue of her eyes was pure invitation. Her ring was white gold with accents of aquamarine and tiny engraved cherry blossoms, soft and endlessly sweet.

“Lila,” I said, voice softer now. “You make the world feel safe, even when it’s chaos. You see beauty in everyone, especially when they can’t see it themselves. My promise is never to take that for granted. I’ll guard your heart, support every wild dream, and help you find your own voice, never lost in any crowd, but always shining.”

She whispered, “Thank you,” in a voice like silk, and hugged my hand to her face for a second, eyes shut, soaking it in.

Now the hard part.

I turned the final ring in my palm: brushed silver, with a black diamond at the center and a design of interlocking arrows. It was the anchor, the core, the reminder that I belonged just as much as anyone.

I looked around at the circle, all of them locked on me.

“You know what I’ve learned?” My voice was rougher, honesty sharper than any stone. “That family isn’t about blood or a contract. It’s about the people who make you better, who see you at your worst and stay anyway. I never thought I deserved this, but you proved me wrong. So here’s my promise: I will never let any of you feel alone. I’ll fight for this family, our family, every single one of you, every day. Bad days, good days, the ones where you want to throw me off the boat. I’m yours, and you’re mine.”

I slid on the ring, felt the weight of it. For a second, nobody moved. The dusk deepened; the Supertrees started to glow in the first notes of the lightshow. The flowers around us took on a blue cast, unreal but beautiful.

I reached for the lanterns, handed one to each woman, keeping the last for myself.

“Let’s make it official,” I said. “Light them, and let them go. Just like us, together, but wild.”

Kylie flicked her lighter, then passed it around. One by one, the lanterns caught, paper glowing soft orange in the deepening dusk. The women closed ranks, standing closer, the rings flashing on their fingers.

Brooke’s hand found mine. Emma’s arms curled tight around my waist. Summer and Kylie pressed in, hips to hips, while Tessa and Lila held hands, both crying now, but in the best possible way.

We counted to three.

The lanterns went up, slow and perfect, seven prayers rising into the Singapore night. They floated above the Supertree clearing, bright against the blue. As they reached the top, the entire grove exploded in ten thousand points of light. The Supertree’s LEDs went full power, painting the sky with touches of turquoise, magenta, gold.

The girls lost it. Kylie whooped loud enough to spook passing tourists. Lila just wrapped her arms around my neck and held on, shaking with emotion. Emma whispered “I love you” over and over. Brooke looked at the ring on her hand like it had rewritten the laws of physics.

Even Summer stood still, just for a heartbeat, eyes absolutely full. Tessa smiled through her tears, her notebook forgotten, the promise of belonging finally real.

The lanterns arced and drifted, winking out one by one.

None of us moved for a long time. We just stood, six women and a man, rings bright on our hands, the Supertrees burning overhead, the world shut out except for the roots we’d grown and the sky we were building together.

I’d promised them adventure.

Tonight, I’d delivered forever.

***

On the way back to True North, there was this high, bright chatter from the women, the kind you couldn’t bottle if you tried. The rings became instant fixation material. Before we even hit the dock, Tessa and Lila were palm-to-palm, comparing the metalwork, the way the green tourmaline shimmered next to aquamarine. Summer and Emma kept touching each other’s hands, admiring the contrast in stones and how the bands fit so perfectly they might have been grown for them by the garden itself. Kylie and Brooke, never shy, staged a mock debate about which ring could draw blood in a fight (spoiler: Kylie’s titanium beast would win every time).

The night air was thick with humidity and the smell of tropical blooms, but all I could focus on was how much lighter I felt. Something in me had shifted. Not just “the Captain” anymore. This was different.

We boarded True North as a pack, women in white, faces shining. The main salon instantly became jewelry central. Somebody uncorked a second bottle of Prosecco, and it turned into a ring show-and-tell that made the earlier beach banter look like small potatoes.

“Look at the detailing on yours,” Lila gasped, running her fingertip over Tessa’s band. “Is that an actual constellation, or just random stars?”

Tessa bit her lip, beaming. “Two stars. They’re the ones on my ankle tattoo. He remembered.”

Brooke regarded hers like a mathematician with a puzzle. “Three stones, navy enamel, platinum setting. You went above and beyond, Captain.”

“I like that I can still punch people with it,” Kylie threw in, waggling her finger at Brooke. “But also, it kind of feels like a championship ring, which is on-brand.”

Summer just grinned, heels up on the armrest. “Mine’s basically a sunrise on my hand. Anyone else want to get matching ankle bracelets next?”

Emma, already glowing, hugged Summer’s arm. “I love that idea. Preferably in blue to match the yacht.”

The women circled up, holding hands, stealing glances at their new jewelry as if it was proof of a miracle. I stood back, watching. The way they sparkled, rings, eyes, smiles, I could have died right there, no regrets.

We’d barely settled in when Adam and Mark appeared on deck, both dressed sharp. Adam wore a sea-blue button-down, sleeves rolled up, the Miami tan on full display. Mark, classic as ever, sported pressed khakis and a crisp white shirt, his bearing all military, even in “vacation” mode.

Emma caught sight of her father first. For a split second, I saw panic in her face, old muscle memory, but then she just smiled and led the crew topside. Each of the women lined up along the rail, rings front and center, like a championship team showing off new hardware.

Adam’s eyes went straight to Emma’s hand, then flickered down the line, clocking every ring, every band, every hint of new permanence. Mark, sharp as ever, did the same. Both men exchanged a glance, something quick and heavy, then masked it with a handshake for the girls.

“So, logistics recap?” Adam said, all business but with a hitch of pride.

We moved through departure protocol, provisions, weather, route. Brooke rattled off details about customs paperwork, impressing even Mark. Kylie and Summer talked crew rotations; Emma confirmed galley hours. Lila and Tessa handled the medical kit and deck storage, every answer crisp, every line covered.

Through it all, the men kept peeking at the rings. Adam finally couldn’t take it, so during a lull, he leaned over and stage-whispered to Emma, “Is this an engagement party, or am I out of the loop?”

Emma deadpanned, “We’re contractually obligated to keep surprises from you, Dad.”

Kylie nudged Mark. “Don’t worry, Mr. H. If you want one, I bet he could get you a matching ring, too.”

Mark’s mouth twitched. Almost a smile.

By the time we’d reviewed anchor times and final departure, the women drifted below deck, the giddy ring-euphoria refusing to die.

Adam caught me by the arm, voice lower. “Got a second, Cap?”

I followed him to the sun-drenched aft deck. Mark was already there, arms crossed, eyes on the horizon.

Adam didn’t waste time. “Those rings. They mean what I think they mean?”

Mark watched me, silent but razor-sharp.

I looked them both in the eye and let the truth drop. “Tonight was a commitment ceremony. For all six women. Interlocking rings, one for each, one for me. Not legal, just…us. I wanted them to know this was forever. That I choose them, as much as they ever chose me.”

I braced for a storm, maybe a warning, maybe a backhanded congratulations laced with ‘don’t screw this up.’

But Adam just exhaled, and said: “Good. That’s what we hoped. It’s what they deserve.”

Mark nodded, jaw tight, but the fight had gone from his eyes.

Adam let the silence stretch, then clapped my shoulder. “We talked about it at dinner. Neither of us is sailing to Miami on this leg. The yacht is yours, the crew is yours. You’re the captain, but it’s your family now. You need time to bond, make it real, without us hovering and screwing up the vibe.”

Mark added, “I’ve watched you with them, Everett. Especially my girls. You care for them. They’re women, not children, and they’ve all changed, grown for the better. I’m proud. Even if it’s… unconventional.”

Adam grinned. “Anyone else, I’d have to kill them. But with you, Captain? I sleep easy. Don’t fuck it up.”

I tried to keep it together, but the force of relief and loyalty nearly buckled me. For months, I’d been waiting for the other shoe to drop. Instead, these men, my brothers, my first family, were handing me the keys.

No drama. No threat.

Just trust.

The three of us shook hands. Mark went first, heading to the dock with a single look back at the yacht, at his daughters, like he wanted to remember this chapter. Adam lingered, eyes bright, then said, “Take care of them. And yourself, for once. We’ll be back in the morning to see you off.”

They walked the dock together, side by side, not looking back.

I stood for a long time, ring heavy on my hand, watching the sun drag its last gold streaks across the water.

Below deck, I caught the sound of my women, my crew, my family, laughing, voices tangled, happy in a way that didn’t need a camera to be real.

I gripped the rail, promise solid under my thumb, and swore one more silent vow: I would give them the world.

Family wasn’t something you inherited.

It was something you built, one wild, gorgeous, unbreakable day at a time.

Tomorrow, we’d head into the open water, just us.

And the horizon had never looked so good.


Chapter eight
Wildfire Night


The last lines of sunlight on Singapore’s skyline looked surreal, like we were pulling away from a dream that didn’t know it was over. The deck was busy as a parade float: six women in white, ribbons of hair and laughter, each one waving and calling out, the commitment rings on their hands blazing every time the sun caught them.

Adam and Mark stood on the dock, arms wide, both wearing that expression men get when they’re trying not to lose it in public. The second the lines dropped, they charged forward like the girls were still ten years old and liable to run down the pier after us. Adam squeezed both of his daughters at once, practically lifting them off their feet, his voice hoarse and proud as he whispered something only they could hear. Mark didn’t do drama, but the way he held Brooke and Tessa, one arm around each, chin set so tight it could’ve cracked, the message was loud anyway: you are the most important thing in my world.

Even Summer and Lila joined the farewell scrum, getting caught in the emotional undertow. Lila teared up. Summer tried to play it off, but I caught a tremble in her lower lip when she thought nobody was watching.

Evan and Maya stalked the scene like naturalists in a high-end wildlife documentary. Evan shot wide, then zoomed in on the rings, the hands, the touches that told the real story. Maya finessed the angles, darting around with her signature blue hair streak catching in the breeze. She kept her distance, but whenever someone started to lose it, Tessa, already sniffling; even Mark, blinking a few extra times, her lens was there, catching every micro-expression.

Above it all, the yacht’s horn blared. Not a short beep, but a full-throated roar that vibrated every bone in my chest and probably rang windows in half the city.

That was our answer to goodbye.

One last glance, then I stepped behind the wheel, spine straight as a yardstick, and gave the throttles a gentle nudge. The twin diesels rumbled alive, low and smooth, like a promise you could feel in your teeth. I guided us out, slow and precise, the way I used to leave port before a championship race. Crew at their stations: Emma and Summer forward, Brooke at my elbow to call out lines, Kylie and Lila at the fenders, Tessa and Maya perched up top for the best view.

The breakwater opened up. True North’s bow slid past the last pair of pilings, the city already shrinking behind us. The water smoothed out, and for a second, every sound sharpened: the snap of sails as the sheets bit, the creak and slap of rigging, the faint hiss of a breeze knifing through the deck lines. Somewhere overhead, a pair of seabirds argued, loud and indignant, echoing the kind of wildness you don’t get ashore.

I looked back, just once. Adam and Mark, still waving, Evan and Maya’s cameras half-forgotten as they watched us vanish. The girls lit up like fireflies along the rail, waving, blowing kisses, voices carrying over the water.

Nobody teaches you how to let go of a crew like this. Nobody tells you it’ll feel like trading your lungs for gills. Same job, just a lot more honest about what hurts and what keeps you moving.

Once we cleared the marina mouth, I throttled back. Sails up, engines to idle, True North glided on, eating miles with every heartbeat.

I called out, “Main deck! All hands. Family meeting, let’s go.”

The girls hustled, white dresses and sun-hammered skin catching every flicker of light. There was nothing subtle about it. They lined up along the starboard rail, Brooke immediately taking anchor position by my right, the rest fanning out in a semicircle. Maya and Evan ghosted among the deck chairs, just out of the way but never missing a move.

The wind picked up, slapping the hair around the girls’ faces. Overhead, the sails snapped and billowed, painting blue shadows across the wood. Gulls circled, already plotting how to hustle a snack, their cries slicing through the hush as everyone settled in.

I let the silence stretch, watched the women claim their spots, and felt the weight of what came next.

“Here’s the deal,” I said, voice carrying across the deck easy as a sea breeze. “We made promises last night. Whether you call it a ceremony, a ring, or just a pact, what matters is this: the world doesn’t get to decide how we live. We do. This is our crew. Our family. And like any real crew, everyone’s got a job.”

It landed, just like I hoped. Emma grinned, fingers tracing the edge of her ring; Lila leaned into Tessa, who scribbled something in her battered notebook, eyes wide and fixed on me. Summer couldn’t stand still, shifting her weight from foot to foot. Even Brooke’s posture eased, just a bit, like she could finally exhale.

“For the second half of the voyage, we’re changing the playbook,” I went on. “We rotate everything, chore duties, time together, even bunks. Nobody gets stuck. Nobody gets left out.”

Kylie’s eyes lit up. “You’re, like, scheduling us? Like…a harem timesheet?”

I nodded. “That’s right. Everyone gets equal time. On deck, below deck, and yes, in the Captain’s quarters. No favorites, no confusion. Transparency’s the house rule.”

Summer whooped. “I love it. Can we post the schedule on the fridge? Like a reality show, only less staged.”

Brooke’s lips twitched, but she steered the meeting back like a pro. “May I propose we formalize crew assignments as well? I have an idea for how we can take this to the next level, if you’re willing to hear it out.”

There it was. The micro-pause, the flicker of nerves. Brooke almost never hesitated; tonight, she tucked her hair behind her ear, eyes down for just a second before she locked me in her crosshairs.

“I’ve been modeling a business plan for charter cruises in the Caribbean. Using True North as the lead vessel, with our crew and dynamic as the draw. We’d offer curated voyages, bachelorette parties, family reunions, influencer weekends, even executive retreats. Packages could include everything from gourmet meal plans to customized excursions and, obviously, footage for social content.” She waited, pulse showing clear at her neck.

Silence. Then, as if it had been agreed on ahead of time, every woman jumped in.

Emma: “You’d run the logistics?”

Brooke: “Everything. Reservations, legal, customs, paperwork.”

Kylie, bright as ever: “And the rest of us? Party planners slash bikini models?”

Brooke, fighting a smile: “Kylie and Summer would co-host. Lila and Tessa run the hospitality experience. Emma in the galley, with full creative control. I’d oversee the operation and serve as client liaison.”

Tessa whispered, “It sounds… beautiful,” and Lila squeezed her hand, eyes glowing.

Summer’s take was pure trouble: “My only question is, can we charge extra for themed events? And how many bikinis can I expense?”

Even Maya piped up from behind her camera. “There’s a huge market for that. The behind-the-scenes, the real crew. It’s what viewers love.”

I looked around, let the moment soak in. Brooke still looked nervous, but the support had landed. She’d found her sea legs.

I turned to her, gave her the nod I usually saved for race days. “It’s bold. I love it. We’ll workshop the details, but as of now, it’s top of the list. And you run point.”

Brooke’s face didn’t move, not really, but I saw it in her eyes: pride, relief, and that beautiful, hard-won rush of permission to dream big.

I pulled out the Captain’s log, old habit, but tonight, it felt sacred. I wrote out the schedule, every name in its own time slot, a full week locked before we’d even hit the next port. I read out each assignment, letting the eye contact do the rest.

“Tonight, after dinner, Kylie leads deck games. Tomorrow, Emma in the galley with a master class. It’s Lila’s night for private dinner with the Captain. Then Brooke’s up, navigating a sunrise sail. Summer’s got the party slot after that, but also co-hosts with Kylie all week for ‘content’ days. Tessa, you’re in charge of the blog and official log entries. We rotate sleeping arrangements, too, every night, one of you in my cabin, the rest on a rotating schedule so nobody feels left out. Any objections?”

The only answer was a chorus of whoops.

Kylie, first out of the gate: “Hell yes. Are there bonus points for overtime? Asking for a friend.”

Summer: “I’m going to need a new whiteboard just to track all the possibilities.”

Emma, quieter, fingers laced with hope: “Thank you for making it clear. I hate when people feel left out.”

Lila almost whispered it. “I like knowing where I stand. And where I belong.”

Tessa just beamed.

Brooke straightened, more at ease. “I’ll draft the calendar and sync with your log. It’s… efficient.”

Even Evan, filming from the far end, gave an approving thumbs-up.

I scrawled the last line, underlined it. Then closed the log with a solid thump, like setting the last stone on a foundation.

I looked at each woman, one by one, letting everything else, wind, ocean, schedules, the goddamn rest of humanity, fall away. This was the future. Not what anyone expected, maybe not even what I dared to want, but ours.

And, judging by the smiles, the wild glint in the women’s eyes, the way every face turned up to soak in the sky, it was going to be a hell of a ride.

Off to the side, Maya caught my look. She grinned, camera steady, eyes bright. “You want to say anything for the record, Captain?”

I reached for the line I’d lived by since day one.

“The ocean doesn’t care about your plans. But your family? Your crew? They’re the only thing that matters. We’re all in, together, or not at all.”

That was the headline. No edits needed.

My schedule filled, my crew ready, the city already a memory behind us.

We were loose on the ocean, and the next chapter belonged to us.

The harem drifted apart, voices high and tight with excitement, reliving the schedule like it was a ticket to the moon. Kylie and Summer hustled up to the bridge, already plotting the deck games and, I suspected, a few creative ways to “break the Captain.” Brooke and Emma conferred on the galley steps, whispering logistics in a shorthand only they understood. Lila and Tessa vanished into the salon, probably to draw up welcome kits for the next potential charter guest. Even Maya and Evan looked a little dazed by the velocity of change, but neither missed a beat as they swapped gear and storyboards for tomorrow’s shots.

I watched them, letting the moment settle.

True North surged on. The sounds, wind in the rigging, slap of water, gulls making ridiculous noise overhead, built a soundtrack that was equal parts promise and invitation. The rings on the girls’ hands flashed and glimmered, and I got this sudden, almost ridiculous certainty: whatever happened, whatever challenges brewed up on the horizon, we’d handle it. Because we were built for wild, beautiful, rule-breaking adventure.

I signed the log, tucked it under my arm, and set off to prepare for the night.

The women didn’t just glow, they burned. The schedule was set, the rules rewritten, and the future was wide open.

Bring on the next chapter.

***

I might have spent an hour getting the cabin ready, maybe more. Call me sentimental, but the right lighting can turn a luxury yacht into a church or a bedroom, sometimes both. I’d replaced the standard LEDs with clusters of candles, tiny flames that flickered and shook every time the hull rocked. The scent was a slow burn: clean ocean, salt and teakwood, the faintest memory of women’s perfume on my sheets. I set out water, a couple glasses, and left the door cracked, not wanting to miss the sound of her bare feet on the corridor.

Kylie didn’t knock.

She strolled in, bare-legged, tank and shorts so honest they made Victoria’s Secret look like a scam. The muscles in her thighs were pure athlete, long, lean, built for speed and for bedsheets. Her hair was up in a messy knot, but the bits that escaped framed her cheekbones and eyes, making her look even younger. There was nothing performative about how she moved: she was a predator and a woman with something to prove, both at once.

But tonight, her hands weren’t fists. They were busy with her ring, spinning it, thumb and middle finger working over the metal like it held all the answers.

She sat on the edge of my bed, not even waiting for permission. Legs swinging, toes flexed, she didn’t look at me at first.

For a second, I just watched her. The way her chest moved as she breathed; the flutter of uncertainty, new and foreign, in every line of her.

I sat a few feet away, keeping polite air between us.

Finally, she spoke.

“Do you think my dad really accepts it?” Her voice wasn’t a dare. It was the kind of question you ask when you need the truth, not comfort. She twisted the ring, then pointed at the space between us, like she was afraid naming it would set it on fire. “This. Us. The whole harem thing. Or is he just pretending, because he doesn’t know what else to do?”

That knocked the air right out of the room. I found the words slower than usual.

“Adam’s not a faker. He’s spent your entire life fighting for you to be seen. That’s what he’s doing now just on a field he never trained for. He trusts you. And, yeah, he trusts me. That’s why he let go.”

Kylie huffed a laugh, but it was shaky. “You sure? I keep expecting him to call, or throw an epic, last-minute fit. He’s never just… let me go before.”

“That’s because nobody’s ever been worth letting you go for.” I said it plain, no drama. “He knows I’ll fight for you. That’s enough.”

She looked down, studying her legs, the ring, anything except my face.

When she talked, it was quieter. “You ever worry you’re too old for this? For me? Sometimes I’m scared I’m just…a phase you’re going to outgrow. Like maybe when the cameras are off, or the season ends, you’ll realize you want someone less trouble.”

That hit differently. I shuffled closer, but not enough to crowd her. “You want to know what the real risk is? It’s not age. It’s that I might not be enough to give you what you really need. You’re a force, Ky. You’ll always be a force.”

Her hand found mine, almost by accident. She laced her fingers with mine, careful at first, then with full intent. Her grip was strong, athlete strong, but she was shaking, just a little.

She looked at our hands, then at me.

“I’m not always Wildfire. Sometimes I’m just…kind of scared. Of being ordinary. Or left behind. Or of screwing up, like I always do.”

I squeezed her hand, willing her to keep going.

She drew in a breath. When she spoke again, her voice was the smallest I’d ever heard it.

“I am yours, as your wife in hard times and good.” She didn’t blink. “I don’t need you to save me, just see me. When I’m a pain in the ass, when I’m reckless and messy and loud. You always did that, even before I was grown. Like that time in the Bahamas when I got lost snorkeling and you doubled back, dragging me out of the rip. Or when people treated me like a joke and you just let me talk, even if it was dumb. Or in St. Lucia, when my ankle was fucked and I tried to hide it and you carried me anyway, so nobody would see I was hurting. You always made me feel like I mattered.”

Her lips pressed together, fighting emotion. “Nobody else did, not even my dad. Not really. And I think, no, I know, I love you, and I’m not going to be scared to say it. Not for anyone.”

I didn’t trust myself to speak, so I just held on. Her thumb brushed the back of my hand, callused and soft, both at once.

She laughed, wet and wild. “I’m screwing this up, aren’t I?”

I shook my head. “You’re perfect. You’re better than perfect.”

She pulled me in, this time not afraid. Our faces inches apart. “Kiss me, yeah? But don’t hold back. I want all of it.”

If there was a competition, she’d already won. Not just the hearts-race, but the soul of it.

Our lips met, gentle at first. She tasted like salt and citrus, like adrenaline held in for too long and finally let loose. Her mouth was hot, greedy, and she didn’t wait for me to dominate, she met every move, every nip and suck and press of lips, like she’d been planning her attack since the first day she ever called me Captain.

The kiss exploded, quick. One second delicate, then wild, her hands in my hair, down my back, nails leaving half-moons in my shoulderblades. She pressed herself against me, every line of her body screaming that she didn’t just want this, she needed to make sure I wanted it, too.

I hauled her onto my lap, gave her the weight of my arms, but she didn’t just melt. She fought for control, grinding down, tongue flicking into my mouth, then back, then daring me to chase her. Her thighs bracketed mine, core tight, and I could feel the tremors of anticipation all the way to the ring of muscle that made her so goddamn good at every challenge she’d ever run.

She broke the kiss, forehead to mine, both of us panting.

“Still think I’m too much?” she whispered.

“Not even close,” I shot back.

She dove in again, this time harder, fiercer. The kiss set a new tempo.

She straddled me, tank top straining to keep up with her tits, shorts hiking higher with every grind. My cock was already half-hard, pressed up under her and threatening to upend every polite intention I’d had.

But this wasn’t just about sex. Not yet. It was about matching her, offering her the kind of respect you usually have to bleed for.

She knew it, too. She paused, wiped a tear, and grinned.

“You think you can handle me, Captain? Or do we need to call for backup?” Her tone danced right on the edge of mischief and hope.

“I’m not going anywhere,” I promised.

She locked me in with her eyes, then twisted her hips, making it clear the night was just starting.

“Good,” she said, exhaling into my mouth. “Because tonight, I want to show you exactly why you picked me. No holding back.”

It wasn’t just a dare. It was a vow, right there in candlelight.

I caught her, held her steady, and kissed her so deep she whimpered.

If she wanted my fire, she was about to get the whole damn inferno.

***

The kiss went molten in a split second.

Kylie wasn’t just clutching me, she was wrestling for dominance. Her thighs clamped around my hips, locking me down like she had something to prove. I palmed the back of her head, but she broke free, laughing straight into my mouth, then nipped my lower lip hard enough to make my cock throb in protest.

She arched her back, pressing her tits into my chest, and I felt the heat of her skin through the threadbare tank. My hands slid down, tracing the cut of her torso: each line of muscle was sculpted, alive, and twitching beneath my touch. I caught her waist, then lower, and ran my palms along her thighs—obsessed, honestly, with the way they flexed and uncoiled, power built for the court, the pool, and now my bed.

She pulled the tank over her head in one motion, tossing it to the floor. Her breasts bounced free, firm, all-natural, the kind that didn’t owe anything to gravity. I leaned in, took a nipple in my mouth, rolling it with my tongue until she shivered.

She rewarded me by grinding her cunt down on my cock, shorts the only thing left between us. I could feel the heat through the fabric; every flex, every obscene little rub, went straight to my brain.

“Your move, Captain,” she dared.

I matched her with a sudden flip, pinning her to the bed, but she grinned, delighted, and reversed it. Her entire body moved with effortless control, shoulders, core, legs, like fucking was a professional sport and she’d already qualified for the Olympics.

She straddled me, hands braced on my chest, and flexed her biceps in a playful show. “Hope you’ve got stamina, old man.”

I let my hands roam, tongue following: up her abs, between her tits, down the ladder of muscle to her navel. I nipped the inside of her hip, sucking hard enough to leave a mark, then licked a line across the cut of her thigh.

She didn’t just take it, she arched into every touch, daring me to go further.

I hooked her shorts, peeled them down, and revealed a pussy that was already gleaming, lips swollen and needy. The scent hit me first: sweet and wild, the punch of a woman ready to do damage. I dove in. She bucked, hands in my hair, rolling her hips against my mouth with zero shame.

If I teased, she retaliated. When I licked her slowly, she clamped my head tight between her thighs and rocked, fucking my mouth with violent, beautiful abandon. She came quick and hard, hissed my name, and then turned the tables again, flipping me so I landed on my back.

She dropped to her knees, kissed down my chest, and took my cock in hand. She stroked it, slow and greedy, and then swallowed me in one hot, perfect gulp.

The way she sucked, hungry, focused, just a hint of teeth, was pure warpaint. When I groaned, she grinned up at me, eyes full of wicked triumph.

“You gonna beg? Or do you want to lose like a man?” she asked, wiping my cock across her lips.

I laughed, breathless. “Not a chance.”

She crawled up, straddled me, and impaled herself all in one go. The shock, heat, pressure, the way her cunt just clung to every inch, nearly broke me.

But she didn’t stop. She rode me hard, working every angle, using her thighs and abs to control the pace. Sweat beaded on her skin, slicked down her chest, pooling in the hollow above her navel. Her tits bounced in my face, nipples begging for my teeth.

I grabbed her ass, fingers digging deep, and matched her thrust for thrust, refusing to let her win without a fight.

She leaned in, hair wild, mouth devouring mine, our bodies crashing together in a storm of noise and need. Her nails dug into my shoulders, drawing little half-moons, marking me as hers. Every squeeze of her pussy pulled me closer, every bounce of her hips lighting me up until I barely remembered my own name.

“Fuck, you feel so good,” she said, voice breaking. “I want every drop, Captain. Fill me up, make me remember it.”

I wanted her pinned, conquered, squirming under my hands the way she’d always squirmed in my memory, but the second I flipped her onto her back, she came alive with a vengeance. Kylie met my gaze, eyes wide and wild, pupils blown so dark I could see my own hunger reflected in them. She spat a lock of hair from her mouth, grinned, and dared me.

“You think you can hold me down?” she taunted, voice a broken rasp. “Try it.”

So I did. I grabbed her wrists, pressed them hard to the mattress above her head, and buried myself to the hilt. She bucked, arching up to meet me, thighs locked tight around my waist. Her ankles crossed at the small of my back, and when I thrust, she thrust back, like a dare in motion. The wet slap of our bodies was obscene, louder than the soft whine of the AC or the thrum of the generator or the distant slap of water on hull. Sweat pooled under my knees, streaked down her ribs, glistened on the cut of her abs. Every inch of her was alive, vibrating, electric with need and some deeper, animal thing I’d only ever seen in the wake of a storm.

Her mouth found my neck, teeth grazing my pulse point, then biting down, just enough to leave a future bruise. I grunted, shoved her wrists harder into the sheets, and pumped faster. She wasn’t just taking it, she was steering, guiding my hips with the flex of her legs, demanding more with every snap of her pelvis.

I pressed her wrists together with one hand, freeing the other to explore the length of her torso. I dragged my palm between her breasts, down the slick groove of her sternum and over the flat, hard belly that had been sculpted by a thousand hours of training. I thumbed her nipple, pinched it, then twisted, and she gasped, eyes rolling up, hips straining for more.

“Fuck, Cap—” she managed, and then bit her lip, trying to hold back a noise I’d never heard before, a kind of strangled sob. I did it again, slower, rougher, and she shuddered.

I slowed the rhythm, drawing it out, making her feel every inch. She fought me, tried to break my grip, but I wouldn’t let go. Sweat dripped from my nose onto her shoulder, mixing with the salt already on her skin. Her hair was a blonde, tangled halo on the pillow, and her cheeks were flushed, almost fever-hot.

She arched up, twisted, and managed to break one hand free. She caught my jaw, yanked me down, and kissed me with a violence that bordered on savage. Our teeth clicked, lips bruised, tongues fighting for space.

She wrapped her free hand around the back of my head and held me there, kissing me so deep I tasted her fucking soul. When she finally let me breathe, she whispered, “Don’t you dare hold back. Give it to me.”

It was a command. So I obeyed.

I let go of her shattered wrists and grabbed her ass, tilting her hips to change the angle. She moaned, deep and guttural, and clawed my back, raking stripes of fire down my spine. I tilted her knees higher, almost folding her in half, and drove in again, harder, faster. The headboard slammed the wall, the entire yacht creaked in protest, but I couldn’t stop if I tried.

She met every thrust, her body a machine of perfect tension, abs flexing, thighs unyielding, arms now locked around my shoulders, dragging me down into her. Her pussy clamped, pulsing, velvet-soft and so goddamn hot I thought I’d lose it right there. But I wasn’t going to give her the win. Not yet.

I slowed, teased with a shallow grind, circled my hips, and made her beg for it. She thrashed, cursing, begging, full of spit and contempt and utter devotion.

“Fucking do it. Wreck me, Captain, c’mon,” she said, voice barely more than a growl.

I locked eyes with her, saw the tears, the pride, the unfiltered longing, and I snapped. I moved both hands to her hips, pinned her in place, and went for broke. The rhythm was a battering ram, relentless, the room a blur. Sweat and candlelight and the ocean’s pitch and roll, it all blurred into one animal moment.

She grabbed the headboard with both hands, bracing herself, and pushed back into every thrust, meeting me, matching me, daring me to stop first. My cock was a piston, her cunt a goddamn vice. I could feel her getting close, walls fluttering, hips shivering, a vibration that ran up my thighs and into my gut.

Just as I reached the edge, she clamped down, screamed, a wild, beautiful sound, and came, her whole body quaking, then locking rigid as a guitar string seconds before it snaps. She convulsed, milking me, and I held on, refusing to let go, wanting to prolong it as long as possible.

And even as she came, she didn’t stop fighting, didn’t loosen her grip, didn’t soften her stare. She kept pulling at me, holding me inside with her legs, as if she could anchor me against the current of the world outside.

She never let me have it quietly. The moment I lost control, the moment I stopped fighting and let myself tip over that edge, she kept her body welded to mine, thighs locking up like a chokehold, heels digging into the small of my back. Every fiber of her was pulling at me, draining me, demanding more than I thought I had left. I tried to keep my eyes open, tried to watch her face as I came apart, but for a second all I saw was white, my brain going blank except for the raw, animal pleasure that flooded up from my spine and emptied out through my cock.

The first pulse hit so hard it doubled me over her, a grunt torn from my chest. She took it with a dark, hungry pleasure, her mouth at my neck, biting down just enough to anchor me to the world while I unloaded inside her. And it didn’t end after one or two, but kept coming, every jerk of my hips answered by a squeeze of her cunt that milked me for every drop, every twitch, every last bit of myself I had left to give. I’d never seen or felt anything like it, the way she kept her hips in motion, rocking against me, clutching me tighter like she wanted to fuse our bodies together at the seam. I slammed into her again and again, each thrust weaker than the last, until finally I collapsed forward, burying my face in her neck, moaning her name into a tangle of sweaty hair and fevered skin.

But even as I sagged, spent and broken, she wouldn’t let go. Her hands wrapped around my shoulders, nails pressing little half-moon wounds into my flesh as if she could brand me with her need. Her legs refused to relax, squeezing me like a python, thighs trembling with aftershocks and adrenaline and something so much deeper it almost scared me. I could feel her heart slamming in her chest, every beat matching the ragged thump of my own.

She held me there, unmoving, until I felt the heat of my own cum start to leak out between us, slick and hot and so fucking real I almost groaned again. Only then did she let her grip loosen, just enough for me to lift my head and meet her eyes.

I expected to see that signature cocky grin, maybe even a little gloating, considering the way she’d wrung me out like a dishrag. But instead, she just stared at me, wide-eyed and stunned, pupils huge and blue as the ocean beyond the hull. There was no bravado, only a kind of raw awe, and the knowledge of what we’d just done, how complete we’d been in that moment, hit me so hard I nearly choked on it.

“Holy shit,” she whispered, barely able to form the words. Her mouth was still swollen from kissing, lips parted, and her cheeks were streaked with the salt of our combined effort.

I brushed a hand along her jaw, thumbed the mess of hair off her face, and tried to speak. Nothing came out except a laugh, wild, shaky, delirious. She laughed too, and that’s when she finally unlocked her legs, letting my body go slack across hers, the slick heat of us pooled out onto the sheets.

For a long minute, we didn’t move, couldn’t move. Every muscle in my body was shot, bones hollowed out. My chest heaved against hers, sweat and breath mingling, and I realized I’d never felt this empty and this full at the same time. She just lay there under me, one arm flung lazily over my back, the other stroking gentle circles on my hip, as if petting a wild animal that had finally tired itself out.

I slipped off of her and we lay facing each other. She pushed up on an elbow, hair a sweaty mess, grinning like she’d just won a championship.

“Told you I’d outlast you, Captain,” she rasped.

I laughed, wiped her brow, then flipped her, pulling her against me, spooning her from behind. She fit, all length and angles, but the way she curled against me was pure, unconscious trust.

For a while, there was only the quiet: our breathing, the slow lap of water against the hull, candlelight throwing weird shadows on the ceiling.

But then she went soft, voice barely there.

“What happens when we’re back in the real world?” She didn’t look at me; she stared at the sheets, fingers tracing the edge. “When we’re not just a story, but people see, and talk, and maybe hate us for what we are?”

I stroked her flank, ran my hand through her hair, tried to pour all my certainty into that touch.

“We’ll handle it. Whatever comes. Nobody gets to break us up, Ky. Not my ex, not sponsors, not even the internet trolls. We built this, me, you, the girls. And I’ll fight for it, every damn day.”

She exhaled, shaky. “You mean that?”

“I swear it. I won’t let go. Not of you.”

That drew a real smile, tired but alive.

She yawned, then flipped to face me, tucking herself deeper into my chest, one leg over mine, arm locked around my ribs. The last thing she said, half asleep, was so soft I almost missed it:

“You’re my real. The only thing I ever wanted to keep. I love you.”

Her body melted, finally still, breath evening out. I matched her, holding her tight, mapping out every curve, every hint of sweat and perfume that made her Kylie and nobody else.

But I didn’t sleep.

I watched the ceiling, watched the candle shadows. I played out every possible way someone could come for us, press, lawyers, jealous exes, even just the weight of being too different, too wild for a world that craves boxes and easy answers.

I wasn’t going to let them win. Not while I drew breath.

In my mind, I ran through new plans, new ports, new escape routes. Anything to keep our family safe, unbreakable, exactly as we were meant to be.

Above deck, the yacht hummed, steady as my pulse.

Below, a woman who’d once been all trouble and challenge now slept with her head on my shoulder, trusting me to keep the whole world at bay.

That was the gig. That was the vow.

And if I had to, I’d take on the whole damn world for her.

Tomorrow, the sun would rise, and we’d do it all again, together.


Chapter nine
Stormbound


Seven days out from Singapore, we hit the kind of weather that makes or breaks a crew.

I stood barefoot at the helm, bracing against the deck as True North pitched up a wall of blue, then dropped, boom, into a valley so deep it sucked the breath straight out of my lungs. The sky was a rolling bruise, clouds stacked thick as memory foam, wind howling through the standing rigging and flogging the sails until every sheet shrieked in protest. Water smashed the bow, rolled up the deck like a freight train, and soaked anything not lashed down.

It was chaos, pure and honest.

And yet, in the middle of it, Summer and Kylie owned the deck.

They were soaked to the bone, tank tops pasted to tanned midriffs, bare legs slick with spray. Every move was muscle and instinct: Summer crawled up the port rail, lips peeled back in a death-defying grin, grabbing for a line that threatened to snap free; Kylie, hair plastered to her head, shouted something obscene as she reefed the mainsail, bare feet scrabbling for grip on the wet teak.

I barked the order, “Trim the jib, NOW!”, and both girls dropped low, crab-walking the length of the deck like Navy SEALs. They hit the winches, bodies bent and braced, and cranked, rhythm perfect, the kind of teamwork you usually buy with bruises and blood. Sweat mixed with rain and ocean, streaming down calves and thighs, but neither of them hesitated for a second.

Summer’s ring caught the gray light as she hauled another line tight, knuckles white. Kylie shouted over the wind, voice pure adrenaline: “I need more slack! NOW!”

“On you!” Summer shot back, levering the cam cleat open. The two of them were a hormone-soaked hurricane, but on deck, every wasted move was gone. Just raw, perfect hustle.

A wave hit amidships, drenching everything. Evan, tied off at the rail, got a full blast in the face but kept his camera rolling, eyes wide with the kind of nerd-rapture only a man obsessed with documentary could muster. Maya braced herself on a winch, camera shielded with her body, blue hair dark with storm water, lips peeled back in a wild laugh that came out more animal than girl.

All around, the soundscape was pure hell: wind screaming, sails snapping, deck plates groaning as the hull flexed. Every sense was pinned to redline; my hands ached from gripping the wheel, my arms burned with the effort to keep the bow pointed upwind. This is what I was built for, what the boat was built for, but seeing my girls in the thick of it, wild and unbreakable, that was new.

“Kylie, port winch! Summer, get the aft line!” I had to bellow it.

Both women dropped to position. Kylie’s legs tensed, thighs corded, as she wrestled the winch handle like a beast. Summer skidded on her knees, grabbed the line mid-whip, and locked it in one shot, never losing balance. She looked up, blue eyes wild.

“Am I pretty when I’m heroic, Captain?” she screamed.

“Always,” I called back, letting the grin show even as another wave battered us sideways.

Kylie wasn’t about to be outdone. “I’m keeping score! Soggy bikinis are worth double!”

She got her reward: lightning forked the sky, throwing every curve on her body into high relief, and for a second, she looked like a myth. The next moment she was all business, sweat and salt and victory, as she locked the winch and let out a “HELL YES!” so loud the dolphins were probably gossiping about it three hundred yards out.

Through it all, Maya kept filming, hunkered in a slicker with her camera wrapped in plastic. The lens never wavered. Evan had the GoPro at deck level, hands shaking but still functional. Even when hands slipped and a line nearly decked him, he just cussed like a sailor and never stopped rolling.

The storm was a bully, but True North didn’t budge. She bucked and rolled, but she was built for this, and so was her crew.

After twenty minutes of mayhem, I made the call.

“Everyone below! NOW! Lock it down!”

Emma popped the hatch, eyes wide, hair in her face. She waved the girls in, already braced in a life vest, her arms out like a mother goose. “Go! Go!” she shouted.

Brooke held the main cabin door, knuckles white, eyes glittering with calculation, she’d been tracking the wind shifts in her head the whole time, and I could see the spreadsheet of risk scrolling behind her gaze.

Summer and Kylie tumbled through the portside hatch, dripping buckets, hands grabbing whatever they could for purchase. Summer actually turned and flipped the storm the bird, because of course she did, then did a little victory dance that nearly upended Maya as she slid past.

Kylie made sure everyone was in before she ducked herself, shouting, “Close it! We’re good!” and then slammed the hatch so hard the entire bulkhead rattled.

I locked the wheel, killed power to the autopilot, and ducked below, making sure the last body behind me was safe.

Inside, the world was transformed.

The hull shuddered with every broadside, portholes streaked with water so fierce it blurred the horizon. It sounded like someone was smashing buckets against the steel, but inside it was…weirdly cozy. Warm. The air was heavy with cinnamon, vanilla, the earthy rush of wet girls and the faintest memory of teak oil from the galley.

Emma had already kicked off the scramble. She towel-wrapped her crew neck-to-toe, then went full triage on Summer and Kylie, checking for cuts or bruises before shoving them into dry sweats and crew shirts. Kylie’s teeth chattered, but she was grinning, all post-adrenalin. Summer let Emma mop her hair like a puppy getting bathed, eyes dreamy and peaceful, not a care in the world.

In the galley, Emma started on comfort food with a vengeance. Banana bread hit the oven first. Nothing says “we survived” like the smell of caramelizing sugar and spice. She put on a pot of broth, then started stacking mugs, humming to herself like the storm outside was just white noise for her crew’s pleasure.

Brooke, dry in a second set of whites, set up navigation at the dining table. She spread charts, two tablets, and an old-school logbook, looking like she was prepping for deposition instead of a tropical squall. She didn’t just know our position, she could have called it blindfolded. Every time the boat rocked, she barely blinked, just ran another calculation and made a note.

Tessa found her corner. She hugged her knees, notebook balanced, pen a blur, freckles popping with every flush from the fire Emma had stoked up. I could hear her humming, unconscious, soft, a little like the lullaby of wind through the rigging after a long day. Every so often, she’d scribble something, then look up, green eyes wide, soaking in every word and laugh around her.

Lila was queen of logistics. She darted from pantry to galley, restocking towels, checking the first aid, lining up bottled water and snacks like a hurricane party was about to break out. Every few passes she’d pause and check someone’s face, just to be sure nobody was secretly falling apart. Even when she bumped Summer or Kylie in the narrow passageway, she’d apologize twice, cheeks glowing.

Evan and Maya dumped their damp gear by the door, then set up shop on the starboard couch, scrolling footage and debating edits like the rest of the world wasn’t pitching around like a carnival ride. They checked on the women in turn, Maya made sure her camera bag was dry, then immediately fixed Tessa’s blanket so the little writer wouldn’t get cold.

I took roll: every woman accounted for, every voice alive, the storm outside just a new excuse to tighten the perimeter. The hull shook, but nothing inside even hinted at breakage.

Summer and Kylie hit the table first, still toweling off, hair a mess, bare feet everywhere. Summer piled her legs across Kylie’s lap, and the two bickered about who deserved the last chocolate chip muffin like siblings who’d been at it for years.

“I saved your pretty ass from going overboard, don’t forget,” Summer teased, poking Kylie in the ribs.

Kylie fake-glared. “You’re just mad I pulled a better time on the winch. Admit it.”

“Never,” Summer shot back, voice sing-song.

Brooke arched a brow. “Is there a scoring system for work on deck, or is it just whoever looks best in a wet t-shirt?”

Kylie was on that in a heartbeat. “Soggy shirt points are real. Ask Captain Daddy.”

Lila snickered, trying to hide behind her mug of cocoa.

I poured myself a coffee, let the edge of the storm bleed off while I watched my jury of six create a new law for what it meant to be crew.

Emma dispensed warm banana bread like it was medicine. She broke off hunks for each girl, plates already hot from her hands, and didn’t rest until she’d checked every face for signs of stress or leftover fear. Tessa got her piece last. Emma always saved the best for the youngest, and Tessa’s smile said it all.

Brooke kept one eye on the nav table but listened to everything, absorbing the banter, every so often tossing in a line that cut straight to the bone.

Evan and Maya had the run of the corner couch, laptops out, reviewing storm footage. Maya muttered, “That was epic,” every couple of minutes. Evan, checking the timestamps, kept glancing up at Kylie and Summer, like he still couldn’t process what it meant to have footage of women that wild and alive.

They didn’t film below deck; that was sacred ground. But when the girls started swapping storm stories, Maya pressed record on her phone just to catch the audio. She claimed it was “for reference,” but everyone knew she just loved the sound of the harem, rowdy and raw, telling the world to get bent.

An hour passed. Rain still hammered the hull, but inside it was all cinnamon and vanilla, the warm undertow of Emma’s baking and the pulse of laughter loud enough to drown out any thunder.

Lila took an inventory, not just of supplies but of feelings. She caught me alone by the galley sink, voice low.

“Everyone’s okay, right?” she whispered. “Sometimes after a storm, people pretend, just to keep the mood.”

I grinned, let the confidence show. “You did amazing. They all did. This is the best crew I’ve ever seen.”

It wasn’t bullshit. Even Brooke heard me and turned, lips twitching in what passed for her version of a thank you.

After food, after charts, after every story worth telling had been told at least twice, the women settled in for storm shelter rituals. Summer and Kylie played cards, high stakes, loser had to fetch snacks for the table. Brooke and Emma sparred over a navigation quiz, best two out of three. Tessa cuddled into Lila’s side and read out lines from her notebook, some poetry, some just observations about the day. Lila, always the caretaker, brushed out Tessa’s wet hair, working from tips to root like a pro.

The storm outside died to a dull roar. The movement of the hull softened, the rocking now just an excuse to drift closer, to melt into blankets and each other. Every now and then, a voice would break the lull, ask about tomorrow’s sunrise, or how many days till the next hot port, or who’d be on deck rotation for the next leg.

It didn’t feel like chaos anymore. It felt like being wrapped in a quilt made of inside jokes, banana bread, and the absolute certainty that you belonged.

I listened to the voices, ducked my head under the stairwell, and watched the storm fade from war zone to memory.

True North was a beast, stubborn and seaworthy.

But the crew was something else. Every woman here could take a punch from the sky and rise up laughing, ready for the next round. Found family, forged in sweat and thunder and the crush of leftover fear.

The night ended with Emma distributing mugs of cocoa and Lila passing out lotion for sunburned knees. Maya finally put away her camera, and Evan read a line of poetry over Tessa’s shoulder, earning a smile that lit her whole face. Summer hummed something soft, a waterlogged melody, and Kylie, of all people, snuck her a blanket when she thought nobody was looking.

There was nothing left to do but breathe. Hold on to the moment.

Outside, the waves still smashed the hull, but inside, we’d already won.

And as I watched them, my harem, my crew, my unmatched, unbreakable family, I knew tomorrow could throw whatever it wanted.

We were ready.

***

After the chaos of the storm, nighttime on the yacht always felt like another world.

I knocked on Summer’s cabin door, heart thudding just a little harder than usual. She’d been quiet all dinner, picking at her food, a little removed from the wild queen she’d been on deck. I’d caught her absently spinning her ring, watching the lightning flicker through the porthole like she was waiting for something she couldn’t name.

The door creaked open, and there she was: Summer, perched cross-legged on her bed, dressed in a loose tank and worn-in cotton shorts, golden skin gone extra warm under the soft glow of a paper lantern. Her hair was still damp from a too-fast shower, gold waves spilling over bare shoulders. The band on her finger, the one she and the girls called their “wedding rings” since the night of the ceremony, flashed every time she fidgeted.

Rain ran down the glass, streaky and constant, white noise for the soul.

Summer’s eyes jumped to mine, nerves clear even as she tried to play it off. She drew her knees up, hugged them, then flashed a crooked grin.

“Hey, Captain. You got a minute?”

“For you? Always.” I closed the door behind me, the hush of the storm cradling us both.

She patted the mattress beside her. “Sit. There’s something I need to do, and I’m afraid if I don’t, my heart’s gonna explode all over the ceiling.”

Her voice wobbled, the usual bravado taking a back seat for once. She squished her palm to her chest, the exact spot my hands always seemed to find by instinct. The little shift in her body language was gorgeous: wild girl, but nervous as a first kiss.

“I meant to say all this at the Supertree thing,” she said, eyes on her feet. “But I chickened out. You know me, I get stage fright when it’s real. So, can I…?”

I reached for her hand. She let me take it, fingers soft and shaking.

“Whatever you want, Mer. I’m listening.”

She drew in a breath, then let the words spill. For a woman who lived for improvisation, her vows came out practiced, like she’d been gathering them for months.

She swallowed. “I love you. Not just because you let me fly or because you’re the only one who’s ever kept up with my crazy, but because I’m…better when I’m with you. You make me so happy I’m afraid my heart can’t keep up. With you, I can breathe. You’re my home base, even when we’re lost. I never had that before. God, I never wanted it before.”

Her voice went shaky, tears glinting in the corners of her eyes. “I promise that I’ll be yours. Like, really yours. Wife, lover, whole deal. And I want to give you babies, someday. I want us to build something that lasts, not just wild nights and adventure. The kind of family that never falls apart, even when the storms get bad.”

She pressed her forehead to my shoulder, hiding her face. “I know I’m a mess. I know most people think I’m too much, or I’ll run the second things get hard. But I swear on everything, on this ring, on you, I’m not going anywhere. I’ll love you forever. Unconditionally. No matter what.”

The words hit like hot sun after endless rain. There was no script. Just heartbreak and hope, and the way she held on to my hand like I was the only anchor in the world.

I lifted her chin, made her look at me. Her cheeks were streaked with happy-sad tears, blue eyes shining.

“I love you, too, Sunshine. Always.”

She hiccuped on a laugh, rolling her eyes at herself. “God, I’m a sap. Don’t tell Kylie. She’ll make fun of me until we die.”

I wiped her tears, tracing slow across her cheek. “I’d never rat you out. And for the record, that was perfect.”

For a second, all I wanted to do was bottle the moment. The two of us, tiny cabin, rain on the glass, her trembling in my arms and trusting me with every piece she’d kept hidden.

I kissed her. Gently, reverent, because that’s what this deserved.

She kissed back, messy and wild, but this time she let me lead. When I reached for the hem of her tank, she didn’t hesitate. Just lifted her arms, helping me peel it off.

The sight of her chest bare in the lantern light re-wired my brain.

Summer was centerfold perfection, but the real magic was in the details: the constellation of freckles trailing over her gold-tinged shoulders, the tiny scar by her ribcage, the curve and bounce of those perfect, natural D-cups that still made me question the laws of physics. Her nipples were flushed, hard, a dusky pink that begged to be taken between my lips.

I dragged my tongue along her collarbone, savoring the salt and heat and faintest whiff of coconut lotion. She arched into every touch, shivering.

“You’re so beautiful it’s dangerous,” I said, and meant it.

She sucked in a breath, eyes gone huge. “You’re just saying that.”

I shook my head.

“No. I love every inch. The way you taste salty after a swim, the muscle in your thighs, the way all your softness is earned, not bought. I love how you laugh, how you make everyone feel good just by being in the room. You make me want to be better.”

She moaned, needy, tugging my mouth to her breast. I sucked the nipple deep, teeth grazing just enough to make her back bow.

Her shorts went next, peeled slow off her hips. She lifted her ass, eager, and in the next breath, she was naked for me, sun and sea and open hunger.

I knelt between her thighs, hands splaying over her knees, pushing her legs wider. Her pussy was already slick, lips parted and gleaming, the ring of blonde down above it proof-of-birth and proof-of-woman. The scent was enough to drive me wild.

She squirmed, hands grabbing at the sheet, desperate for what came next.

“I want you to know how much I belong to you,” she whispered. “Show me, make me feel it.”

I bent and kissed the inside of her knee. Then higher, inch by inch, licking and nipping up her thigh until she trembled.

By the time my mouth found her center, she was panting, hips restive.

I licked her, slow. Tasting salt, heat, her, the flavor of everything I’d spent a lifetime chasing. She let out a sound so pure it bordered on desperate, then locked her thighs around my head.

I feasted.

Every swirl of my tongue sent a shiver up her spine. I teased the hood, then circled her clit, sucking gentle, then hard, until the moans switched from polite to primal.

She buried both hands in my hair, yanking, pulling me closer.

“Oh, fuck, yes—please, don’t stop—”

She tasted like sunrise, like midnight, like everything that ever mattered.

Her clit was tiny and perfect, and when I sucked it hard, she bucked, thighs quivering.

I slipped two fingers inside her, slow, curling up, working her G-spot the way I’d learned she loved most. Summer came apart fast, no resistance. Her back arched, breath ragged.

“Ohgod, I’m gonna—fuck, Daddy, please—”

She shattered for me. The orgasm hit like a breaker, her hips surging off the bed, thighs vise-locked around my head as if she wanted to fuse us together. She wailed, nails raking my scalp, pussy clenching, soaking my fingers, my mouth, everything.

Her cum was sweet, tangy, addictive. I lapped up every drop, not stopping until she begged for mercy.

Only then did I come up for air.

She was sprawled across the sheets, skin flushed, chest heaving.

“That’s…fuck. No one’s ever made me feel like you do,” she whispered, voice broken but happy.

I crawled up beside her, cupping her face, kissing her slow. She tasted herself on my tongue, and moaned into my mouth, hips still rolling with aftershocks.

I pulled her close, letting her melt against my skin, her limbs loose and boneless.

For a while, neither of us moved. Just breathing, tangled, letting the storm and the world fade away.

She caught my hand, squeezed it, and kissed the ring on my finger.

“I meant every word,” she whispered. “And I’ll say it every day if you let me.”

“I want nothing more,” I promised.

Outside, the rain kept falling.

Inside, we started making forever.

***

For a long minute, we just held each other, Summer boneless against my chest, her sweat and tears still hot on my lips.

But I felt it then, a ripple through her muscles. Not enough, not even close. Her hunger always came in waves, and this storm wasn’t spent. She drew her knees up, wriggling in my grip, and locked her eyes on mine, pupils blown wide, mouth trembling.

“Again,” she whispered. “Harder. Please, daddy. I need to feel it, need you to break me a little.”

The word, the surrender in her eyes, hit like a backdraft.

I rolled her flat, pinning her wrists above her head, taking in every inch of her. Summer didn’t flinch. She smiled, wild and relieved, as if I’d finally remembered the script she wanted most.

“You want me to show you who you belong to?” I asked, voice gone raw with need.

She nodded, hair a gold halo, lips parted. “Yes, daddy. I want you to take what’s yours. I want to be ruined for anybody else. Please—don’t hold back.”

That did it.

I pressed her hands harder to the mattress, my grip nearly spanning her whole forearms. She arched, offering her breasts, nipples still glistening in lantern glow. I sucked a nipple deep, bit down just enough to make her yelp, then soothed it with my tongue. She writhed, legs spreading, desperate.

I lined up my cock, still wet with her from before, and shoved in, balls-deep, with one savage thrust.

Summer screamed. Not in pain, but in pure fucking relief.

I didn’t give her time to recover. I hammered into her, every stroke hard enough to make the headboard rattle. Sweat dripped from my forehead onto her ribs, mixing in the valley between her tits. Her pussy was a furnace, gripping and milking me, every pulse drawing more heat from both of us.

She bucked under me, nails raking my shoulders, then scraped lower, dragging red lines down my back.

I slapped her thigh, hard. She gasped then grinned, the deviant.

“Thank you, daddy. More. Please, more.”

I caught both her wrists in one hand and used the other to cup her ass, tilting her hips, ramming deeper. She responded with a guttural moan, thighs locked around my waist, ankles digging in as if she could fuse us together.

I let go, let the pace go rabid, fucking her with a single-minded savagery that devoured every last vestige of self-control. The slap of my balls against her ass echoed in the tight little cabin, competing only with the wet, obscene sounds of her cunt stretching and swallowing every inch I gave her. Her cries, raw and shattered, darted from desperate to delighted and back again with every piston thrust.

“Yours,” she screamed, again and again, each time more frantic, more unmoored. “I’m yours, daddy, all yours—god, fuck me, don’t stop, never stop, please, I love you—”

She said it like a prayer. Like a curse. Every repetition was gasoline, and I was already on fire. The need to mark her, to break her in all the best ways, pounded behind my eyes.

I shifted higher, pinning both her slender wrists with one fist, the other hand yanking her thigh up to open her wider. Her hips met every stroke, greedy, as if her core could never be filled enough. Her tits bounced wildly with the violence of it, and her face, god, the way she looked up at me, pure worship and feral hunger, the way her pupils bled the blue out of her eyes, made me lose my goddamn mind.

She started to sob, not with pain but with the overwhelming everything of it. Her mouth hung open, trying and failing to shape words, so instead she just chanted my name, “Cole—daddy—yours—” until her voice cracked and she dissolved into helpless, animal sound.

I let go of her thigh and reached for her throat. Not to hurt, never that, just to hold her steady, to give her the boundary and the belonging she begged for. She shuddered, eyes rolling back, and the flutter of her pulse against my palm nearly made me blow then and there.

“Fuck, you’re perfect,” I growled, barely recognizing my own voice.

She whimpered, clamping her pussy so tight around me it was like her body never wanted to let go.

“Harder,” she begged, “please, I want it—I want you to make it so I can’t walk tomorrow, I want to feel it forever—”

I lost it then, pistoning in short, savage bursts. Her pussy milked me with every thrust, her orgasm building so fast it was almost violent, a chain reaction tearing through her muscles until she screamed, hands clawing for me, trying to drag me deeper, harder, home.

“Daddy, I’m coming,” she sobbed, “I’m coming—”

She lost it then, arching off the mattress, pussy clenching hard.

“Daddy, I’m coming—holy fuck, don’t stop, don’t stop—”

Her orgasm detonated, the quake so wild she nearly bucked me off. I pinned her, watching her break, and let go.

The second I felt her let go, I let myself go with her. I slammed in deep, grinding her open on the last thrust, and then everything went white behind my eyes as I erupted inside her, cock throbbing so hard I saw stars. I wasn’t gentle. I didn’t want to be. I wanted her to feel every last spasm, every pulse, every ounce of molten heat as I emptied into her. It didn’t stop at one. It hit in waves, every fresh surge a little more raw, a little more desperate, until even my own cries of release braided in with hers. My hips bucked on instinct, grinding her pelvis to mine, keeping us locked, fused, the way she always demanded.

She shrieked my name, nails clawing deep into my skin, marks I’d wear for days, reminders of the way she wanted to be owned, claimed, loved to the edge of destruction. The sound of her, the feel, the total surrender, it short-circuited something in me, and I pumped her full, not letting up until the last twitch shuddered through us both.

She collapsed under me, eyes rolled back, mouth slack and gasping for air, her body trembling so hard I thought she might pass out. Her pussy clenched around my cock in aftershocks, wringing me dry, her legs spasming with every little throb, every tiny echo of the quake that had just torn through her.

I watched her, panting, amazed. I’d never seen anyone come so hard it broke them, but Summer had a talent for shattering herself and trusting me to put the pieces back together.

She sobbed my name again, softer now, pleading almost, like she was begging me not to leave her in the ruins. I wiped tears off her cheeks and she pulled at my arms, searching for skin, for anchor, for comfort after the storm.

I wrapped myself around her, holding her through the aftershocks, my cock still sheathed in her, still twitching as if it couldn’t bear to let her go.

“Shhh,” I whispered, nuzzling her hair, “I’ve got you. I’ll always have you.”

Her tears slowed, breath caught up. She clung to my hand like a keepsake.

I eased the grip on her wrists, then stroked her hair back, gentle, as her body stopped shaking.

She stared at me, sweat in her lashes, voice barely a whisper.

“Nobody’s ever touched me like that. Never. I trust you with everything. I love you, Captain Daddy. I love you, I love you so fucking much.”

I kissed her, slow, reverent, a thank you for every wild, impossible thing she’d just gifted me.

We sprawled together, heat radiating, the scent of sex thick in the tiny cabin. Rain lashed the porthole, but inside, it was a storm of our own making.

She curled into me then, still naked, cheek resting on my bicep.

For a while, she was quiet. Too quiet.

Finally, she spoke.

“What happens when we’re back in Miami?” Her voice was uncertain, the edge of old wounds resurfacing. “What if people see us different? What if the bubble pops, and we’re just weirdos with rings and a harem fantasy?”

I stroked her back, hand wide and steady. “I’ve thought about it. A lot.”

“Tell me.”

So I did.

“My townhouse is huge. You’ll have a room, and a studio, and an editing bay for your videos. You can film, cook, crash, whatever. There’s room for every woman here. If it’s not enough, we’ll build one. From scratch. We’ll do custom True North charters, private, high-end, no stress. You get to be on the water when you want, and chill when you need to. The city’s got nothing on us, Sunshine. We make our own rules.”

She exhaled, slow, relaxing by degrees.

“It’s not the house,” she said, softer. “It’s the people. I don’t want to lose this.”

She tapped her ring, then looked at me, blue eyes pure sincerity.

“I never had a home. Not really. I don’t want to lose you. Or the girls. Even when it gets hard. Promise?”

“I promise.” The answer was simple. “We built this. Nobody can take it from us.”

She grinned then, loose and happy, all the tension gone.

“Okay, Captain Daddy. I believe you.” She yawned, then snuggled deeper. “You’re dangerous, you know that?”

“Only for you,” I said, and meant it.

A minute later, she drifted off, breathing slow, lips soft, ring pressed to her heart.

I stayed awake, mapping the future on the dark.

The yacht rocked in the fading storm, the same familiar motion, but the world ahead was brand new: Miami, daylight, neighbors, cameras, all of it. Challenges, sure. But the girls, the harem, my family, they were the fire I’d never let die.

Rain streaked the porthole. Summer’s body was hot, heavy, and perfectly tangled in mine.

Whatever tomorrow brought, storm, scandal, or just plain old Florida sun, I knew we’d ride it out together.

That was the job.

That was my vow.

And I’d keep it, come hell or high water.


Chapter ten
Worldwide Sensation


Bare feet on deck, open ocean stretching from horizon to horizon, and that weird, weightless peace that only hits after a storm. Tonight, “family meeting” wasn’t just an excuse for a round of drinks.

It was something else, a new energy crackling beneath the surface, half anticipation and half raw nerves.

I’d called it at sunset, knowing every woman would show up looking like a vision. They delivered: six darlings, decked out in whatever counted as “clothes” after a week of heat and humidity. Sundresses, tanks, shorts, bare midriffs, banded wrists, their commitment rings flashing as they moved. The air glimmered with hope, sex, and that cut-glass clarity you only get at the end of a long chase.

The women gathered midship: Brooke, already at the teak table, posture so precise you could balance a martini glass on her spine; Emma, beside her, sundress off one shoulder, hair loose, touch ready for anyone who needed reassurance; Summer, feet up on a deck chair, golden and daring, white bikini nearly see-through; Kylie, crash-landing into her seat, long legs everywhere, her grin setting off every competitive nerve within fifty feet; Tessa, perched on a cushion, battered notebook already in hand, eyes wide and pre-programmed for every emotional wavelength; and Lila, at the edge, hair perfect, dress barely covering the essentials, looking like she was torn between excitement and a world of nerves.

Evan and Maya slipped into place. Evan with his classic-casual button-down and tablet in hand, running the show like he’d spent his whole life dreaming of this moment. Maya had her usual hurricane of tech, camera slung at her hip, phone in one hand, tumbling stats across the screen like a Vegas card dealer.

I didn’t bother making a speech. Not my style.

Instead, I nodded at Evan. “You’re up, Mills.”

Evan lit up, tapping furiously. He spun his tablet toward the group; a column of numbers exploded across the display.

“Last 24 hours,” he said, voice just loud enough to carry, “Harem on the Horizon is the number one stream in English, Spanish, and Portuguese. Europe’s going nuts: Germany, the UK, the whole damn Nordics. Australia is obsessed. We’re top three in every territory except China—”

Summer laughed, sunlight in her throat. “So the only place we’re not famous is a country where we’d get arrested for this.”

Maya cackled, scrolling through a firestorm of DM pop-ups. “Try arrested and then dissected for research. But listen to this—” She glanced at her phone, scanned the feed, then read off: “‘I want to be one of his girls. Yacht Daddy Supreme, please adopt me!’ That’s a real quote. ‘Y’all are sickos, but I watch every episode.’ And, my personal favorite, ‘Why does no one look this happy on The Bachelor?’”

That turned heads. First a round of snickers, then a barbed comment from Kylie. “Probably because they’re all in heat, but not allowed to admit it. We’re just honest.” She stretched, every muscle in her legs popping. “You think the sponsors are flipping their shit right now?”

Evan grinned. “Not flipping, but they’re definitely watching. Every major brand wanted to know if we can do a Q&A episode. Or a wedding special. No joke.”

Brooke cut across the chatter, eyebrows drawn but lips curled, like she was already playing the next round. “Can I see the retention rates? Or age demographics? I’m curious whether engagement is sustained, or if it’s just a novelty spike.”

Evan swiped, brought up a new graph. “Sustained. The numbers aren’t dropping. If anything, our share is growing with every post-episode drop. Most viral is the Gardens by the Bay ceremony: three million likes in ten hours. That scene at the bow with the seven lanterns? Users made GIFs out of it. It’s everywhere. And the rings—” He nodded at their hands, “are already a meme.”

So much for the no cameras rule during the commitment ceremony. Even now, I could hardly wrap my head around it: Maya and Evan had somehow ghosted their way into Gardens by the Bay and spent the entire event tucked out of sight behind a Supertree, their camera lens sweeping over us the whole time. None of us had noticed, not a single second. It wasn’t until I caught the raw footage in the editing booth that the truth hit me, sharp as a gasp. In that instant I wanted to make Evan kill the whole file, delete every second and pretend it had never happened. But the girls wouldn’t let me. United, they dug in their heels, claiming we needed the world to see, to know that we were more than just a floating fuck fest. That what we’d built here was something deeper, real. They insisted, and I relented, the image of us, unknowing and unfiltered beneath the Supertree, seared into me.

Summer flapped her hand, admiring her own jewelry. “I’m practically a cult leader now, Captain Daddy. Did you ever think you’d have groupies this passionate?”

Before I could answer, Maya threw in the next grenade. “The haters are loud, too. You want the spicy ones?”

Summer snorted, “Only if you do the voices.”

Maya inhaled, going full performance mode: “‘I hope they all get scurvy and sink, polyamory is a crime against nature.’ Or: ‘This is everything wrong with the world, but Summer is hot, so she gets a pass.’ And, ‘That blonde chick could do so much better. Blink twice if you need a rescue, Brooke!’” She cracked up, shaking her phone.

Kylie didn’t miss a beat. “So, wait, you’re saying I’m the villain? That’s hot. I want my own hashtag.”

Tessa scribbled at lightning speed, lips barely moving. “You…like the attention?”

Kylie shrugged, flashing a grin. “Sure. Let ’em howl. Means we’re winning, right?”

Emma, always the diplomat, patted Lila’s arm and steered the mood back to center. “What matters is how we handle it. Not everyone understands what we have, but it’s real. Nobody can fake the kind of happiness we’re showing, not for this long. That’s why people keep watching.”

Lila was the first to crack. She started the meeting bolt upright, eyes huge, hands folded like the world’s politest cocktail waitress. The longer the talk went, the more she wilted. At first, she nodded, smiled, even laughed at Summer’s jokes. But by the second round of social trolling, she shrank, tucking her knees up, hands twisting at her wedding-band like a comfort object.

I kept an eye on her. Noted every tell.

Brooke, never one to let emotion get in the way of momentum, gestured at the group. “If we’re planning to expand this, we need boundaries. Clear ones. Not just for the sake of drama, but so nobody gets caught by surprise. I recommend scheduled blackout hours: time each day when no filming is allowed, no live posts, nothing hits the internet without review.”

Summer snapped her fingers, eyes bright. “I vote for blackout time just after sunrise and before dinner. I want my nap and snack privacy. And veto rights. Nobody airs anything I hate, not even my bad hair days.”

Maya nodded, tapping notes. “That’s doable. We can lock out camera access for any slot on the schedule. And majority vote for any footage that’s borderline, like, if more than two of you object, it gets cut. Easy.”

Evan raised a hand, not wanting to lose the thread. “Just so you know, the platform is loving the transparency. Fans love seeing you negotiate how to be a family, not just a harem. It’s unique, and kind of why this is blowing up.”

Emma smiled, softer now. “Maybe we can teach people something. Not everyone wants to live like this, but everyone deserves honesty.”

That was a hell of a line, and for a second, I thought it might land as the official note for the night.

But Lila…she hadn’t said a word. And the others started to notice.

Tessa, the historian, tried to draw her out. “Lila? What do you think?”

Lila blinked, wetting her lips. “I… I think it’s nice we have new rules. Privacy is good. I just hope it doesn’t change us, or how we feel about each other.”

There it was. The worry beneath the perfect skin, the worry I’d seen in a dozen women who’d been let down by people promising “forever.”

Summer reached over, ran a thumb across Lila’s knuckles. “Change? C’mon, Bluebell. If anything, it just makes us stronger. And, hey, if anyone’s mean on the internet, we’ll prank them so hard their grandkids feel it.”

Kylie leaned in, voice lower. “Besides, the haters always flame out. They get bored once they realize we’re not going to fall apart. I like making them wait. It’s a power move.”

Brooke met my eyes, her stare all business. “Captain, do you support these terms?”

I didn’t hesitate. “Absolutely. Nobody gets cut, nobody gets trashed, nobody gets tricked into a headline. And if there’s ever a question, we shut it down. No explanation needed.”

The crew nodded, even Maya and Evan, who clearly understood how rare that kind of solidarity was in broadcast.

The sun slipped lower, every second painting the women gold, then orange, then indigo. The light turned the rings into tiny fires. I never wanted to forget that image: my girls, lined up, hands entwined, each one a universe and a promise in the making.

When the agenda bled into small talk, Summer plotting a themed movie night, Kylie wanting to up her cocktail game, Brooke pushing for a new rotation on deck duty, the underlying nerves faded. Most of the crew peeled off in search of snacks or one-on-one time. Tessa and Emma vanished into the galley, probably to argue recipes. Kylie and Summer, best troublemakers alive, darted off plotting how to punk their Captain on deck. Brooke, quick as a flash, snagged Evan and Maya for a post-mortem on all things analytics, her ambition never clocking out.

Only Lila stayed behind.

She lingered by the starboard rail, watching the sun melt into the wild, endless blue. The whole world softened around her, the muscles in her shoulders going slack as if she was holding up the whole sky on a back built for something softer. Her hair caught the last light, a halo on loan from some painting, and the ring on her finger flashed with every heartbeat.

She traced the edge, fidgeting, deep in a thought none of us had the language for.

The others barely noticed, swept up in their own momentum.

But for me, that image, her, sunset, lost and found under a new sky, was what the world needed to see. Not the show, not the drama, but the truth of who we were when the cameras went dark.

This was what I’d signed up for. This was what I’d protect.

I made a note, mental and otherwise, to meet her there, later, without the crowd.

Some moments were too important to share, even on the world’s biggest stage.

The sun set. The world kept spinning. My harem, my family, was ready for whatever came next.

***

The ocean at night was pure cathedral.

I padded down the corridor, feet silent on teak, every step lit by the hush of water and the pulse of wind along the hull. Lila’s cabin door was cracked, soft gold leaking into the black. From inside, I heard only the sound of her breathing, slow and measured, not quite steady.

I tapped once.

She jumped, then smiled. “Come in, please.”

Lila was perched on her bunk, legs tucked up, a blanket around her shoulders. Her hair fell loose, blue-black and glossy in the lamplight. The ring on her finger flared, a small star in the gloom. The scent in the room was a mix of vanilla and ocean, so sweet it almost ached.

I sat on the edge of the bed, close but not crowding her. She was nervous, but this was a different flavor, not fear, not even shyness, but something root-deep and searching for the right words.

She started slow. “I wanted to talk to you…before I lost my nerve. After what happened tonight, and in Singapore, and…just, everything.”

I nodded, letting her lead.

Her voice trembled at first, but grew steadier. “I grew up in churches. Not one, but a dozen. Every time my parents split, it was a new congregation. They all promised answers, but all I ever felt was…empty. I used to pray, but it was like sending letters to a mailbox that never gave anything back.”

She looked at her hand, turning the ring in the light. “But the Luminous Bond Ceremony? That was…different. Real. I didn’t know I could feel that way. Not just about you, but about all of us.”

She met my eyes, and the world fell away.

“I’ve never felt closer to God than I have out here on the open sea with no land or church anywhere in sight.” The words were soft, but they vibrated in the air. “It doesn’t feel fake. It feels like love is the only thing that matters. I want to belong. I want to be yours, in every way.”

She slid off the bed, kneeling in front of me. “I want to make a vow, right now. Just us.”

I took her hands, the heat and softness of them, letting her offer everything, no questions.

She breathed in, deep, ready to speak her truth.

“I promise you, before God, Lord of the Deep, and whatever else is listening, that I am yours. Your wife, your partner, your friend. I’ll love you with honesty. I’ll raise your children, if we have them, and I’ll stand by you and the other women, always. I want to build a family, a real one, with you. Not something for show, not something hollow. Something that makes the rest of the world look small by comparison.”

She paused, trying to swallow the emotion.

“I know I’m not as bold as Summer, or as smart as Brooke. I know I’m shy, and sometimes I freeze up. But you make me feel seen. You make me feel like I can be strong, too.” She bit her lip, tears bright in her eyes but voice unshaken. “I want you. I want everything. You gave me a ring and made your vow to me. This is me making my vow to you. I love you, Cole Everett, now and for all time.”

She broke off, searching for any sign I’d turn her away.

I didn’t. I squeezed her hands, holding her as if she was the last good thing in the world.

“You’re perfect, Lila. You belong here, at my side, on this boat with your family.”

She let out a broken laugh, relief flooding her face.

Her hands found my chest, palms flat like she was memorizing the shape of me.

She looked up, defiant and radiant. “Then I’m yours. Forever.”

I bent, kissed her forehead, then her lips, sweet, trembling, endless. Never in my life had a vow felt so real. Not in any boardroom, not in any chapel. This was holy.

We stayed like that, locked together in shadow and lamplight, the hush of the sea a living witness.

For that moment, there was no show, no fear, no outside world at all.

Just a girl, a man, and a promise big enough to fill the sky.

***

She stood before me, moonlight silvering her hair, the blue-black shine painting her bare shoulders in a way that made every other woman in the world seem like a dim memory.

I started at her lips, brushed a kiss across them, soft, almost shy. She tasted like vanilla, like hope, like the edge of something sacred. My hands shook, not from nerves but from the force of wanting to get this right.

I unfastened the strap of her sundress, baring Lila inch by inch in the low gold of the reading lamp. The sight of her perfect breasts always undid me: full, creamy, topped with nipples already hard from anticipation. I cupped the weight of them, worshipping the shape with both hands, thumbing and rolling until her eyes fluttered closed.

She moaned, that slow, delicious sound that said she was opening up just for me.

I kissed her collarbone, trailed lower, lapping rainwater, salt from her naked skin. My tongue traced a line from her throat to the dip between her breasts, savoring every freckle, every gasp, every waver of her hands in my hair.

“Do you know how beautiful you are?” I asked, kissing the tip of her nipple, slow as honey.

“I didn’t. Not until you,” she whispered.

She arched for more, thighs already trembling as my hands found the curve of her waist, then lower, the legendary ass that was the heart of every wet dream for miles. I squeezed both cheeks, spreading her open, loving the way she shivered when I did.

I took my time. Kissed belly, hips, the inner slide of her thigh. Her body was a secret garden, and I wanted every inch to remember tonight.

She let the dress fall, standing there only in a pair of sky-blue panties, already damp at the core. I knelt and peeled them down, kissing the hollow of her hip as I went.

Her pussy was bare, flushed, open for anything.

I stroked my fingers along her lips, silk, heat, sweet ache.

She moaned, voice trembling. “I want you. Please, I want you to touch me.”

I did, first with my hands, then my mouth. I licked her slow, letting her taste roll over my tongue, clean, sweet, so fucking soft. I circled her clit, teasing, coaxing breathy gasps. I was gentle, savoring every tremor in her thighs, every whispered “Yes, oh god, yes” that tumbled from her lips.

When I finally slid two fingers inside her, she melted.

Her pussy clamped, desperate, greedy for more. I curled up, working her G-spot, tongue flickering just right. She writhed, hips rolling, every muscle wanting more but too polite to demand it.

“Do you like this?” I asked, voice thick with want.

She nodded, too lost to talk.

I took her higher, slow and sure, until she dug her nails into my scalp and let loose a moan that felt like it could peel paint from the hull.

She came, shivering, the whole body aftershock running straight through my tongue.

I licked her clean, not stopping until she begged me up for air.

When I rose, her cheeks were streaked with tears, all joy, no pain.

I pressed my cock against her, letting her feel how hard I was, how much I wanted to belong to her just as much as she wanted to belong to me.

She reached down, stroked me, then guided me onto the bed.

“Inside me? Please, Cole. I want to feel all of you.”

We settled in, her on her back, arms above her head, eyes wide and wild with trust.

I crawled between her thighs, lined up, and slid home, slow, the head parting her slick heat, then all the way, buried to the hilt. Her pussy stretched for me, pulsing, that perfect vise grip making my vision blur.

I stopped and kissed her, slow, pouring every ounce of patience into it.

She wrapped her legs around my waist, drawing me deeper.

I started to move, rolling my hips, long and smooth, watching her face for every twitch of need. Her breasts bounced with every thrust, nipples hard, the flush on her neck spreading down to her chest.

I whispered to her the whole time, dirty, adoring, everything she needed to hear.

“You’re perfect.”

“I love your body.”

“You belong to me, every inch, every heartbeat.”

She shuddered, biting her lip, thighs flexing as she clamped down on my cock.

“Do you want more?” I teased, grinding in circles.

She nodded, eyes rapt. “Harder, please, but stay with me. Don’t let go.”

I rocked into her, just a bit rougher, using my weight to pin her. I held her hands above her head, fingers interlaced. She loved the feeling of being claimed but always wanted to know I was still watching, still there.

I didn’t let her out of my gaze, not for a second.

She started to sob, the emotion so close to the surface it spilled over.

“Oh god, I love you—I love you,” she gasped, the words breaking as her orgasm built.

I gave her everything that night, holding nothing back from the sweet, shining girl who had just knelt before me and sworn a vow older than time. I moved inside her with the patience of oceans eroding cliffs, slow and deep, letting each thrust mean something, letting every push forward be a wordless echo of the promises we’d spoken. Her legs locked tight around my hips, her body trembling under me, the sweet warmth of her pussy squeezing me in long, honeyed pulses that made my vision go white at the edges.

I kissed her everywhere I could reach, her cheeks wet with tears, her ruined mascara, the soft arch of her brow, and told her things I’d never said out loud, not even to myself. That I needed her. That she was sunlight in a world built for storms. That her laughter was home to me, and her body was a country I could spend a lifetime exploring and never grow tired of the view. She whimpered at every word, her back arching, her hands grasping at my shoulders like she wanted to anchor herself to this moment forever.

I slowed, nearly stopping, just to feel the tight, trembling clutch of her around me, the way her body begged for more even as she shook with the waves of the last orgasm. Her hands tangled in my hair and pressed me close, lips seeking mine, tongue desperate and greedy. When she whispered “Don’t stop,” it was a prayer, not a plea, and I obeyed, rocking into her slow and relentless, grinding my hips to make sure she felt every inch I had to offer.

Her face was open, radiant, every flicker of pleasure or pain plain as day, and I watched as the fire built again in her belly. She was so close to the edge, so trusting, so vulnerable. I could feel her heartbeat through the tight clutch of her thighs, could taste the salt of her skin as I kissed down her neck, could see the way her pupils swallowed her eyes as I fucked her, steady and sure.

"You’re safe," I told her, not even knowing where the words came from. "You’re mine. No one will ever take this from you."

She squeezed tighter, her entire body a single drawn bowstring. I felt her clench, her pussy rippling around me, the first shudders of a tidal wave about to break. I wanted to see her come apart for me, wanted to give her the kind of release that would echo in her bones for days.

I drove in deep, filling her to the hilt, and stayed there, grinding in circles with the full press of my body so she could feel my heartbeat through my cock, my love in the weight of my hands pinning hers above her head. Her voice came out in sobs, her cries muffled by the lock of our lips, but I could feel every word in the desperate squeeze and flutter of her cunt.

I held her gaze so she knew this was real, this wasn’t a dream or a story or a show for anyone but us.

"Come for me," I whispered, and she did, legs shaking, body quaking, her cunt fluttering around my cock.

The pleasure hit me, too, white-hot, violent, total.

I felt the crash coming before it hit, rising up in her body and echoing out through mine, a tidal wave cresting and breaking with a force that threatened to tear us both apart. Lila’s shudders started in her belly, then rippled through her thighs, her arms, her whole self. Her nails bit into my back, not hard enough to hurt but enough to make it clear this was real, her body’s brutal, beautiful way of telling me not to let go. The sounds she made didn’t even sound human, just raw, wild surrender: a sob, a gasp, something between a prayer and a curse. My cock throbbed inside her, so hard it was agony, and the pressure at the root of me built until it was all I could do to keep from roaring her name loud enough to wake the entire Indian Ocean.

I stayed with her, watching the bloom of ecstasy across her face, the tears slipping down her cheeks, the glimmer of mascara giving up the ghost as she came, hard, around me. I had to slow my own body down to savor every moment of it, but when the edge finally arrived there was nothing left to do but leap. My balls tightened, my spine arched, and I poured myself into her, thick and hot and desperate, my cock pulsing with release. The world shrank to the tiny space where our bodies met, the soft catch of her hips against mine, the wet clutch of her pussy milking every drop, the sweat-slick slide of our bellies pressed close. I fucked her through it, the slow grind letting the aftershocks stretch and shudder, each twitch of her cunt drawing more from me than I thought I had left to give.

She held on like she was drowning, her arms locked around my neck and her legs pulling me in deeper, like she could fold me up inside herself and keep me safe from everything that waited outside this stateroom, outside this night. My heart pounded in my ears, the rush of blood making everything vivid, the sharp scent of rain and sex, the tremble of her breath on my shoulder, the quiet little whimpers she let out when the pleasure was too much and not enough, all at once. My own mind broke apart, the world spinning, and I came with her, came hard, filling her with every pulse, every frantic need I’d spent days hiding behind patience and control.

When it ended, the silence was holy.

We didn’t move, just held on, gasping in the humid dark, our bodies still joined, still twitching with phantom pleasure. I brushed the hair from her eyes and kissed her, and this time she tasted like tears and salt and pure, unfiltered relief. I never wanted to let her go, not for a second, not even for air.

I rolled to my side, pulling her to my chest.

For a while, we just lay there, sweat cooling, heartbeats twinned.

It felt like peace. The real kind.

After a long minute, Lila rolled onto her back, staring at the ring on her finger.

She took a shaky breath.

“Can I tell you something?”

“Always.”

She hesitated, voice barely a whisper. “Sometimes…I’m afraid I’m just one of the girls. Like, you have your harem, and I’m just another body, not someone you truly want. I know it’s not rational, but—”

I cut her off with a gentle finger to her lips.

“Lila, look at me.”

She did, eyes flooded with hope and fear.

“You are not just another woman. You were the first to call this love. You’re the softness this family needs, the heart. When things get wild, you’re the one everyone comes to for comfort. You remember birthdays, you know how everyone takes their coffee, you notice when someone’s hurting and fix it before they can even admit it. You make people feel safe, cherished, not just wanted. You make me feel like a better man, not just a captain or a trophy. There’s a sweetness in you that’s rare as fuck and twice as beautiful.”

She started to cry, but this time it was all joy.

“You mean that?”

“With everything I have. Look at tonight. Look at how you shine. Nobody could ever replace you.”

She hugged me, breath hitching, and I held her through it.

When she finally calmed, she kissed me, softer than ever.

“Then I can handle anything. Cameras, fans, even the ‘Yacht Daddy’ memes.”

I laughed, swept a thumb along her cheek, and kissed her ring.

“That’s my girl.”

We fell asleep, still joined, her breathing slow and steady, every doubt banished to the deep.

For once, the world had nothing left to threaten us.

She was mine.

And I was hers.

Ready to show it to the world, cameras or not.


Chapter eleven
My Obsession


I’d just gotten the new forecast lined up beside the current, plotting our course to beat a wind front coming up from the southeast, when someone knocked on my cabin door. Soft, so soft I almost thought I imagined it.

“Come in,” I called, expecting maybe Lila, or Summer with a prank, or even Emma on a menu run.

Instead, the door opened just enough to let in a wedge of hallway light and then Brooke.

Correction: Brooke in my captain’s shirt and nothing else.

For a second, I just stared, mind stuck in neutral. There she stood, platinum hair streaming down her back, framing shoulders and collarbones that would have made a Renaissance painter weep. The shirt, my shirt, barely covered the curves of her breasts, leaving a scandalous triangle of skin exposed with each subtle movement. The cut of fabric hit mid-thigh, but it did nothing to hide the length of her legs or the way her hips flared under the soft cotton.

It was like she’d walked out of a billion-dollar daydream and straight into my cabin.

She didn’t wait for permission. Brooke stepped in, closed the door with a click, and locked her gaze on mine. I was so used to her as the poised, controlled general of the group, never a hair or a word out of place. This version, bare, vulnerable, eyes wide and stormy, rocked me back in my seat.

She walked, slow, deliberate, across the rug. Her knees hit the floor in front of my chair, and she looked up with those ice-blue eyes that had started a hundred arguments and stolen a thousand hours of my sleep.

“Please, daddy,” she whispered, just loud enough to shatter any last defense I had. “I need you to take control. Don’t hold back. Not tonight.”

If the world had ended in that instant, I’d have died a happy man.

I let go of the pencil, exhaled slow, and ran my hand through her hair, cupping her jaw. “Is this what you want, Princess?”

She nodded, lips trembling. “More than anything,” she whispered. “I want to be yours. All yours.”

I wasn’t about to argue.

For a heartbeat, I just drank her in. The contrast. The surrender. I could smell her, too: hints of sunscreen, fresh shampoo, and something warmer, sweeter, her own electric arousal. Kneeling in front of me, Brooke radiated heat so intense my cock surged instantly, pulsing inside my shorts like it was trying to break free.

She didn’t bother with subtle. Hands braced on my thighs, she stared up at me, lips parted, breathing shallow. The collar of my shirt gaped, showing the beginning of creamy cleavage, perfect and close enough to touch.

“Tell me what to do,” she begged, voice gone liquid and wild.

“Open your mouth,” I said, guiding her chin higher. “Show me how much you need it.”

She obeyed, tongue out, lips parted in the perfect O.

I freed my cock, already rock hard, and traced it across her lower lip, smearing precum. The sight of the most controlled woman on deck, kneeling for me, made my head spin like a drunk on New Year’s.

She didn’t hesitate. Brooke leaned in and swirled her tongue along the crown, a trembling exhale shaking through her. She wrapped her lips around the head and sucked, slow and deliberate, treating each inch like it was the most important thing in the world.

“God, you look good on your knees,” I groaned, threading my fingers into her hair and guiding her lower.

She moaned, then deepthroated me, eyes never leaving my face. The initial pressure was insane, the tight, hot clutch of her lips and the velvet-soft way she adjusted each time I pushed deeper.

She set a rhythm, deliberate, greedy, hands sliding up the outside of my thighs and cupping my ass to pull me closer. Every bob of her head sent my cock deeper into her throat. She barely gagged, just a little shiver that made her eyes water in the sexiest way I’d ever seen.

Choked sobs, desperate and needy, rumbled out with every pass. Brooke was always flawless, but here, mascara streaked, mouth stuffed, she was pure, primal surrender.

“You want all of it?” I challenged, voice harder.

She nodded, lips sealed tight around the shaft.

“Use your hands, too. Stroke my balls while you suck it.”

Brooke obeyed, wrapping her fingers around the base and fondling my sac with perfect pressure. She pumped as she sucked, tongue swirling, then every few strokes she’d drop her jaw and swallow me whole, like she was starved for the taste.

The effect was immediate. I grabbed her hair, made a makeshift handle, and started to use her in earnest, slow at first, then building, until her nose mashed into my groin each time.

“Fuck, that’s good,” I groaned. “You take it like you were made for me.”

She whimpered, slobber coating my cock, the messier she got, the more she moaned.

“Harder,” she managed, pulling off with a gasp. “I want you to use me, daddy. Don’t hold back.”

That was all I needed. I drove my cock down her throat, pumping in short, sharp bursts, watching tears break free and roll down her cheeks. She kept her eyes locked on mine the entire time, worshipping, begging for more.

“Are you going to come for me?” she asked, gasping for breath in between slurps. “Do it. I want to taste everything. I want to be your good girl, your perfect slut.”

The words, those fucking words, shot straight to the root of me.

“Brace yourself,” I warned.

She took a breath and went all in, mouth wide, ready.

I slammed home, held her there, and exploded. Hot jets pulsed down her throat, and Brooke swallowed every drop, not even flinching. She milked the base, sucking and pumping, determined to drain me dry.

The intensity shot fireworks behind my eyes. My legs trembled, blood roaring in my ears, but Brooke stayed locked on, milking my cock like a dream.

When I finally released, she let me slip out with a lewd pop and licked the tip, eyes shining.

“Thank you, daddy,” she whispered, cradling my balls, “but I want more. I want you to fuck me until I can’t stand. Use me. Please.”

If she’d ever hesitated, it was gone now. This wasn’t the woman terrified of making a mistake in front of the group. This was Brooke unchained, hungry for whatever joy or punishment I wanted to dish out.

I yanked her up and spun her against the bulkhead. The shirt bunched around her waist, baring the round, perfect globe of her ass. I slapped it, hard, watching the cheek bounce.

She squealed, but it was pure pleasure.

“Again, please, I need it.”

I obliged, cracking both cheeks until they flushed red, then dropped to my knees and buried my face between them. Her pussy was already soaked, juices running down the inside of her thighs. She gasped as I licked her from behind, tongue parting her folds, fucking her with every pass.

She braced her hands on the wall, legs spread, ass pushed out, shaking with every lap of my tongue.

“Fuck, daddy—yes! Please eat me, make me yours—”

I went to town, licking and sucking her clit, teasing her entrance, then pressing a finger against her tightest hole. Brooke made a sound that was half sob, half scream.

“You want both?” I whispered, circling her asshole.

“Yes, please, I want everything, anything—”

I rimmed her with my tongue, then stood and lined up my cock.

She pressed back, desperate. “I’m ready, daddy, please—please fuck me—”

I didn’t tease. I slammed inside her, one hard push burying my cock to the hilt.

Brooke’s head hit the wall; she shrieked in bliss.

“Harder. Please, fuck me harder, daddy. I want to feel you in my fucking soul—”

Every thrust was a battering ram. I was relentless, hammering Brooke against the wall with a force I’d never dared to use with any woman. She took it, every inch, every shuddering impact, her hands braced flat beside her head. The blows echoed in the tight cabin, flesh on flesh, her strangled cries ricocheting off the wood as I drove myself deeper. My grip on her hips was brutal, fingers digging deep enough to leave tomorrow’s marks, a roadmap of everything I felt for her, all the hunger and devotion and twisted, incandescent need I’d kept buttoned up for years.

The shirt, my shirt, bunched high around her waist. Each time I slammed in, her ass rippled, red handprints blooming across the perfect curve. She arched back, presenting herself, her body a living demand. The heat of her was savage and liquid, the tight clutch of her cunt pulling me in, pulsing like a living thing. With every stroke, she gave a ragged gasp, her voice raw, not a hint of composure left. Just need and surrender.

I could hear the breath leaving her in little sobs, each one a surrender, a confession, a thank you. She clung to the wall, head lowered, platinum hair veiling her face. I reached forward, grabbed a fistful of it, and yanked her upright. Brooke cried out, the sound dissolving into a moan as I forced her to look straight ahead, spine bowed like a violin string about to snap.

“Good girl, take it, take all of it,” I growled into her ear, letting the words buzz against her skin. She shivered, and I felt her clench around me, the first little tremor of an orgasm building at the base of her spine.

“Please don’t stop, oh, fuck, please daddy, I—” Her voice broke, ragged, her words disintegrating into pure sound.

I wanted to destroy her. I wanted to build her back up with every thrust. I wanted to erase the world, make her forget every rule she’d ever written for herself. Brooke Hollis, the most disciplined woman I’d ever met, was melting in my hands, desperate and feral and so beautiful I could have cried.

The next few minutes blurred as muscle and memory took over. I used her, bent her to my rhythm, shifting my grip to her throat. Not choking, just holding her there, feeling the frantic gallop of her pulse under my thumb. Her pussy got tighter, wetter, every slap of our bodies together sending shocks of white through my vision. I was right on the edge but held back just to watch her come apart.

And then she did. Hard. Brooke’s entire body convulsed, knees buckling, pussy spasming on my cock so violently that I had to hold her upright. She screamed, just for a second, then went completely limp in my arms.

“Daddy, oh god, I can’t—”

I pinned her to the wall, never slowing. The orgasm hit her in waves, bringing fresh sobs and wild, unfiltered curses.

She begged for it, every second. “More, please, don’t stop—”

I didn’t. I fucked her through the aftershocks, then yanked her off the wall and bent her over the desk.

Navigation charts scattered, pens rolled to the floor, but all I could focus on was the sight of my shirt hiked high, the curve of her waist, and her ass, wet and swollen, begging for round two.

She arched her back, hands flat on the desk, steadying herself.

“Do it. Fuck me like you mean it. I want you to ruin me, make it so I can never walk straight again.”

Her words set fire to my blood. I gripped her hips, lined up, and drove in.

This angle was even better, her pussy tighter, the pressure doubled, the sensation pure overload. I fisted her hair, yanked her head back, and leaned in to whisper in her ear.

“Who do you belong to?”

“You, daddy, always you.” She sobbed it, voice quaking with devotion.

“That’s right. You’re mine.”

I pumped her, each thrust harder than the last, determined to give her everything she’d asked for. She wailed with every stroke, body trembling.

She came again, pussy milking me, her body fighting to keep me inside.

“Fuck, again, oh my god, I’m coming again—”

I held out, barely, savoring the grip and flutter of her cunt.

When I felt the crash coming, I leaned in and bit her shoulder, not hard enough to leave a mark, just enough to give her the pressure she craved.

She screamed, voice breaking, and I felt her gush around my cock.

I let go. The orgasm hit me so hard I nearly blacked out, every muscle in my body locking as I pumped deep inside her, hips stuttering, mind blasted clean of everything but the raw, animal pleasure of releasing myself into her. The first pulse wrung a scream from Brooke, no words, just a desperate, grateful cry, her inner muscles clenching, milking me for everything I had. I grabbed her hips with both hands, holding her tight, the tips of my fingers digging in as my cock throbbed, sending thick, hot pulses into her, over and over.

She felt it, every spurt. Her entire body bowed back, spine arched, head thrown up, platinum mane flying. She shook, arms trembling, unable to hold herself up as I filled her again and again. I could hear the wet, obscene sound of our bodies fused together, could feel the rush of my cum mixing with her own, slick and fever-hot and dripping down the inside of her thighs.

She sobbed my name, voice shattered and full of awe, each new spasm of my cock drawing another frantic moan from her lips. The pleasure wracked her in waves, her legs giving way until she had to clutch at the desk just to keep from collapsing. It was total, absolute surrender; there was nothing left of the unbreakable, hyper-disciplined Brooke Hollis except a needy, grateful woman, owned by the man pounding her into oblivion.

The world faded out at the edges. There was nothing but the heat and the lightning in my veins, the tight, slippery grip of her, the knowledge that I’d ruined her for every man who would ever come after, not that that was ever happening. Each new pulse drew a shiver, a delirious aftershock, and I ground myself against her, impossibly deep, wanting to leave something permanent inside her.

I stayed there, cock buried, feeling her milk the last drops from me, refused to move until she was done trembling. When the world finally came back into focus, I realized my own knees were shaking, sweat pouring down my chest, hands locked in a death grip on her waist.

I eased out, loving the way her pussy clung, unwilling to let go.

Brooke sagged forward, arms limp, hair wild and damp with sweat.

But I wasn’t done. Not yet.

I scooped her up, carried her across the room, and tossed her on the bed.

She landed sprawled, legs open, cunt leaking everything I’d given her.

She watched me, eyes fever-bright, daring me to finish the job.

“Is that all you’ve got?” she taunted, voice a shaky rasp. “I thought you promised to ruin me.”

The challenge was on the table.

I climbed onto the bed, flipped her onto her back, and yanked the shirt open. Her tits spilled free, perfect and proud, topped with nipples stiff enough to poke holes in glass.

I sucked a nipple deep into my mouth, rolling it with my tongue, teeth grazing just enough to make her whimper.

She arched up, grinding her pussy against my thigh, desperate for more.

“Please, Cole, please give it to me—”

She’d lost the formality, the veneer of control. This was pure, wild need.

I lined up my cock and shoved in, bottoming out with one thrust.

She screamed, nails raking my back, thighs clamping hard.

I started slow, rolling my hips, making her feel every inch.

“You like that?” I whispered, grinding with purpose.

She nodded, too far gone for words, lips shaped in a silent scream.

I fucked her slow, then fast, alternating until her body shook with each new climax.

“Daddy, I can’t—oh god, I’m coming again—”

She convulsed, pussy clenching, a ragged sob tearing from her throat.

I didn’t let up, not for a second. I wanted to see her shatter.

When I felt her start to collapse, I pulled out, flipped her over, and dragged her to the edge of the bed. Bent over, ass high, cum leaking a river down her thighs, she was a vision of messy, unfiltered pleasure.

I tapped her clit, smearing slick all over her, then shoved back in, pounding her from behind until her forehead hit the pillow and she begged for mercy.

She broke, body wracked by another orgasm, her pussy fluttering around my cock like it was built to squeeze every last drop from me.

I grabbed her hips, slammed home, and let go.

The climax punched through me, raw and relentless. Hot jets filled her, dripping down her thighs, the sheets under us a ruin of sweat and cum.

She wailed, milking my cock, and collapsed, boneless.

For a minute, there was nothing but the sound of our breathing, ragged, stunned, as if we’d just survived a war and decided to fuck on the battlefield.

I eased her down, pulled her to my chest, and stroked her hair, brushing sweat off her brow.

She trembled in my arms, body still quaking from aftershocks.

Finally, she lifted her face to mine, eyes shining, and kissed me, soft, grateful, and more devoted than ever.

“Thank you,” she whispered. “I’ve never felt so alive. So…free.”

I nuzzled her neck, running hands over her ruined body, loving every mark I’d left.

“You’re perfect, Princess. You always were. You just needed someone to remind you.”

She snuggled closer, head on my chest, and for a long while, we listened to the thrum of the ocean against the hull.

The cabin smelled like sex, sweat, and a promise kept.

If this was what it meant to be king of the harem, I was already addicted.

We lay there, not moving, as the world drifted away.

Outside, the yacht surged forward, the raw Pacific ahead, the past behind, and a future wide open to anything we wanted.

But for now, it was just us. Tangled, spent, and exactly where we belonged.

***

The world outside the portlight was pure velvet. A dark, endless, seamless horizon. In here, all the wild noise had faded, leaving only Brooke and me, twisted together in the wreckage of my sheets.

Her hair was plastered to her jaw, sweat and tears drying on that flawless cheekbone, but she’d never looked more beautiful. Under the lazy push of the breeze through the porthole, her body slowly cooled, muscles still quaking from everything we’d just done.

For a long time, we just breathed. The sound of her heartbeat pressed against my ribs was steady, but the rest of her was all tremor.

She rolled over, a little shy, like she wasn’t sure what the rules were now that the war was over.

Her fingers found my hand under the covers. She didn’t just hold it, she laced her fingers tight, palms flush, then drew my hand to her face, nuzzling her cheek with this tentative, reverent motion.

I waited. I never rushed Brooke in the aftermath; I always let her find her footing.

She stared at the ceiling for a few seconds, then twisted to face me. The look in her eyes was worlds away from the one that had begged to be fucked against the wall. There was no submission, no pretense, just the honest, hungry woman I’d only seen glimpses of before.

She ran her thumb along the band of her ring. The platinum glimmered in the starlight, bold, impossible to ignore.

“You know, I never believed in forever,” she said, voice small at first, then steady. “Not for people like me. I thought discipline and control would keep me safe. But when you put this ring on my finger, in that garden, with all those lights and all those eyes, I realized something.”

She paused, swallow thick.

“I want to belong. I want to be yours. Not just some notch on the logbook, not a trophy for the cameras. I want to be your wife, Cole. Your partner. I want to grow with you, argue, lead, win, lose, fuck up and fix it, together. And I want to raise your kids. I want to build something wild and crazy and so fucking beautiful it scares people.”

She rolled toward me, bare chest pressed against mine, ring front and center.

“This isn’t a harem to me. It’s our family. I want to help you run it. I want to co-captain True North. Build the charters, run the business, make this thing unstoppable. I even want the hard days, the ones where we hate each other because I know you’ll never give up on me, and I swear, I’ll never give up on you.”

She traced the line of my jaw, soft, worshipful.

“My vow? I’ll stand by you. I’ll match you, ambition for ambition, challenge for challenge. I’ll hand you every dream I’ve got, and I’ll chase yours just as hard. I’ll be the mother of your kids, and I’ll serve as your first mate, your Princess, your power behind the wheel, whether we’re in a storm or a ballroom.”

She blinked, voice catching. “I trust you. With everything I have.”

She let the confession hang, nerves raw.

I was floored. She’d just handed me every hope she’d ever hoarded, every secret she’d refused to name.

I propped myself up, wiped a tear from her cheek, and pressed my forehead to hers.

“I love you, Brooke. Not the perfect version, the real one. Tonight, you floored me. You always do.”

She shivered, then let out a laugh that was half relief, half hope.

“I know I can be a bitch,” she whispered. “Sometimes I get so scared of not being enough, or of losing, that I go ice queen. But you see right through it. You always did.”

She locked eyes, full force.

“Promise you’ll never let go? Even when I’m at my worst?”

I didn’t hesitate. “You’re stuck with me, Princess. I swear it.”

She grinned, swiped her nose, and tucked closer under my arm. The scent of her hair mixed with salt, sweat, and old-school shampoo, like a memory of some faraway childhood summer.

The yacht rocked, gentle now, the wildness spent, replaced by the hush of water tapping the hull.

She started to talk, really talk.

“I used to watch my dad work,” she confessed, words trickling out in uneven bursts. “I’d sit on the dock, counting every move, every time he checked a line or corrected a course. I thought if I could just do it right, he’d never leave. But it’s not about doing it perfectly, is it?”

She didn’t wait for an answer.

“I’m terrified of being ordinary. Of being just another girl. I think that’s why I pour myself into work. Into being Princess. I thought it was armor, but tonight…it felt more like a straightjacket.”

She looked down at her hands. “But when you take over, when you look at me like you did? It’s like I can finally breathe. Like all the rules are suspended, and it’s just us, and I don’t need to be perfect. I just have to be…yours.”

I held her. She let me.

She kept talking.

“In law school, everyone was obsessed with being chosen. For internships, for the right clubs, the right summer deals. I never let anyone close, not really. Even my last boyfriend, he didn’t know me. Not the real me. It’s not just the sex with you, Cole. It’s the way you make space for all my crazy, all the rage and fear and impossible ambition. You see right through me. You love me anyway.”

If I could have bottled the way she said it, I’d have mainlined it every night.

I rested my hand on her belly, splayed wide, just to feel her warmth.

“I want everything you promised,” I told her. “I want to build that business, run the charters, make True North into a legend. I want to watch you win. I want to watch you become a mom. And if you’re ever scared, or ever doubt you’re enough? I’ll be there to remind you. Every time.”

She started to cry then, silent, relieved, like she’d finally dropped a boulder she’d been lugging since birth.

Eventually she sniffled and laughed, honest and raw. “You know, most men fear a high-maintenance woman, but you? You fuck me in six positions, then ask for my business plan. It’s almost suspicious.”

“Maybe I like a challenge,” I said, nudging her.

She grinned, devil and angel in perfect sync.

“Then get ready. Because once we’re in Miami, I’m presenting the whole operation. You, me, the girls, family charters, girls’ weekends, adventure cruises, all run by our own crew. I already have a spreadsheet.”

Of course she did.

She sobered, tracing the ring again. “But that’s just surface. What I really want is yours. I want to come home to you.”

She drew a breath, the air hitching.

“My mother left when I was young. I blamed myself for years, thinking maybe if I’d just been better, prettier, smarter, she would have stayed. I never told anyone that. Not even Tessa. Maybe that’s why I’m so obsessed with belonging. I don’t ever want to lose what we have.”

She slid her hand up my chest, rested her palm over my heart.

“And if I ever do, if I ever forget why I chose you, I want you to hold me accountable. Pull me back. Remind me what we built.”

I caught her hand, kissed the inside of her wrist.

“You’re not going to lose anything. Not while I’m breathing.”

She nodded, the last of her fear melting away.

We lay there, just breathing, letting the future spool out in front of us.

If there’s a heaven, I hoped it was a little like this: two fucked-out lovers, a secret breeze, the ocean’s hush, and the knowledge that nothing in the world could break us.

She curled up against me, arm around my waist, head on my chest.

“Promise me we’ll never settle. That we’ll always reach for more.”

“Promise,” I said, and meant it.

She closed her eyes, content at last.

Outside, True North slid on toward morning, every inch of her humming with possibility.

And inside, I felt another link in the future lock into place.

Brooke: my obsession, my wife, my unfinished story.

We fell quiet, the world pausing.

But I could feel the hunger building again, just under her skin.

This time, it wouldn’t be about power.

This time, it would be about love.

***

The mood was different now: as if all the sharp edges had blended away, leaving only softness, and a hunger that was equal parts ache and awe. The air in the cabin vibrated with the echo of old pleasure and new longing. Outside, the world rocked calmly. Whatever rage had been in the sea, the storm was over. All that remained was the hush of water, and the rhythm of her pulse against mine.

We lay tangled, skin on skin, every inch of her body pressed to me as if she’d never let go.

I moved first, slow, so she could see it coming. I cupped her cheek, thumb brushing the remnants of a tear, and just looked at her. I wanted to freeze the moment: platinum hair wild and tangled, lips parted, lashes spiked with emotion. Her ring shimmered between us, catching the faint light from the port.

I wanted her again, but this time without the earthquake. This time, it was about worship.

I kissed her. Not hard. Not greedy. Just pure, infinite patience, mouths melting together like we had the whole night to get it right. She sighed, shuddered, pulled me closer, and I felt the last of her old defenses fade away.

I wanted to taste all of her. I started at her mouth, caught the salt of her skin, then traced down her neck, collarbone, the slow slope of her breasts. I spent forever there, devouring her softness, rolling each nipple between lips and tongue until her breath went ragged with want.

Her hands never stopped moving. Sometimes she clawed at my shoulders, sometimes she stroked my hair, but always with a hunger that was nothing like before. This was need, not just for cock, but for belonging.

I kissed lower, mapping each rib, every new inch of her belly, memorizing the way her muscles tensed and trembled under my palm.

“God, you’re perfect,” I whispered, laying kisses just above her mound. “I’m never letting you go.”

She moaned, voice gone dreamy.

“I’m yours,” she breathed, barely there, “forever.”

I moved between her legs, slow and careful, spreading her thighs and inhaling the scent of her. The velvet pink of her cunt was already slick for me. She was never shy about wanting it, not anymore.

I took my time. Soft first. A kiss to her knee, then higher. Lips at her inner thigh, brushing so gently it made her squirm. I wanted her to climb, not crash.

My tongue met the seam of her pussy and started to work, slow and deliberate. I licked lightly, savoring the traces of our last encounter, chasing her slick up and down until she arched off the sheets, trembling and needy.

Every flick of my tongue drew a new shiver. I circled her clit, teased, then sucked it in deep and slow. She let out a noise, more sob than moan, and grabbed my hair, grounding herself.

I wanted her undone.

I slipped my fingers inside her, feeling the perfect grip of her cunt and the desperate, greedy way it tried to pull me deeper. I crooked them, found her spot, and worked it with a rhythm so patient it made her legs jerk and twitch.

I watched her face the whole time. Every shudder, every micro-expression, her eyes squeezed shut, mouth open, tears streaming down even as she smiled.

“God, Cole, I love you—oh, fuck, I love you—”

She bucked, lost to it, hips rolling up against my face. The climax hit her hard. I felt it in the wild clench of her cunt, the sob in her throat, the way her fingers dug into my scalp, not hurting, just anchoring herself to the moment.

I kept going, softer now, until every tremor faded and she sagged, boneless.

When I finally moved up to kiss her, she was wrecked.

Tears spilled over her cheeks, not pain, not even sadness, just so much feeling, it had to go somewhere.

She sobbed into my kiss, grabbed my face, and smiled through it.

“I love you,” she whispered, again and again, voice breaking but beautiful.

I wanted to make her feel everything. I wanted to fill her up.

I lined myself up and slid in, slow and steady, every inch. Her pussy welcomed me with a liquid heat that felt like forgiveness.

I stayed still, just holding her, savoring the way her walls fluttered around me.

We barely moved, just grinding, deep and focused, letting the feeling build like slow thunder. I wanted this in my bones, wanted to remember it on every lonely night that might ever come again.

She wrapped her legs around my hips, pulled me closer, locking us together.

I framed her face in my palms, thumbs brushing away the tears, and kissed her slow, deep, with a reverence that bordered on worship. I rocked inside her with a gentle, relentless control: no chase, no frenzy, only the gradual climb of shared need. Every movement was deliberate, every thrust a quiet promise that she was safe, wanted, and wholly seen. I wanted to give her everything I had, not just the rough comfort she craved when the world got too loud, but also the slow, soul-level tenderness she never allowed herself to desire.

I moved in her with a new kind of patience, not just filling her but wrapping her up in the certainty of us. I wanted to become her home. Each time I pushed deeper, her body accepted me, welcomed me, as if her flesh had been tailored to my shape. The heat of her was overwhelming, a velvet pressure that squeezed me in perfect rhythm with her heartbeat. Above us, the deck creaked with the hush of water; the only sound between us was her breath, rising and falling, echoing in the hollow of my chest.

I memorized her in that light: hair fanned wild beneath her, blue eyes half-shut and shining, lips parted and trembling with the smallest sounds. I worshipped her body with my hands, slow sweeps tracing the curve of her waist, the arch of her back, the line from shoulder to hip. I pressed my mouth to her throat and collar, shoulders and breasts, tasting the salt of her skin, the aftershocks of earlier, the new tremors gathering as I stoked her need. She met me in everything, hips rolling up to pull me deeper, arms wrapped tight as if she could anchor me to the moment forever.

I told her, over and over, how beautiful she was, how much I loved her, how nothing in the world could ever replace the feel of her, the taste, the sound, the wild joy of her. With every word, every inch, I felt something inside her let go, a tension so ancient and brittle it broke in my hands. She cried again, but this time the tears were pure and bright, the kind that washed away old hurts and left only what was real.

We moved together, slow and even, her pleasure building in soft, rolling waves instead of the sharp edge that used to define every climax. I wanted to make it last for her, to fill the hours and erase every memory of being alone. I watched her swallow, struggle, finally surrender to the heat that spread from her center to every trembling limb. Her legs cinched around me and she gasped my name, once, twice, like a prayer.

When I felt her start to come, I held perfectly still, buried as deep as I could go, and let her shake around me. She clung to my shoulders, her cries muffled in my neck, and I felt it all: the desperate clutch of her cunt, the thudding of her heart, the afterglow that made her whole body glow with sweat and satisfaction.

I was so close, so ready to give her everything, but I waited, let her ride the high until she calmed, then started again, gentle, slow, a rhythm that could have gone on for hours. She whimpered, oversensitive, but when I slowed, she begged me not to stop. I knew what she needed: not another orgasm, but connection. A seal, a bond, a memory to stitch into her bones for all the years to come.

I shifted, never leaving her, rolling just enough so we faced each other, eye to eye. She searched my face, found only devotion, and melted. I kissed her again, softer than before, my thumb stroking her cheek as I rocked inside her with the patience of a man who knew he’d never get enough.

Her hands found mine as if by instinct, fingers seeking, clutching, then lacing tight together, palm to palm.

She started to sob again, overwhelmed, but didn’t look away.

I kept my eyes on hers, never looking anywhere else.

Her orgasm built again, slow, then broke through her like a tsunami, unhurried but devastating. She shook, chest heaving, voice gone wild.

“I love you—I love you, Cole, please—”

I watched her shatter, rode her through it, then let myself go.

It hit like a lightning bolt. One moment, I was holding her, worshipping her, feeling her body clench and release again and again, the next, I was gone, obliterated, swept away on a wave so massive it felt more like annihilation than pleasure. The heat of her cunt, the wild tremble of her legs around my hips, the way her nails raked across my back, every piece fused in a blinding moment of surrender. I groaned, not just from the crash of release but from the overwhelming sense of arrival, as if every second of my life had led to this one.

My body bucked, hips driving her into the mattress, instinct winning out over control. I felt myself pulse inside her, thick and hot, and she gasped, then sobbed, her body milking every shudder, every drop, as if she could wring my soul straight from the root. The orgasm wasn’t just an ending, but a simultaneous collapse and rebirth; I felt myself breaking open, every wall and scar and defense I’d ever built reduced to smoldering wreckage. For a moment, there was nothing but the thrum of blood in my ears, the taste of her name on my tongue, and the desperate, endless beat of her heart against mine.

She wrapped her arms around my neck and held on for dear life, shaking under me, crying and laughing all at once. Her hair was plastered to her cheeks, her eyes squeezed tight, her lips open in a stunned, silent O. I pressed my face into the crook of her neck and breathed her in, not sure if I wanted to weep or shout or just stay suspended forever in the aftershock of what we’d made together. The cabin felt too small for the wildness of my feelings; it was as if we’d cracked the hull and the whole ocean was flooding in, drowning everything that wasn’t her.

Eventually, the storm passed. Our bodies loosened, melted into each other, sweat and tears and cum pooling between us in a kind of baptism. She sagged beneath me, boneless, utterly spent, but she never let go. Every few seconds, I felt her pulse flutter beneath my lips as she came down slow, like a leaf spiraling from the top of the world. I hovered above her, braced on trembling arms, not wanting to crush her until I realized there was no place she would rather be.

I rolled onto my side beside her, arms wrapped tight, never wanting to let go.

She curled in, small and satisfied, hand on my chest, ring a promise that glimmered even in the dark.

The world was silent except for the hush of water, the slow drag of our breathing, the occasional creak as the yacht rolled on toward a brand new future.

We drifted, half-awake, not needing words.

This was what real peace felt like.

Brooke in my arms, every secret shared, our bodies tangled and our souls finally matched.

We slept.

And the ocean carried us forward.


Chapter twelve
Rom-Com After Midnight


By midnight, True North’s salon had transformed into a floating slumber party, minus the giggling dads and wild-card firestarters.

I stretched on the sectional couch, arms spread, blankets a pooled mess across my lap. Emma was to my left, sundress replaced by a borrowed T-shirt and a blanket up to her nose. Tessa curled on my right, hair a tangle, oversized hoodie slipping off one shoulder. The only light came from the TV, muted blues and pinks splashed across their legs, the rest of the world reduced to soft shadows and the distant purr of the yacht’s generators.

Everyone else was down for the count. Summer and Kylie had vanished to their own den of sin. Brooke was in my bed, probably plotting world domination in her sleep. Even Lila was out cold, door shut with a note reading “Do Not Disturb (Even for Snacks).” It was just the three of us, a bowl of popcorn, and a streaming playlist of movies so bad they’d looped from cringey to obsessed.

The evening started innocent, maybe even wholesome.

But with every glass of wine, every crude joke, it edged closer to that charged space where real confessions breed.

Emma jabbed a finger at the TV, eyes bright. “No way she’s picking the guy who’s been lying for ninety minutes just to ‘protect her feelings.’ That’s a psycho red flag, right?”

I grinned, shifting to let her burrow closer beneath the shared blanket. “That’s the whole genre. Deception up front, truth at the monologue, then boom, soulmate status.”

Tessa giggled, hiding behind her own mug. “If I ever tried that, I’d just get ghosted.”

Emma mock gasped. “Miss Tessa Hollis, you’d be the queen of the plot twist. You’d win over the audience, easy.”

I laughed. “She’s right. You could slay a room with those green eyes.”

Tessa’s cheeks flared, the warmest shade of pink. She drew her knees tighter, but her smile was pure delight. “Well…maybe if the script had more kissing.”

“See?” Emma wagged her ringed hand, the band catching blue TV fire as she did. “That’s it! The best movie moments are always the messy, impulsive ones. You know, the ones where they can’t keep their hands off each other.”

I shot a look at the screen. On cue, the leads finally crashed together in a rain-drenched, open-mouthed kiss.

Tessa squirmed. “It always looks so easy.”

Emma wrinkled her nose, skeptical. “In real life, it’s way harder. More awkward faces, more—” She hesitated, then snort-laughed. “More worrying if you’ve got popcorn stuck in your teeth.”

She had a point. I let that sit, chewing the inside of my cheek, watching the micro-movements. Emma’s knuckle, fidgeting with her ring. Tessa, biting her lower lip, gaze flicking from the TV to Emma and back.

There was a hum running under the surface, a kind of static that wasn’t just about the movies anymore.

“I’ll tell you my least favorite trope,” Emma announced, voice sudden and bold. “Why is it always one girl, two guys, never the other way? Hollywood is terrified of women getting along, or god forbid, actually wanting each other.”

Tessa peeked out, surprised but interested.

Emma pressed on, softer now. “I mean, I never got the chance to experiment. Not really. There was always so much pressure to be ‘the good girl,’ you know? But I always wondered, like…what would it be like? With another woman?” She trailed off, ring twisting, eyes darting away.

I angled my body toward her, slow, deliberate, making it clear she had my full attention.

Tessa blinked, considering. A nervous giggle escaped. "I kind of know." Her cheeks went full blush, but she didn't hide and looked right at me. "Back in the Exumas, with you and Lila? There was also a night with Summer and Cole." She twisted a strand of hair around her finger. "Those were my first times."

The movie soundtrack faded to background static.

Emma's eyes widened, her lips parting. "Wait, really? You've been with both of them? What was it like?"

Tessa shook her head, quick, honest. “Oh, it was amazing. No question.”

The air changed, just like that. Suddenly all the blankets and shared warmth weren’t just about comfort, they were an invitation.

I didn’t blame Emma. Not even a little. Little Star was a craving, an ache, the sort of temptation that chewed a person up from the inside out, impossible to resist. My hunger for her was constant, raw, but it didn’t just end with me. The other girls on board felt it too, I could tell. We all did. There was something about Little Star, something singular, that drew you in tight and wouldn’t let go. She was there in the air, in the way she moved, and all I wanted, all any of us wanted, if you looked close enough, was to devour her whole.

Emma reached for the popcorn but missed, her hand brushing Tessa’s instead. Both froze. The diamond flashes caught their faces, painting freckles and cheekbones in indigo. Emma traced her thumb along Tessa’s knuckles, tentative but real.

The TV thundered away in the background, but nobody cared.

I watched Emma’s voice go low and velvet. “Would you…be okay, trying with me?” She flicked a glance in my direction, then back to Tessa. “If Cole was here, with us, to help guide things?”

For a second, Tessa just stared. Her hands trembled, barely, but I saw it, and her breath ramped up, little hitches in the air. But her eyes were wide, alive. She swallowed, splashing her ring in the TV light, then nodded, slow, deliberate.

“Yes. If you want…if you both want.”

Emma caught her breath, pulse visibly quickening at the hollow of her throat. She squeezed Tessa’s hand, then turned to me, lips parted in something halfway between a smile and a dare.

“Is that okay with you?” she whispered.

There wasn’t a world in which I would say no. I nodded, heat kicking in like a shot of bourbon. “I’d love nothing more.”

A tremor ran through the couch: not just the yacht’s gentle sway, but the sense that something rare and honest was about to go down. The kind of scene Hollywood never had the guts to shoot.

Tessa’s body language spoke volumes. Shoulders hunched, but not from fear. Knees bunched, classic, nervous energy, but toes pointed toward Emma, not away. I caught the way her breaths came fast, lifting the blanket inches off her chest. Anticipation, not dread.

The irony was that Tessa was one of the more experienced girls on the boat. We had made love at least a hundred times, not to mention the threesomes with Summer and Lila.

I flicked my gaze between them, not knowing where to hover, caught between two visions so achingly perfect it almost hurt to look. The silver-blue wash from the TV painted their skin in cold fire, softening every line. They were open to me, both of them. Gorgeous in the hush of static, their beauty left my head spinning, and for an endless second I just drank it in, as if I could get drunk off how they glowed together in that glowing, electric blue.

Emma shifted closer, pulling the blanket tighter around the three of us. Her hand wrapped Tessa’s, thumb stroking slow, and I didn’t miss the way her voice gentled, barely a whisper.

“Just tell me if you want to slow down. I promise, no pressure. I just…don’t want to miss another chance at something this good.”

Tessa exhaled, a shuddering sound.

“Neither do I.”

Their hands met, fingers laced, rings a matched pair. The way the light danced off the bands, tiny fires in a sea of dark, punched me right in the chest.

This was family. This was trust, and hope, and a hundred unspoken wishes all tangled together under a borrowed blanket.

I let my hand drift up, stroking the side of Tessa’s leg through the soft cotton. She shivered, but didn’t flinch.

Emma leaned in, eyes locked with Tessa’s, waiting for the final green light.

Tessa nodded, voice drowned out by the pounding in my ears. “Please,” she said, and the word was all surrender.

I cupped the back of Emma’s neck, drawing her in, letting her set the pace.

Emma brushed Tessa’s hair off her cheek, slow, as if memorizing the moment. Then she bent, tentative at first, and pressed her lips to Tessa’s.

The first kiss was cautious, sweet, a test run. The second was hungrier, Emma’s confidence growing, Tessa melting into it, eyelashes fluttering.

I watched, breathless, as Emma pulled back, eyes searching. “Okay?”

Tessa smiled, soft and shy but with a spark I’d never seen before. “More than okay.”

Their hands found each other again, rings glinting. Under the blanket, bare calves tangled, knees brushing.

Every sense went technicolor. The scent of popcorn spiked with the perfume of sweat and lotion, the shushing lull of water on the hull, the television’s background noise now just a soundtrack for the kind of story that never made the final cut.

I didn’t rush them. Just held space, letting Emma and Tessa write their own opening act.

Their next kiss lingered. Tessa’s hand, usually reserved and gentle, now hovered at Emma’s cheek, thumb stroking along the line of her jaw, learning the new territory.

Behind the TV’s flickering, it was the girls’ eyes and hands that made the real sparks.

Emma finally looked my way, nerves replaced by want.

“Guide us?” she said, words barely above the yacht’s hum.

I answered with a touch, tracing her arm, then reaching across to rest my palm on Tessa’s shoulder. Both women leaned into the warmth, breathing in sync.

The movie kept rolling. But for the three of us, the next act was going live.

Tessa’s anxiety hadn’t vanished. It danced in every quick-flick of her gaze, every staccato breath, but the fear was replaced by something bolder: the hunger to be chosen, to belong, to dive in without a script.

She nodded again, a yes for the ages.

The night outside was bottomless velvet. Inside, the only thing brighter than the rings was the anticipation building in the slim gap between three joined hands.

Hollywood could keep its fade-to-black. We were writing something better.

All that remained was to let the story play out.

***

The salon wasn’t just a TV lounge anymore.

With Tessa’s yes still humming in the air, Emma’s face lit up, part mischief, part awe. She tucked a strand of hair behind Tessa’s ear, the kind of gesture that was more intimate than anything the movies had managed all night. The blanket drifted off their laps, pooling at our waists and baring legs and thighs to the glowing dark.

The world outside shrank to just this moment: three bodies, one long couch, a backdrop of ocean song and distant generator thrum.

Emma’s hands knew what they wanted. She cupped Tessa’s cheeks, thumbs trailing along honey-warm skin, then pulled her in for a kiss that was bolder, surer than before.

Tessa trembled. Not fear, more like thrill. Her lips parted, a soft moan escaping as Emma’s tongue teased the seam, asking for entrance and getting it.

I let my hand drift under the blanket, stroking Tessa’s thigh. She shivered, but didn’t pull away. Instead, she angled her body more toward Emma, letting herself be caught, unwrapped, and explored.

Emma’s nurturing was a weapon here. She kissed Tessa like she meant to heal every old wound, then chased it with a playful nip to her lower lip, the sound of it going straight to my gut. Tessa responded with a gasp, hands flying to Emma’s shirt, gripping fabric as if she’d fall without it.

I loved watching them figure it out, new, tentative, wild.

Emma broke the kiss, eyes bright, and whispered, “You’re stunning, you know that?”

Tessa giggled, hiding her face in Emma’s neck. “You’re just saying that.”

It never failed to floor me, the way Tessa seemed oblivious to her own staggering beauty. She was a fantasy spun into flesh, a hard ten on any man’s scale, and every time my eyes landed on her, I was hit with the same jolt of disbelief. She was addictive, impossible to get enough of, and I craved her with every cell in my body.

Emma shook her head, blond hair brushing Tessa’s cheek. “No, I mean it. I’ve always wanted to do this. Touch you. Taste you. Learn what makes you melt.”

Their hands tangled, rings glinting, a matched commitment. My own pulse spiked just watching them, the slow drip of anticipation mixing with the buzz of their honesty.

I squeezed Tessa’s knee, grounding her. Then I let my fingers walk higher, up her thigh, finding the bare skin where her shorts ended.

Emma grinned, voice purring. “Can I take this off?”

Tessa nodded, breathless.

Emma's hands slid under the hem of Tessa's hoodie, peeling it up. I helped, catching the fabric and tugging gently, careful not to spook her. The sweatshirt cleared her head, and underneath, Tessa wore nothing but a delicate cotton camisole with thin straps that strained against the weight of her full breasts, the fabric stretched taut across her perfect curves.

Emma caught her breath. “God, you’re like a Renaissance painting. Is it okay if I…?”

Tessa just nodded, pressing closer.

Emma eased Tessa back against the couch—right into my side—then went exploring. She started with the thin cotton camisole, tracing fingers along where it stretched taut across Tessa's chest. The fabric strained against the generous curves beneath, barely containing what it was designed to hold. Tessa's breath left her in shaky little sighs, her big, perfect breasts rising and falling with each inhale as Emma's touch moved higher, then cupped their soft, full weight through the cotton.

I didn’t just watch. My hand was on the curve of Tessa’s waist, anchoring her, thumb drawing lazy circles on bare skin. When I slid my palm up, joining Emma’s at her ribs, she shuddered and pressed into the touch, her body hungry for more.

Emma’s kisses trailed down, leaving a trail of heat along Tessa’s jaw, then her collarbone, then lower. She met my gaze, daring me to join, so I bent and brushed my lips along the other side of Tessa’s neck, matching Emma’s rhythm.

Tessa gasped, head tipping back, and the blush that spread across her chest was pure art.

Her nipples strained against the thin cotton, two perfect peaks pushing against fabric that suddenly seemed inadequate for its purpose. When the camisole finally slipped away, both Emma and I froze. Time suspended as we took in the sight of her, the generous, flawless curves that defied gravity, the delicate flush spreading across skin like cream. I heard Emma's sharp intake of breath match my own, both of us momentarily stunned by the sheer perfection revealed between us.

Emma groaned, awe in her voice. “Oh wow.”

Tessa’s breasts were something else, big, natural, a study in softness. Emma cupped one, I took the other, and we matched up, hands and mouths learning every inch. I bent and took her nipple between my lips, suckling until she whimpered. Emma mirrored me on the other side, tongue flicking, fingers splayed wide.

Tessa shook, caught between us, her voice a string of helpless, delighted moans.

The TV faded to nothing. Now the only soundtrack was breath, heat, and the distant, sweet throb of the yacht’s hull.

Emma wanted more. She traced her hands down, working Tessa’s shorts lower. I helped, and soon enough Tessa was naked except for the sheerest pair of panties—white, almost transparent, already damp with need.

We took a beat, just marveling. Tessa sprawled on the couch, ringed by blankets and movie light, legs parted, her body begging to be loved.

Emma looked at me, hungry but shy. “Can I take mine off, too?”

The request was ludicrous, and she must have seen it in my expression.

She didn’t wait for an answer, stripped the T-shirt overhead, baring her own, impossibly soft curves. Her breasts were a softer shape than Tessa’s, less dramatic, but every bit as inviting. Her nipples stood proud, flush and eager. She shimmied out of her panties, too, leaving herself bare and honest under the shifting TV glow.

I kicked off my own clothes, not wanting to break the spell. The sudden chill of air on my skin raised goosebumps, but the girls’ hands found me in a heartbeat.

We piled back onto the couch, a tangle of arms, legs, and gorgeous want.

Emma took charge, no surprise there. She straddled Tessa’s lap, kissing her again, deeper this time, breasts mashed together, hands tangled in hair. Tessa surrendered, hips rocking, arms wrapped tight around Emma’s waist.

I settled behind Tessa, holding her upright, letting my cock rest against the small of her back. She didn’t flinch. If anything, she arched into the contact.

The way they fit together was something new: Emma’s curves pressed flush to Tessa’s front, my own hands and mouth exploring every inch of exposed skin from behind.

Emma slid her hands down Tessa’s body, trailing over the arch of her belly, then lower, fingers teasing at the band of the panties.

“Is this okay, Little Star?” she whispered, lips at Tessa’s ear.

“Yes,” Tessa gasped, thighs trembling.

Emma slipped her hand inside, slow, so patient, then drew it free, slick with Tessa’s arousal. She held it up, grinning at me, a shared trophy, a promise of more.

I caught Emma’s hand, brought it to my mouth, and licked her fingers clean. She shivered, eyes gone wild.

Tessa’s panties didn’t last. Emma peeled them down, exposing the slick, pretty folds of her pussy, and for a second, we just admired her, open, willing, a work of honest beauty.

Emma bent and kissed Tessa’s inner thigh, then moved up, tongue darting to taste her. Tessa gasped, hand flying to Emma’s head, not to stop her, but to keep her right there.

I didn’t just watch, I joined. My hands found Tessa’s breasts, massaging, rolling nipples between thumb and forefinger while Emma went down on her.

Tessa’s reactions were instant: head thrown back, hips rolling, voice climbing from breathy whimpers to genuine, pleading moans.

“God, please, don’t stop—” she begged, the sound so sweet I almost came just from hearing her angelic voice.

Emma licked Tessa with abandon, circling her clit, then diving lower, tongue fucking her in slow, dirty strokes. When she popped up for air, her lips were glossy, her smile pure satisfaction.

I leaned in, hungry to taste, and kissed Tessa, devouring her mouth, letting her feel what she tasted like on my lips.

Tessa melted, arms going slack, the pleasure almost overwhelming.

Emma glanced up, face flushed, “Can we make her come?”

I nodded. “Now, please.”

We doubled down, Emma on Tessa’s clit, stroking, teasing, never letting up, while my fingers fucked her in tandem, curling just right.

Tessa shattered fast. Her whole body seized, thighs clamping Emma’s head, breath coming in ragged gasps.

“I’m coming—oh, fuck, I’m coming—” she wailed, the sound heartbreakingly pure.

Her pussy clenched around my fingers, every muscle locked. Emma didn’t let up, kept licking, drawing out every throb, every aftershock, until Tessa collapsed, sweaty and glowing.

We pulled her back upright, sandwiching her between us, stroking her hair, kissing her neck, whispering little nothings until she started to giggle through the tears.

With Tessa still twitching from the come-down, Emma turned to me, her own need suddenly front and center.

“Do you want to?” she asked, the question loaded and obvious.

“Desperately,” I said.

She grinned, pushing me back onto the couch, then straddled my lap. The heat of her pussy settled over my cock, and I was painfully, gloriously hard.

Tessa, still soft and pliant, curled in at my side, hands roaming my chest and Emma’s back, clearly loving the show.

Emma didn’t hesitate. She guided my cock to her entrance, lowered herself slow, taking me inch by inch, her face twisting with pleasure as the stretch built.

She bottomed out, pussy clamping hard, and let out a moan loud enough to drown out the next ten movie scenes.

I held her hips, guiding, but let Emma set the tempo.

She rode me deep and even, grinding in circles, working me inside her, sweat beading on her chest, breasts bouncing with every move.

“God, you feel amazing,” I groaned, unable to hold back.

She laughed, wild and relieved. “So do you.”

Tessa roused herself, leaned in, and started to kiss Emma, first her neck, then collarbone, then finally sealing their lips together. The view was absurd: Emma riding me, breasts bouncing, while Tessa caressed every inch of her from behind, hands everywhere.

The rhythm built, all three of us moving in sync with the gentle roll of the yacht. The sea’s slow pulse became our own, every thrust perfectly timed with the pitch and rock of the hull beneath us.

The longer Emma rode me, the looser and more desperate she got. She started to beg, not just for herself, but for us. “Harder, please, faster, oh fuck, don’t stop, I need it—”

Tessa egged us on, kissing Emma’s cheek, stroking her nipple, leaning in to whisper encouragement. “You’re so beautiful like this,” she breathed, “you look so happy.”

I adjusted my angle, thrusting up, and Emma lost it.

She came, hard. The orgasm ripped through her, pussy milking my cock, her mouth locked in a soundless scream.

I didn’t stop. I kept going, fucking her through it, until the aftershocks made her gasp and clutch my shoulders.

She collapsed against me, sweating, spent.

But Tessa was ready again.

She pulled Emma aside, then settled herself in my lap, legs bracketing my hips, cunt already slick and open.

“Can I?” she whispered, asking for permission.

I stroked her cheek, smiling. There wasn’t a world where the answer would be anything but yes. “Anytime, Little Star.”

She eased down, taking my cock deep, and the fit of her was like déjà vu. Raw, needy, perfect.

Tessa started slow, savoring every millimeter of the slide as she took me in, hips rolling with a graceful, unhurried confidence that set my every nerve ending on fire. She braced her hands on my shoulders, using me as her anchor, and each time her body came down, her soft tits mashed against my chest before springing back up so I could see them, flushed and jiggling, the areolae tight and pebbled from her arousal. Every movement was a study in hunger and grace, her face open and honest in its need.

Emma curled up behind her, winding her arms around Tessa’s waist and nuzzling her nose into the crook of her neck and shoulder. She started with slow, open-mouthed kisses, her lips trailing up and down the line of Tessa’s spine, teeth nipping with playful intent. Her hands slid upward, cupping the undersides of Tessa’s breasts, and she palmed them gently, thumbs flicking over the nipples in perfect counterpoint to the rhythm of Tessa’s hips. The way Emma murmured encouragements, soft, filthy, adoring, made Tessa’s back arch and her hands clench even tighter around my neck, as if she needed something to tether her while her mind dissolved.

I reached to steady Tessa, hands spanning the small of her back and the sweet curve of her ass, helping her find a rhythm that matched the way she wanted to move. She bounced in my lap, the heat and wetness of her soaking me, and each time she came down, she gasped out a little cry that got louder, less controlled. The slow grind of her hips became more desperate, more uneven, punctuated by brief pauses where she’d lose herself in the sensation and just shudder, lips parted, hair sticking to her cheeks.

Emma, never content to just watch, kept up a steady stream of affectionate, emboldening praise in Tessa’s ear. “You’re so gorgeous like this,” she whispered, her hand drifting down Tessa’s stomach to circle the top of her mound, fingers hovering just over where we were joined. “God, I love how you take him. Does it feel good, baby?” The endearments weren’t even for show, she meant them, and Tessa soaked them up like sunlight, her smile growing wider even as pleasure made her eyes squeeze shut.

I couldn’t help myself; I leaned up and took one of Tessa’s nipples in my mouth, flicking my tongue against the sensitive tip before sucking hard. She whimpered and bucked, her whole body tightening as the new sensation crashed through her. Emma watched, entranced, and then bent forward to take the other nipple, and for a moment we both suckled Tessa together, tongues and lips meeting in brief, messy contact before resuming our assault.

Tessa’s voice went up an octave. She let go of my neck with one hand and buried it in Emma’s hair, clutching her like she was the only thing anchoring her to reality. “Don’t stop,” she begged, her voice a breathless, honest plea. Emma and I had no intention of stopping; we took turns, trading off, pinning Tessa between us and lavishing every inch of her breasts with kisses, bites, and long, slow licks.

The dual attention drove her wild. She rode me harder, the pace no longer gentle but urgent, her hips slamming down with an abandon that bordered on reckless. Emma reached between us and started teasing Tessa’s clit, just lightly at first, then pressing down in tight little circles that made Tessa squeal. Her whole body started to tremble, the muscles in her thighs and ass flexing as she edged closer to the brink.

The build was slow but deliberate, and we let her stay there, suspended, for as long as she could take it. Emma’s hand never faltered, and I kept my mouth locked on her nipple, tongue laving the tip until Tessa’s cries turned into wordless, guttural sounds that reverberated through the room. I could feel her walls clenching around me, fluttering so hard it was almost painful in the best possible way.

I leaned in, breathing in Tessa’s familiar perfume, the delicate aroma flooding my senses and tightening the ache inside me. “Come for me, Little star,” I whispered in her ear, each word a thread of heat spun just for her.

When Tessa finally came, it was a full-body phenomenon. She dug her heels into the couch, her entire frame seizing in a violent spasm as the orgasm ripped through her. Her hips jerked and then held still, impaled on my cock, and her head rolled back between Emma’s kisses, mouth open in a silent scream. She shuddered, over and over, each crest of pleasure doubling back on itself, never quite letting up.

Emma held her tight, whispering, “That’s it, baby girl, let go, let it happen, just like that, you’re perfect.” I kept sucking her nipple, wanting to wring every last quiver out of her. Tessa’s body softened, melted, but even after the peak she kept moving, desperate for more.

She collapsed forward, pressing her cheek to mine, but her hips kept rocking, slower now, greedy for the aftershocks. I slid my hands up and down her back, soothing, but also keeping her upright so I could watch her face as she rode the high.

I wanted to last forever, but the view, the feel of both women, the taste of their sweat and the rush of their affection, nearly ended me. Even on one of our normal nights, lasting longer than a few minutes inside Tessa was simply impossible.

So, I laid Tessa back, reluctantly sliding my cock from her, then brought Emma on top one final time, the Queen reclaiming her throne.

She grinned, all challenge and adoration. “Give it to me, babe. I want you to come inside me. Please.”

She rode me with reckless abandon, not just fucking, but worshipping, her words filthier with every thrust.

“Fill me up, Cole. Make me remember this every time I see you with one of the other girls. I love feeling you lose control inside me. Please, do it. I want to feel every drop.”

She leaned in, lips pressed to my ear, and whispered, “I want you to come so hard you can’t even think straight. You’re the best lover any of us has ever had. Let it all go, just for me.”

The words, the worship, the feel of her cunt flexing around me, sent fireworks up my spine.

I gripped her hips with both hands, fingers digging into the sweet muscle beneath skin, and slammed upward so hard the whole couch shuddered. The sharp collision brought a wild, beautiful jolt to Emma's face, and just as I started to thrust again, the orgasm detonated inside me, a hot whiteout, overwhelming and absolute.

It was all sensation: the vise of her cunt, slick and molten, the way her pelvis mashed down to grind every inch of me inside her, the tremor of her thighs clenching around my legs. I could feel each shuddering pulse as I came, not just once but in long, wracking bursts, my cock jerking inside her as if trying to fuse us together. I didn't just come, I surrendered, emptied myself into her so thoroughly it left me blinking, disoriented, as though I'd been knocked overboard and hit the water at full speed.

Emma’s eyes widened with greedy joy. She milked every spasm, rolling her hips in tiny, ruthless circles to draw it out, her pussy flexing and rippling around me, desperate for every last drop. “Yes! Fuck, yes, I love it! Oh my god, you’re perfect, don’t stop, please—” The words tumbled from her lips, tangled with laughter and moans, her whole body riding the aftershocks as though she could physically drain me.

She rode it out, slowing, savoring, then leaned in and kissed me, first hard and messy, then soft and sweet. Each brush of her lips made the afterglow last longer, kept me inside her long past the point of physical exhaustion. When my spasms faded into a dull, blissed-out ache, she exhaled a happy, growly hum and slumped against my chest, her cheek slick with sweat and tangled hair.

But it wasn’t just us. Tessa, still naked and flushed, draped herself across my side, wrapping us both in her arms. She nuzzled into the space under my shoulder, her breath feathering over my neck, and her hand drifted down to stroke the curve of Emma’s ass. Tessa’s own thighs quivered with lingering pleasure, and even as the three of us settled into a messy, satisfied tangle, her lips found Emma’s shoulder and kissed her there, one last tender claim.

For a long moment, we didn’t move, didn’t speak. All I heard was the sound of our breathing and the gentle pulse of the sea pressing against the hull, carrying us forward through the dark. Every muscle in my body felt loose, useless, but I wouldn’t have traded the sensation for anything. We were held together by inertia, by the slow drift of pleasure, by the simple certainty that this was exactly where each of us was meant to be.

After a while, Emma traced lazy lines on my chest, her eyes finally opening. “I think you broke me, Captain,” she murmured, and even Tessa giggled, voice still fragile from her own climax.

I brushed Emma’s hair from her face, thumb catching on a streak of sweat. “Just keeping the crew happy,” I whispered.

Tessa curled in at my side, her own body shivering from aftershocks, and all three of us collapsed, tangled, breathless.

The yacht rocked, gentle and slow, a cradle for our sweat-soaked, shell-shocked bodies.

Movie credits rolled. The night hummed with the memory of everything we’d just done.

And at the center of it, I held my girls, both of them, knowing we’d just rewritten the rules for good.

Let Hollywood fade to black. Our story was miles better.

***

The afterglow wrapped around us like one giant, perfect exhale.

We collapsed back onto the sectional, bodies still slick, the blankets doing a halfway job of covering our tangle of arms, legs, and everything in between. The TV hummed in the background, some final movie rolling its credits, white words drifting over rain-soaked lovers who would never dream of being as wrecked and satisfied as we were.

Emma pressed her breasts to my side, head on my chest, her lips tracing lazy circles over my ribs. Her hair fanned out over the pillow, mixing with mine, the scent of her skin warm and alive. Tessa snuggled into my other side, the mountain of her tits mashed against my arm and chest, her unbelievable body stretched along my thigh. She’d commandeered the blanket, but only to pull all three of us under it, the heat and softness a world unto itself.

Nobody said a word at first, not because there was nothing to say, but because we were too busy breathing, drinking up the feeling of being held, wanted, and wholly spent.

I let my hands roam in slow, quiet circles, trailing along Tessa’s hip and the curve of Emma’s back, mapping every inch. Both girls fit perfectly against me, like they’d been designed to lock together on this exact couch.

After a while, Tessa let out a happy, exhausted hum. “That was…definitely better than any movie scene.”

Emma snorted, voice dreamy. “At least ours wasn’t over in thirty seconds. Hollywood is such a tease. Soon as the sex gets good, they’re crashing into sunlight and pouring orange juice.”

I grinned, nudging her with my chin. “I don’t know. That last move you pulled? Worthy of an Oscar. You’d give every rom-com a run for its money. Of course that would turn it X-rated, but who’s counting?”

Emma’s cheeks flushed, but she met my eyes, no nerves, no bashfulness, just pride and affection. “If I ever became a director, I’d film the real stuff. No fade to black. Just pure, messy pleasure until everyone can’t stop smiling.”

Tessa giggled, her hand sliding over Emma’s stomach, linking us all together. “You could recruit the whole harem. I’d help coach. Brooke could choreograph.”

Emma bounced with the thought. “Actually, that’s a fantasy I never thought I’d admit. What if we did this—” she stroked my chest for emphasis, “—but with Brooke next time? Or even Summer or Lila? Imagine what they’d do with a scene partner like you.”

The image was outrageous, and yet, it felt right. For the first time, Emma radiated not just comfort, but hunger for what new doors might open next. Every tilt of her head, every laugh, spelled confidence.

I stroked her cheek, thumb tracing the dimple that only showed when she was truly happy. “I’d love that. Any time, anyone you want.”

She shivered, not from cold, but anticipation. “Then that’s my new bucket list. Not just sharing you, but learning how to give the girls what they’ve given me.”

Tessa, half-asleep, made a sleepy, contented sound. “I’ll help. It’s easier when you know someone’s got your back. Or your…other parts.”

The laughter that rolled through us was pure joy, dissolving any old worries or doubts. We were three bodies, but even more, three hearts beating in perfect sync.

The TV cast shifting stripes of light over our bodies, highlighting the lines only we got to see, the curve of Emma’s hips, the soft valley between Tessa’s breasts, the wild ring of color catching on our wedding bands as we stroked and touched, never needing words to say “you belong.”

Emma yawned, totally at peace, but not losing her grip on the conversation. “I used to think the real world had no room for this. For us. Now I feel like…if we just do it our way, nothing can stop us.”

I hugged both girls tight, pulling them deeper under the blankets. “Nothing ever will.”

Tessa mumbled, already drifting. “Best night ever.”

Emma kissed my chest, a silent thank you that said more than any rom-com voiceover ever could.

We faded into sleep, color-washed and happy, every doubt drowned out by the sound of the engines, the rock of the sea, and the certainty that we, and our weird, wild love, were here to stay.

If Hollywood wanted a lesson, they could tune in to us.

But for now, the only audience that mattered was right here, tangled up and unbreakable.

Let the credits roll. I wasn’t going anywhere.


Chapter thirteen
Daddy's Girls


Winter had nothing on the blue-hued calm rolling off Darwin’s harbor at night. True North slid through the last rose gold of sunset, the hull’s underwater lights painting streaks of electric turquoise along the gentle chop. Far ahead, the port flashed a dozen colors, red, amber, green, the signals of a city that never really needed sleep. Even the clouds above the masts seemed to glow, trimmed in metallic purple.

I’d always loved a good arrival. There was something holy about the first hour in a new place, no tourists yet, just vendors hosing down decks, the air thick with fried fish and ferry fumes. But tonight, as we steered for our slip, I was running on two things: exhaustion and the leftover buzz of the living room tryst with Emma and Tessa. My body wanted sleep, maybe a cold beer. My brain, on the other hand, was restless as a bored teenager.

It took fifteen minutes to finish the docking protocols. Lila and Evan ran lines fore and aft, Tessa called distances from the stern with the kind of steady patience old men worship. I did my part, double-checked every system, then killed the engines. The yacht glided in with barely a bump. A testament to teamwork, muscle memory, and maybe a few months of raw desire.

The marina itself looked ripped from a Bond movie. Palms swayed at the far end like supermodels on vacation. Above the waterline, the Darwin skyline blinked in a low-wattage haze, silhouettes barely visible behind the dazzle of dock lights. Nearby, a big catamaran hosted a rooftop party, but the thump of bass and laughter didn’t bother me. If anything, it felt like a dare.

I’d just finished logging our arrival, half-thinking about tomorrow’s supply run, when I heard the soft tread of bare feet in the corridor. I expected maybe Lila, or Tessa chasing a midnight snack. Instead, Summer and Brooke blocked my cabin door. Matching silk robes, freshly washed hair, and the kind of nervous energy you could taste.

For a second, nobody moved. The only sound was the distant slap of water against the hull, and maybe my own heartbeat ramping up. The silk flashed in the light, white, pristine, but already half undone at their chests. Their rings threw sparks, little moons orbiting their hands.

Summer spoke first, because of course she did. She’d never met a silence she couldn’t break.

“Hey, Captain Daddy,” she said, voice honeyed mischief. The nickname alone got blood moving south. “We were hoping you’d have a minute. Or maybe…a whole night?”

Brooke gripped her elbow, but her own game face was already slipping. Her long platinum hair shone like a spotlight on bare shoulder. For a woman who could freeze continents with a look, she seemed almost shy.

She forced herself to meet my eyes, and there it was: the same insane, irresistible confidence that made me want to ruin her for every other man alive.

“We have a special request,” Brooke said, her voice tight, measured, like she was negotiating a billion-dollar merger, not buttering up a man they wanted to own for the night. “But if you’re tired, or if you’d rather wait—”

“Not tired,” I cut in, and the low grit in my voice surprised even me. “Come in. Close the door.”

They did, barely squeezing together in the narrow cabin space. The overlap of their perfume, Summer’s bare, skin citrus, Brooke’s clinical-fresh shampoo, hit like a handshake that grew claws.

Summer grinned, clearly in her element now that the ice was broken. “It’s a fantasy thing. For both of us. We…uh, we talked about it. A lot. And we want to try it together, with you.”

Brooke’s cheeks flushed, but she didn’t back out. “It’s a submission thing,” she explained, the words coming out brittle and hungry all at once. “We want to be your girls. Sisters. Naughty, needy, the whole package.”

Summer slid closer, pressing her hip to Brooke’s, a perfect, scandalous V of cleavage peeking out from under the robe. “But not just sisters. Like, the bad kind. The ones who need to be…punished.”

She let the word dangle, and the effect was devastating.

I went silent, letting the new reality rewire my brain. Two blondes, both drop-dead, both committed to this mad scheme. Their hair, their skin, their curves, everything in me wanted to say yes, even before the words left their lips.

Brooke took a shaky breath and added, “Step-father. You, I mean. You set the rules, we break them. You can be as hard or as gentle as you want.”

The blush on her neck almost matched the pink in Summer’s cheeks.

I had a dozen questions, but only one seemed worth asking. “So you want a scene? Both of you at once?”

Summer beamed, wild and unashamed. “Yes. We want to be twins, like the ultimate blonde brats. You can call us whatever you want. Tell us what to do. Spank us. Make us beg.”

She swapped a glance with Brooke, who nodded, just enough to show she was genuinely in.

Brooke’s eyes dropped, lashes fanning her cheeks. “I want to not think. Just obey. Let everything go…and let you take charge.”

“The usual safe words?” I asked, arching my eyebrow.

Summer’s safe word was milkshake; Brooke’s was twilight.

Both of them nodded, eyes locked on mine, silent and certain in their assent.

If there was a test of willpower, this was it. I’d gone into the night thinking maybe a quick shower and paperwork, instead I was about to become the world’s luckiest, filthiest step-dad.

I ran my eyes over both of them, just to soak it in. Summer, gold and tan against the white silk, legs bare and already shifting with anticipation. Brooke, taller, posture impeccable, but the robe threatened to slip open every time she breathed. The rings, fuck, even the rings, made the whole setup obscene and beautiful at once.

I kept my tone even, though my cock had other ideas. “You sure this is what you want? Both of you, at the same time? No jealousy, no regrets?”

Summer’s laugh was sunshine and gasoline. “Are you kidding? She’s my evil twin. We want to be a team. Besides, you’re the only one who could handle both of us.”

Brooke smirked, and for a flash, her eyes glittered with pure, uncut mischief. “It’s a standing challenge. Summer says she can outlast me. I say you’ll break her first.”

Their banter was already heating up the room, but what really rocked me was the way their body language synced. Both leaning forward, both hungry, not an ounce of hesitation. This was a conspiracy of lust and trust, the kind of thing most men never even dreamed of.

“Just one thing, daddy,” Summer breathed, voice husky and trembling at the edge. “We want you to come inside both of us, so…can you?”

The circumnavigation, if it gave me anything, was animal stamina—I could go and go, insatiable, tireless. I looked over to Brooke, taking in the way she shivered, eyelids half-lowered, mouth parted. “You too?” My words like a low growl, heavy and hungry.

Brooke nodded, barely daring to glance up, her gaze burning through her lashes, innocence in every line of her face. “Yes, daddy.” The words slipped out, soft and wanting.

The air between us sizzled, thick with the charge of what we needed. I wanted to give them everything, to take them both, fill them both. I could and would. I would. I tried to play it cool, but my heart was pounding.

“Let’s get this straight. You both want to be good girls…or bad girls?”

Summer flashed a dimple. “Very bad. Like, take our phones away bad.”

“Ground us,” Brooke added, eyes dancing. “And spank us. Or fuck us. Or both.”

I shook my head, marveling. “You’re unreal.”

Summer caught my hand, twining her fingers with mine, the ring cold at first, then warming to my skin. “We wanted to match for you,” she said, dipping a shoulder so the robe nearly slipped off. “Underneath, we have…more surprises.”

Brooke stepped up, brushing against Summer, and for a second I could hardly breathe.

The sight of them, together, had a way of bending reality. I thought about all the times I’d watched them on deck, moving in perfect counterpoint, one soft, one steel; one wild, one calculating, but always, always drawn to each other like magnets.

Now, in the cabin, there was no corner to hide in. No escape. My two little subs wanted me to punish them.

Brooke’s voice dropped, pure velvet. “If you’re up for it, Captain, we’re yours for the night. But you have to promise to be…merciless.”

Summer giggled, the sound electric. “We want to make you proud. And maybe a little crazy.”

I didn’t even try to hide the effect they had on me. My cock strained under the waistband of my shorts, and my hands itched, desperate to touch.

“I can promise all of that,” I said, voice thick. “But once we start, there’s no tap-out without your safe words. I want both of you at your best, and your worst.”

Brooke licked her lips, blue eyes gone almost black with need. “Deal.”

Summer leaned in, pressing her chest against my bicep. The robe gaped open, and for a second I caught a flash of pale skin, lace, and the curve of her breast. “So, Daddy, what’s your first rule?”

The way she said it, the surrender in her tone, made my head spin.

That was it. I was in.

No regrets. No brakes.

I made them stand side by side, shoulder to shoulder, bare feet close enough to intertwine. Their height difference was even more obvious now, Summer barely clearing Brooke’s chin, but the attitude leveled the playing field.

“Tonight,” I said, “you’re twins. Sisters. Whatever you want to call it. And you compete for my attention.”

Summer purred, “Loser gets spanked?”

Brooke grinned, “Or maybe both do.”

Their smiles were weapons, but the real fun started in their eyes. Summer’s sparkled with danger, Brooke’s glimmered with calculation, but both burned with raw, excited want.

I pulled them close, one hand on each lower back. The silk was cool to the touch, but the bodies underneath ran hot as live wires.

The scent in the room was a cocktail of coconut, sweat, and vanilla, a signature note that would haunt me for the rest of my life.

I caught Brooke's gaze, holding it with mine. "Last chance to back out, Princess."

She hesitated, then squared her jaw. "I meant what I said earlier. Tonight? I don't want to stop."

Summer's fingers found Brooke's, squeezing once before letting go. "We're ready," she said, her usual bravado softening into something more genuine. "Both of us."

I laughed, tension already draining out of me, replaced by something far more primal.

“You’re on. Both of you.”

The next minute was a blur of fidgeting, Summer’s fingers tracing the seam of Brooke’s robe, Brooke trailing her ring along Summer’s thigh, the two of them constantly jockeying for position without a word. It almost made me want to tease them, just to watch the hunger build.

I made a mental note: whatever happened tonight, I would give them exactly what they craved. No half-measures. No fade to black.

They deserved every second of it.

I let the silence build until it nearly cracked, then pointed at the bed.

“Sit. Don’t talk. Wait for instructions.”

Summer’s eyes widened, but she obeyed, perching on the mattress with her knees spread in open invitation. Brooke followed suit, but more demure, ankles together, hands folded like the world’s sexiest nun.

Both watched me, breathless.

I paced the length of the cabin, letting them stew in anticipation. Maybe twenty seconds, maybe sixty, the look on their faces was worth every heartbeat.

Finally, I stopped in front of them, and let the truth ring out.

“You wanted to be Daddy’s special girls for the night. Naughty, bratty, the whole nine yards. I’ll give you one last chance to back out.”

They shook their heads in perfect sync, Summer wild and eager, Brooke solemn, but just as certain.

I grinned. “Good. When I sit on the bed, you’ll kneel at my feet and show off. Whoever does it better gets first reward.”

Summer licked her lips. Brooke went a bit pale, but there was resolve in her posture. Even as they competed, I knew: by the end of this, they’d be riding the same high, two perfect, ruined blondes caught in a game only they could win.

I sat, slow, letting the twin shadows loom over me, the silk parting for just a hint of what waited beneath.

A fresh jolt of anticipation hit. My cock throbbed against the zipper; my hands flexed, already hungry to touch and direct.

I let myself get lost, just for a second, in the sight of them.

The two blondes, Summer and Brooke, locked shoulders against the world, ready to surrender every inch to a man who saw them at their brightest and their darkest, and wanted both.

Neither said a word.

But everything in their eyes, the competitive fire, the promise of worship, the hunger, shot through me like rocket fuel.

Tonight, I was king.

And these two were my angels on loan from every sailor’s wet dream.

The only question left was how far they wanted to go.

And how hard I’d have to push to get them there.

***

I cleared my throat, letting the weight of the silence pin them in place.

“Brooke. Summer. Front and center.”

Both women snapped to attention, their competitive streaks showing, but this time, instead of weapons, it was pure, undiluted want. Summer slinked forward first, hips rolling in perfect defiance, her smile curled and wicked. Brooke followed, posture a contrast in discipline, shoulders back, head bowed, the robe at her waist cinched and controlled.

I spread my legs and sat back, taking up space, letting them see exactly what kind of mood I was in.

They could sense it, instinct, electricity, something that didn’t have a name but was twice as dangerous as any safe word.

“Tonight,” I said, pitching my voice low, “you’re here to prove who deserves to belong on Daddy’s lap more. But before we start, remind me, why are you both in trouble?”

Summer, never one to miss a mark, dropped into character. She pouted for effect, then looked up with those huge blue eyes, lashes batting like she was born for mischief.

“We’ve been very bad, Daddy,” she purred. “We broke curfew…stole your favorite rum…and I made fun of Brooke’s hair during family dinner.”

Brooke blushed, but didn’t flinch. She dropped to her knees at my feet, silk pooling around her, the platinum shimmer of her hair a halo in the soft light. Her voice was smaller, but just as sharp. “We also ignored our chores. And I was rude when you asked us to help in the engine room.”

Summer smirked, already climbing onto my lap, straddling my thigh like a pro. “I think you should spank us. Hard. Maybe even make us say we’re sorry.”

The sentence alone drew a jolt up my spine.

Brooke nodded, hands folded neatly, not daring to look up. “We’re ready for our punishment, Daddy.”

If I hadn’t been hard before, I sure as hell was now.

I ran a hand through Summer’s hair, tugging her head back, just enough to make her whimper.

“Not so fast, wild thing. Both of you, robes off. Let me see what you planned for me.”

Summer arched, letting hers slip from her shoulders. The fabric whispered down her body, baring skin so golden it looked spray-painted, the cut of her collarbone leading to the breathtaking D-cups barely contained by a tiny lace bralette. She wore a matching white thong, so sheer it practically vanished, leaving nothing between my eyes and every secret she had.

Brooke watched, a deep flush rising. But she obeyed instantly, shrugging the silk back. Underneath, she wore the same white—lace bra, matching panties, her skin so pale and flawless it almost glowed, the crisp blue of her eyes now laser-focused on the floor. Her body wasn’t just runway perfect, it was art: hips flaring, waist pinched, long legs tensed as if already craving command.

For a heartbeat, I just stared, blown away that this was real. Two of the world’s hottest women, matching perfection, kneeling and ready to be ruined.

“God, look at you,” I said, voice a growl. “My bad girls.”

Summer shivered with glee. Brooke beamed in quiet pride.

The perfume in the air, vanilla, citrus, the tang of arousal, made it about ten times harder not to lose control on the spot.

“Let’s see who wins first prize,” I said, keeping my grip on the script. “Summer, you’re up. Show me how you behave when you want Daddy’s attention.”

She didn’t hesitate. Summer ground her hips down on my thigh, hands splayed across my chest, her mouth finding my ear in one quick, practiced move.

“I want you to use us, Daddy,” she whispered, voice sticky with need. “You can do anything to us. Punish us, make us beg, fuck us stupid. We’re your perfect sluts, aren’t we?”

She punctuated it by biting my earlobe, then kissing down my neck, nuzzling like an eager kitten.

Brooke watched, pink creeping up her face, but she didn’t sit idle. Instead, she scooted forward on her knees, hands sliding up my calves, then knees, then thighs. Every movement was slow, deliberate, her own version of submission, a counterpoint to Summer’s chaos.

She looked up, finally, lashes dark and wet.

“If you need us to compete,” she said, “I want to prove I deserve you more, daddy. I’ll do anything. Even if it means being a brat. Or a slut. Or…your fuck toy.”

Hell, if there was a medal for self-control, I would have won it right there.

I let Summer’s mouth do its work, tongue curling along my jaw, her hips grinding harder, the bralette just barely containing the jiggle of her breasts. But I rewarded Brooke, too, threaded my hand into her platinum hair and held her steady.

“Good girl,” I crooned, letting my thumb brush her cheek. “You wait your turn. I like that.”

Summer squirmed, jealous, which was exactly what I wanted.

“I want to win,” she said, hands sliding down my abs to my waistband. “Can I open it?”

“Ask nicely,” I challenged.

Summer’s eyes went wicked. “Please, Daddy? I want to see if your cock is as hard as it looks.”

Brooke’s eyes widened; Summer just grinned, unhooking my shorts with the grace of a magician.

My cock sprang free, already throbbing, the vision of two perfect blondes in white lace driving me wild.

Summer licked along the shaft, kitten-sweet at first, but then with more bite. “Mmm. She’s going to cry when she tastes you. I want first lick, Daddy. Can I?”

Brooke’s hands tightened on my thighs. “I’m not scared,” she whispered, gaze locked on the prize.

I let them go at it, Summer taking the tip between her lips, swirling with her tongue, making a show of it. Brooke, meanwhile, leaned in with laser focus, letting her mouth work lower, licking my balls, feather-light and reverent.

The dual worship was…insane. A high I wanted to bottle.

“Switch,” I barked, just to see them scramble.

Brooke took the head, mouth stretching wide to swallow it down. She wasn’t as wild as Summer, but her effort was perfect: lips sealed tight, jaw relaxed, giving me all the heat and suction I could handle.

Summer, not to be outdone, cupped my balls, kneading, then licking a trail up the underside of my cock, her tongue flicking like a secret code.

I gripped both heads, threading fingers through their hair, letting them know exactly who was in charge.

“Don’t be greedy, girls,” I warned. “If you want Daddy’s love, you have to earn it. Together. That means hands, mouths, everything. Let’s see who can make me moan first.”

Summer and Brooke locked eyes, a silent dare, then dove back in, both going for broke.

They traded off, alternating tip and shaft, sometimes even licking together, tongues gliding, lips touching with filthy, competitive joy.

The heat of their breath, the velvet slide of their tongues, the way their hands roamed up and down my abs and thighs, it was a sensory overload, the kind that made my core twist with the need to blow, but I held back, wanting to savor every second.

Summer got bolder, climbing fully onto my lap, ass grinding against my leg, pussy leaking through the white lace as she moved.

Brooke, even on her knees, was relentless. She spit-shined my cock, deepthroating with a technique that bordered on religious devotion, then swapped off to let Summer catch the next pass.

I let them work, alternating discipline and reward.

When Summer got too greedy, I yanked her hair and made her wait. “Bad girls don’t get Daddy’s cock until they ask permission.”

When Brooke wavered, I praised her patience, petting her head, letting her know she was doing it right. “Perfect girl. That’s what I like. Obedience.”

Their moans and gasps blended with the slap of their palms on my thighs, the perfume of their skin, the rush of heady, forbidden joy.

Then, when the tension was razor-sharp, I set the next challenge.

“Summer, on your knees beside Brooke. I want you both side by side, hands behind your backs. Show me you know how to listen.”

They obeyed, instantly, both kneeling, chests out, the bras barely containing the action. The sight of them, sweaty, shining, desperate, was enough to make a man lose religion.

I traced a finger along Summer’s jaw, then Brooke’s, letting them burn in anticipation.

“You want Daddy’s cock?”

“Yes, Daddy,” they said, in perfect sync, voices needy.

“Then open your mouths. Wide.”

They did, eyes locked on mine, challenge and surrender writ large.

I slid my cock between their lips, not gentle, but not cruel, just enough to let them feel the full weight of my need.

They kissed, licked, shared the shaft, sometimes fighting for more, sometimes collaborating. When their tongues met, even for a second, it was pure dynamite.

“Switch off every five seconds,” I ordered. “The faster you go, the more I’ll love you.”

Summer counted under her breath, switching on the dot, each time sloppier, hungrier. Brooke matched her, lips stretching wide, eyes watering, but never backing down.

The cabin filled with the sound, wet, obscene, beautiful. The scent of sex and sweat blended, fusing two blondes into one fever-dream of white lace, flushed skin, and desperate, greedy hunger.

I milked it, letting them fight for every inch. Sometimes I’d let Summer get ahead, then hold her back by the hair and give Brooke an extra turn. Sometimes I’d push deeper, making them gag, loving the way mascara streaked and tears welled but nobody quit.

“You’re doing so fucking good,” I praised, letting genuine pride filter in. “Who wants to come first for Daddy?”

Summer actually whimpered, eyes squeezed tight. “Me. Please, me.”

Brooke nodded, not to be outdone. “I want it, too. I need you.”

I grinned, then stood, pulling them up with me.

Both women staggered, raw and shaky, but determined.

“On the bed,” I said. “Summer, face down, ass up. Brooke, you’ll hold her hands and watch. If you do a good job, you’ll be next.”

They scrambled to obey, Summer crawling onto the mattress, head turned and ass impossibly high, her thong barely hiding the soaked, swollen lips underneath. Brooke followed, kneeling at the head, gently stroking Summer’s hair and hands, the perfect mix of comfort and competition.

I trailed a palm down Summer’s back, then hooked my fingers under the lace and tore it away.

She yelped, but the sound was pure delight.

“Bad girls don’t get to keep their panties,” I growled, then stroked the curve of her ass, savoring the tiny quake of fear and excitement.

Without warning, I brought my hand down. A sharp smack, just enough to make her flesh bloom red.

Summer howled, but wiggled for more.

“Count,” I ordered.

“One, Daddy,” she gasped.

“And why are you being punished?”

“Because I was a brat…I didn’t follow your rules.”

Brooke held tight to Summer’s hands, her own breath hitching every time the next slap landed.

After the fifth, I cupped Summer’s ass, squeezing, then dipped a finger between her folds.

She was dripping.

Brooke watched, eyes blown wide, then whispered, “She’s so wet. You made her crazy, Daddy.”

“Your turn next, Princess,” I warned.

Summer writhed, wailing as I smacked her again, each one leaving perfect prints across golden skin.

When the color was just right, I bent and kissed the sting, then licked up her thigh, tasting everything I’d just earned.

I ate her out, slow and deliberate, tongue working circles around her clit, fingers curling inside until she was a mess, sobbing, gasping, face mashed into the sheets.

Brooke, still holding her hands, started to break, too, her own thighs grinding together, breasts quivering with every moan and aftershock.

I worked Summer until she shattered, hips bucking, pussy gushing, the orgasm so strong she nearly ripped Brooke’s arms from their sockets.

When she finally collapsed, boneless, I rolled her aside and pointed at Brooke.

“Your turn, Princess. Show Daddy how good you can be.”

Brooke didn’t hesitate. She rolled to all fours, presenting herself, but her eyes flicked up once, full of hope and fear.

“Hard as you want,” she whispered. “I want you to make me forget everything else.”

I obliged, stripping the lace off her body in two brutal tugs. The bra’s clasp popped, freeing her perfect breasts, nipples peaked and flushed. The panties vanished even faster, baring the pale, flawless ass I’d fantasized about since the day we met.

I didn’t go gentle. I spanked her, slow at first, then harder, each strike echoing in the tight cabin.

Brooke was stoic, counting, her voice getting more ragged with each pass.

“Three…four…five…oh, daddy, god…”

Summer, recovered, crawled to the head and stroked Brooke’s hair, whispering encouragements and filthy asides.

“You look so good like this. He’s going to make you scream.”

“Promise?” Brooke whispered, eyes glassy with need.

Summer bent and kissed her, deep and wild, their bodies pressed together, ass to hip, breasts smashing. For a second, I let them have it, just to see the collision, two blondes, both ruined, both desperate, now working in perfect sync.

Once Brooke’s cheeks were cherry red, I soothed the marks with my tongue, then teased her pussy, already soaked, trembling, ready for anything.

I licked her slow, savoring the flavor, letting Summer watch and whisper filth in her ear.

“You’re his now. Both of us are.”

Brooke nearly sobbed.

When I fingered her, curling just right, she lost it, came hard, crashing, voice gone hoarse with gratitude.

“Thank you, Daddy—oh, fuck, thank you—”

Their cries blended, the wet slapping of skin and tongue and the pulse of heat in the air.

After that, there were no more barriers. I pulled them both close, their bodies tangled, summer gold and platinum ice, sweat-slicked and shaking.

“Now,” I said, “if you want Daddy to fill you up, you have to work together.”

They didn’t need instructing twice. Summer pinned Brooke to the mattress, straddling her, while Brooke parted her thighs, inviting me in.

Their hands were all over me, stroking, guiding, desperate for more. The two of them went after my cock with relentless teamwork, licking and sucking, trading off, sometimes even sharing the head, tongues tangled and begging.

I used my hands, bringing them both to the edge again and again, finger-fucking, spanking, commanding, making them beg for every inch.

They called me Daddy, sometimes in perfect sync, sometimes in stereo moans so filthy I wanted to bottle the moment and replay it forever.

As the roles blurred, the rivalry turned to a wild, collaborative worship. They kissed each other, hot, hungry, no show, just honest need, then turned those mouths on me, licking my balls, the base, up the shaft, all while their bodies pressed together, tits mashed, legs intertwined, as if they could fuse into a single, perfect fantasy.

It was carnage, it was magic, it was what every man dreams and most never get.

I let the moment stretch, savoring the sight, the taste, the scent, the way both girls crumbled and rebuilt each other.

By the time I pinned them both to the bed, one on top of the other, their voices gone hoarse, their skin streaked with sweat and joy, there was no doubt:

They were mine.

And I was about to make them believe it with every muscle, every drop, every rule they’d asked me to break.

But first?

One last, dizzying kiss, Brooke and Summer pressed against each other, lips locked, rings flashing, all competition burned away in the fire of what they’d just survived.

Now, there was only surrender.

And the promise of more.

***

The air in the cabin vibrated, hot skin, half-choked laughter, the clatter of rings on wrist and headboard. Summer and Brooke still tangled in white lace, me looming over them, ready to make every threat from earlier feel like a warmup.

Summer, ever the bold one, pawed at my hips until she had my cock lined up, then pressed herself back until every inch disappeared inside her.

She moaned, wild, practically grinning as she ground up and down.

Brooke, at her side, watched with laser focus. Her hands weren’t idle. She stroked Summer’s hair, kissed the tears from her cheeks, then moved lower, palming her ass, spreading her to give me a better angle.

The sight was pure sin. Both blondes, sweat-slick and desperate, working together, not rivals anymore but a single creature hellbent on making Daddy lose control.

I wasn’t about to disappoint.

Summer’s pussy was molten, every clench echoing through my spine. I pounded her against the mattress, letting every stroke land with a smack loud enough to drown out the city two slips over.

She took it, greedy, her voice a loop of, “Yes, Daddy, more, harder, I want it—”

I gave it to her.

I hammered into her, pinning her hips, grinding until her body arched and she shrieked, the orgasm blowing through her like a cyclone. Her pussy spasmed, soaking me. She clamped down and didn’t let up, riding the aftershocks like she was built for chaos.

Not to be outdone, Brooke reached down, found Summer’s clit, and stroked her right through it.

Summer’s cries doubled, her nails scratching down my back, mouth open in stunned bliss.

Her legs trembled, then she collapsed forward, face mashed to the sheets.

I pulled out, raw and throbbing, and turned to Brooke.

She was ready: legs parted, eyes shining, the white lace long since abandoned. Platinum mane wild over the pillow, skin flushed from neck to knees.

“Please, Daddy,” she said. It wasn’t a whisper, it was a challenge. “I want you to ruin me. The way you do with sissy. I want to forget everything except your cock and your voice.”

Summer, not quite conscious, giggled into the mattress. “Told you he’d break you, sis.”

Brooke shot her a look, but the fire in her eyes was pure. “I want him to try.”

I grabbed her thighs, yanked her to the edge, and lined up.

“Ready?” I growled.

She nodded, teeth sunk into her lower lip.

I shoved inside, bottoming out in one hard thrust.

Brooke’s whole body jerked; she made a sound I’d never heard from her before, half-wail, half-moan, pure gratitude.

I didn’t pull punches. This wasn’t law school, this was war.

I pumped her, hard and relentless, the wet slap of skin-on-skin building with every stroke. The curve of her ass bounced under my hands, and every time I slammed home, her tits bounced, nipples stiff and desperate to be sucked.

I bent down, licked and bit at her neck, feeling her shudder.

“You’re perfect like this,” I told her, “but you get even better when you let go.”

Brooke’s response was a sob, her hands gripping the sheets until her knuckles turned white.

Summer, recovering, crawled up the bed and kissed Brooke’s lips, her fingers never leaving her clit.

I watched as Brooke, so often in charge, melted beneath us, her voice was a ragged chain of “Yes, please, fuck me, don’t stop—” until it dissolved into mindless sobs.

I wanted to see her break. Not just submit, but actually lose herself, surrendering every molecule of control. I gripped Brooke’s wrists and slammed them down to the mattress above her head, pinning her so tight I could feel her pulse hammering through her skin. She thrashed, but I was stronger, and she knew it. The moment she realized she couldn’t escape, her whole body went slack, hips raised in a silent plea for more.

I lined myself up with her, the tip of my cock brushing the soaked entrance of her pussy, and drove in, bottoming out in a single brutal thrust. She bucked, her breath catching, a strangled moan escaping between clenched teeth. I kept her arms pinned, leaning my weight into her shoulders as I started to fuck her, slow at first, then harder, hips pistoning until the headboard rattled and the thin walls seemed to flex with every impact.

Brooke’s voice, normally so measured and precise, dissolved into raw, animal noises. Every time I slammed into her, her tits bounced against the sheets, her hair fanned wild across the bed, and her ass rippled with the force of my grip. She tried to squirm, to twist away, but I only pressed her harder into the mattress, forcing her to take every inch, every stroke, every punishment she’d begged for.

Summer knelt at the edge of the bed, watching with open-mouthed reverence. She whispered encouragements, dirty, loving, relentless, her hand drifting between her own thighs as she watched her sister lose every trace of composure.

Brooke’s pleading grew more frantic, her body tightening, sweat breaking out across her back and shoulders. Her cunt was insanely tight, spasming around me in what felt like a never-ending orgasm, pulling me deeper with every desperate clench. The more she struggled, the more she wanted it, and I could feel every ounce of her pride and poise burning off in the fire of this need.

I wanted her to come, but I also wanted her to admit how badly she needed it, so I slowed my pace, teasing her, grinding deep and holding, then pulling nearly all the way out before slamming back in. She whimpered, tried to arch her back, but I shoved her down, twisting her wrists until she gasped my name through grit teeth.

“Say it,” I demanded. “Say what you need.”

She fought it, for a moment, then choked out, “Please, Daddy. Please, fuck me, don’t stop—”

I rewarded her with a savage thrust. Her pussy erupted, spasming so violently she nearly bucked me off. I fucked her through it, not letting up, holding her pinned and helpless while the orgasm tore through her, wave after wave. Her voice went ragged, then silent, then she started to sob with some mixture of pain and relief.

I kept her there, grinding her pelvis to the mattress, not stopping even as she lost all control, her body convulsing beneath me, arms twisting uselessly in my grip.

Her cries echoed, raw and honest.

I couldn’t hold back any longer, the way Brooke bucked against me, the way her sobs of need became ragged and pleading, the way I could see every muscle in her body quiver with surrender. I squeezed her wrists together in one giant paw, pinning her high above her head. My other hand snaked down to her hip, yanking her onto my cock so deep I thought I might rip through her core. I gave her everything: the weight, the rhythm, the unrelenting pressure she’d asked for. Her pussy was molten, the grip almost painful, the desperation in her voice a symphony of wild, staccato cries.

“Daddy’s,” she managed, “all yours, fuck—please—”

I lost it. The world narrowed to the shockwave of sensation as I erupted inside her, every muscle in my body tensing, every nerve ending firing at once. I kept her pinned, buried so deep the base of my cock ground against her clit, every pulse of my orgasm claiming her, filling her, branding her as mine. I could feel her cunt squeeze and flutter, milking me as if she could wring the last molecule of come from my soul.

I didn’t stop. Even as the aftershocks wracked us both, I kept grinding, my hips thrusting in smaller, desperate circles. Brooke’s legs gave out, but I held her up, keeping her body flush to mine. Her cries faded to whimpers, then to shaky laughter, then she just went limp, trusting me to hold her in place as the world spun out.

I leaned down, breathing in the salt of her skin, the sharp tang of sweat, the perfume of her hair. Her face was beautiful in its total ruin: eyes glassy, lips bitten red, hair a storm of platinum against the sheets. Summer’s hand snuck in, stroking Brooke’s cheek, then mine, as if both of us belonged to her now.

Brooke’s voice was a ghost, barely above a sigh: “I’ve never…never felt that before.”

I pressed a kiss to her shoulder, then let go of her wrists, holding her with a tenderness that would’ve surprised either of us. I stayed inside her, savoring the slow, melting throb as my cock softened, still plugged in the heat of her pussy. I wanted to live in that moment forever, the rawness, the spent bodies, the certainty that none of us would ever be the same.

When I finally eased out, sweat and come dripped down her thighs, proof of every promise kept.

But I wasn’t finished. Not even close.

I hauled Summer to her feet, bent her against the nearest wall, and dove in from behind.

She shrieked, giddy, hands bracing against the plywood, ass jiggling as I slammed home.

This was pure feral sex, no roles, no rules, just two bodies in perfect, filthy lockstep.

Summer bucked, her pussy already so wet I nearly slipped out. “Yes, Daddy, fuck me, don’t stop, I want it so bad—”

I slapped her ass, watched the flesh ripple, then did it again.

She begged, every word a surrender.

Brooke watched, sprawled on the bed, her own fingers working between her legs, eyes locked on the show.

“Make her scream,” Brooke taunted, voice still shaky but alive.

I did exactly as Brooke demanded.

I pounded Summer, hard, until her voice started to go, each little gasp and hiccup of pleasure shredded with a raw edge. I grabbed her hips and yanked her back flush against me, never letting her catch her breath. The slap of our bodies filled the whole cabin, echoing off every surface, a kind of music that was primal and perfect. Summer’s head hung heavy, hair wild and damp in her face, her fingers clawing at the wall as she braced for every brutal thrust. With each one, her perfect ass rippled under my hands, her entire body shivering, like she might splinter apart if I didn’t hold her together by force.

But that was half the point: to show her she was breakable, and then to be the only one who could put her back together.

She tried to meet my rhythm, but the deeper I drove, the more she lost control. Her gasps became little shrieks, climbing in pitch until the neighbors in three slips over could probably identify her by voice alone. “Yes, yes, Daddy—” she croaked, and I saw her calves flex, thighs quaking as she stood on her toes, desperate to take me even deeper.

“Fuck me, please, harder, don’t stop,” she babbled, and I didn’t. I kept her right there, bent double, ass high, my cock so wetly buried in her that every pull and plunge was a slick, obscene thunder. I brought my hand down on her pale ass cheek and watched it bloom red, watched her whole body jerk, and did it again, because I knew that’s what she needed: to be claimed, to be ruined, to be loved hard enough she’d feel it in the morning.

Brooke sprawled on her side, one hand between her legs, the other propping up her head. She watched, eyes glassy, lips parted in awe. Her breathing matched Summer’s, rising and falling in time with my thrusts. If the sight of her sister getting destroyed by me broke any boundaries in her mind, she didn’t care, she straight-up reveled in it, stroking herself with quick, greedy circles and whispering encouragements that made even me blush.

“Don’t let up,” Brooke hissed, eyes locked on my cock hammering in and out of Summer, “She can take it, just look at her—she loves it.”

I smiled, locked eyes with her, then leaned forward, biting Summer on the shoulder, leaving a perfect crescent mark. She squealed, and her pussy clenched so tight I had to grit my teeth not to finish right there. But I held back, instead reaching around to play with her clit, rolling it between my fingers, pinching until she made a little strangled noise that was half agony, half bliss.

Summer bucked, tried to squirm away, but I held her, forcing her to accept every inch, every slap, every rush of sensation. Her body trembled harder, and her pussy started pulsing around me in quick, desperate spasms, like she was warning me an earthquake was coming.

And it was.

With a guttural groan, Summer came undone. Her legs locked, her whole body went rigid. Then, in a perfect, helpless moment, she lost it, came so hard she squirted, spray hitting my thighs and the sheets with a hot, wild pulse. She sobbed my name, a raw, animal sound, and her pussy squeezed me so furiously I lost control, savage thrusts turning to frantic, shallow jerks as I chased my own high. Behind me, Brooke let out a broken gasp, her own orgasm crashing over her as she watched Summer’s total, beautiful surrender.

I kept fucking her, slow and deep, letting the aftershocks ring through both of us, not stopping until Summer slumped against the wall, propped up only by my grip on her hips. Her whole body shuddered with little after-tremors, cunt still fluttering around me, refusing to let go.

The orgasm ripped through me, all-consuming, tidal. I jerked forward, seized by the urge to bury myself as deep as possible, to give her every last drop. My cock jerked hard, seed pumping into her in molten waves, the sensation so fierce I could barely keep my feet. I roared her name, the sound primal and unguarded, vibrating the narrow cabin walls. For an instant I saw stars, actual pinpricks of light behind my eyelids, then the world snapped back into focus, brighter and more alive than before.

Summer was wailing, hips grinding back to meet me, trying to take all of it like she could absorb the orgasm into her bones. The force of me coming triggered an aftershock in her, her whole body clamping down and quivering so violently I thought she might lose consciousness. She shrieked again, and this time her legs failed her completely. She buckled, slumping against the wall, hands splayed uselessly, forehead pressed to the cool surface as she trembled and gasped for air.

My cum dripped out of her, sticky rivulets tracing down the insides of her thighs, hot and wet and obscene. I watched, transfixed by the sight of her utterly spent, body marked up with the red smears of my handprints and the crescent of my bite on her shoulder. She was destroyed, ruined, undone, and she loved it. The bliss on her face was something wild and holy.

I held her up, arms encircling her waist from behind. If I let go, I knew she’d collapse to the floor. “Easy,” I whispered, brushing the hair from her cheek with my lips. “I’ve got you, baby. Just breathe.” She tried, shuddering in great, hiccuping gulps, cock still inside her, and I could feel every aftershock echo down her spine.

Behind us, Brooke made a soft, awed noise, almost envy. Her own orgasm must have left her boneless, but she still managed to prop herself up, eyes glued to the two of us. “Jesus,” she breathed, “that was…fuck, I think I need a cigarette just from watching.”

Summer tried to laugh, but it came out a sob. “You said you’d break me,” she slurred, half-dazed, “but I didn’t think it’d be like that.”

Brooke’s words rippled through the room, her voice warm and lazy, “You fucked her stupid, Cap.” The sound of it drew another giggle from Summer, a light, fizzy noise, bright as sunlight through the windows. The easy laughter lingered, wrapping us all in the intimate haze that settled after the storm.

I eased her gently back, pulling out slow so as not to hurt her. The movement sent another spasm through her and she sagged, limp and heavy in my arms. I scooped her up, cradling her like the world’s filthiest princess, and carried her back to the bed.

Brooke was waiting, arms open, and as soon as I laid Summer down, Brooke pulled her in, pressing lips to her temple, stroking her hair, murmuring soft, sisterly comforts and dirty little jokes. Summer curled up, snuggling against Brooke’s chest, still shaking but smiling now, completely unguarded.

Both blondes, ruined, skin streaked with sweat, cum, and tears, bodies marked by hands and teeth and everything they’d begged for.

We lay tangled, skin cooling, hearts wild.

I’d never been so spent in my life.

Summer curled to my left, cheek on my bicep, gold hair everywhere, ring glinting in the lamplight.

Brooke, to my right, tangled her legs with mine, her own hands searching for skin, for anchor. Her ring and mine caught the sweat in tiny, sparkling beads.

The air was thick with sex, but also something quieter, an honesty that made all the chaos worthwhile.

Nobody spoke for a while. For the first time all night, we just breathed.

Finally, Brooke broke the hush. Her voice sounded small but unbreakable.

“You want to know why I love this?” she said, not even looking up. “Because I spend my whole life making perfect decisions. Being the responsible one. Outperforming, outlasting, whatever. When I’m with you like this, I don’t have to think. I just feel.”

She rolled toward me, eyes brimming with tears but no shame.

“It’s like…for the first time, I can just exist. Not perfect, not in control, not even pretty if I don’t want to be. Just your girl. Your property. Yours.”

I stroked her cheek, letting the words hit.

“You always belonged to me, Princess,” I said. “Even before you admitted it.”

She shivered, the kind that went bone deep, then buried her face in my chest, grinning.

Summer, never one to let a good confession go to waste, piped in, voice muffled by the sheets.

“I always act wild. Like nothing sticks, nothing matters. But the truth? I get scared. A lot. I want to be caught, anchored, protected. I want Daddy to hold the line so I can fall apart and know I’ll be okay.”

She peeked up, blue eyes shining. “Everyone thinks I’m a hurricane, but really…I just want to be loved when the storm ends.”

That sucker punched me. For a while, I couldn’t find the words.

I kissed the top of her head, holding both blondes tighter.

“You’re safe with me,” I said, and meant it. “Both of you.”

For a long time, we just stayed like that, sweat cooling, skins pressed together, every broken piece fusing into something new.

Brooke, pride and steel, snuggled down, voice soft. “Sometime, I want to try…something gentler. No discipline, just affection. I want to see what it feels like to have you as a lover, not just a master but still hand over full control.”

Summer purred, “I’d watch that movie. Hell, I’d star in it.”

We laughed, not needing more.

The city outside kept blinking. The yacht rocked in the slip.

But inside, it was just us. All in. No daylight, no escape.

Eventually, the exhaustion pinned us three to the mattress, me in the middle, a blonde head on each shoulder, arms and legs knotted, rings lined up like a family crest.

I stared at the ceiling, amazed. Not just by the sex, but by the way these two women rewrote the rules, made me braver, softer, more honest than I’d ever been.

They didn’t just belong to me.

They completed me.

I kissed each head, lingered, then finally let go.

Sleep, when it came, was pure.

And in the morning, the world would be brand new.


Chapter fourteen
Sunset Promises


The deck was washed in honey and fire as I stepped out, two glasses in one hand, a bottle of white gripped in the other. Even with Darwin’s city lights flickering to life all around us, the last rays of sun owned everything: the curve of the harbor, the rippling gold on the water, the haze of heat still leaking off the polished rail. I set the bottle down and took a breath, soaking up the scene.

Emma was already waiting for me at the starboard bench. She might have been lost in thought, but the second I appeared, those hazel eyes locked on, unwavering. The sunset had found her hair and painted it in molten copper, every highlight alive and shifting with the breeze.

If I hadn’t been so damn proud, I might have said something poetic. Instead, I just passed her a glass and dropped onto the cushion beside her, close enough that our knees brushed every time the yacht bobbed in its slip.

She accepted the wine with a half-smile, the kind that said she’d already done her share of thinking and wasn’t afraid to show it. But right away, her fingers went to her wedding band as the girls had grown to calling them.

She twisted it, eyes lowered, caught somewhere between shy and dead serious.

“Long day?” I asked, more to break the tension than anything.

She sipped her wine, gaze still on the ring. “Not really. More like…long year. Or maybe just a lot of change crammed into a few weeks.”

I knew what she meant. The world felt like it had turned upside down every day since we cast off in Miami. But nobody wore the stress quite like Emma. She could patch a wound, ease a heartbreak, run the galley, and still have room for everyone else, but when it came to her own feelings, she held them close, tucked behind the softest armor known to man.

I knocked my knee against hers, gentle. “You’ve kept us afloat more than once. I’d say you’ve earned this.”

That drew a real smile. The kind that started small, then spread across her face and made her eyes crinkle at the corners.

She swirled the wine, watching the gold tint catch the light. The marina was coming alive now, dock lamps firing up one by one, turning the water into a patchwork of blue and brass, while the port beyond shimmered with the first hints of nightlife. Somewhere distant, the scent of grilling fish and something sharp, maybe ginger, drifted across on a breeze thick with salt.

She lifted her eyes. “Can I ask you something?”

“Anytime.”

Her fingers dug into her palm, ring twisting again. "You remember after the Luminous Bond ceremony? Some of the girls have told me about the vows they said to you." She looked down at her ring, then back up. "I've been waiting for the right moment to say mine. For when I could really tell you what's in my heart."

I set my glass down, turned to face her fully. The sunset caught the amber flecks in her eyes as she held my gaze, her shoulders relaxing slightly.

She took a breath. “Tonight, I want to try. I want to say my vows. It’s been eating at me, the idea that I never really told you how much you mean to me. How much I want this.”

The word “this” hung between us, big enough to swallow the skyline.

“I want to hear it,” I said, voice low. “I want every word.”

Emma fiddled with her hair, tucking a loose wave behind one ear, then folded her hands, ring front and center. She was nervous, but not scared. Nothing about her ever felt small or weak; it was all patience, all honesty, every word weighed before it left her tongue.

She squared her shoulders, the last slice of sunlight turning her profile into something that would shame any portrait.

“Okay,” she said, steady now. “Here goes.”

She kept her eyes on the ring, then flicked them back to mine.

“I, Emma Carter, promise to love you with everything I am. Not just when it’s easy, but when it’s hard, when you’re tired, when you’re scared, when the ocean throws something at us we didn’t plan for. I promise to be your wife in every sense, caring, loyal, as steady as I know how to be. I want to make a home with you, even if it’s just a floating one. And when we do have a real home, I want to fill it with laughter and kids and all the chaos we can handle.”

Her voice trembled but never cracked. She squeezed my hand, rings clinking together, the touch so gentle I almost missed the strength behind it.

“I promise to take care of you. To let you take care of me when I’m too stubborn to ask. I want to be your best friend, your partner, the person you come to when you need to fall apart. I want to build something that lasts, something that never lets go, no matter what.”

She swallowed, squeezed harder.

“And…” she hesitated, cheeks coloring, “I want to raise your kids. I want to be the kind of mother who teaches them to be kind, to be brave, and to love you as much as I do. I want to give you a family, Cole. I want to make you proud.”

She let out a slow breath, as if she’d been holding it for months.

“So that’s my vow. I promise to be all those things. I don’t care how hard it gets or how many times we mess up, I’ll still be here. I’ll always belong to you.”

I was floored. There was a part of me that wanted to crack a joke, to lighten the punch of emotion, but I didn’t. This was her moment, every word a brick in the foundation of whatever the hell we were building.

I let the silence stretch, watched her blink away the shine in her eyes, and then reached over, cupped her cheek, and kissed her. Slow, steady, everything I felt packed into the brush of skin and salt and promise.

When I pulled back, her eyes were glassy. My own voice was shot to hell, but I pushed through.

“You want to know something, babe?” I said, fingers tracing the line of her jaw. “I’ve never felt more seen in my life than I do with you. Not just on the good days. Every day. You make me feel like I can slow down, breathe, maybe even deserve the life we’re building. I want all those things you promised. I want to see you in the kitchen, in the nursery, on deck with the wind in your hair. I want to be the man who makes you feel safe, always.”

She nodded, just once, but the impact vibrated through her whole body.

“I love you, Emma,” I said, the words as easy as breathing. “There’s not a thing in this world that could make me happier than being your husband. Not even a fleet of yachts or a billion-dollar IPO. You’re everything.”

She laughed then, quick and soft, the tension running out of her shoulders as she leaned in for another kiss.

We stayed there, tangled up, the city lighting up as darkness settled. The water below us simmered blue and gold, and the distant sounds of portside music mixed with the hush of our own little world.

Her hair brushed my cheek as she leaned on my shoulder. The last streaks of sunlight curled through the strands, setting them ablaze. Every sense in my body was dialed up: the warmth of her side pressed to mine, the drift of her perfume undercut by briny air and the faint tang of spices from the food stalls on shore.

She finished her wine in slow, thoughtful sips. “I was scared you’d think it was too old-fashioned,” she confessed, voice barely above the susurrus of the water. “The other girls are so bold, so wild. I just want to be a good wife. A good mother, when we’re ready. I want to be your anchor.”

I shook my head, pulling her tighter. “That’s the best thing I’ve ever heard. Don’t ever change for anyone, not me, not them, and sure as hell not your family.”

Her eyes flashed, something fierce in the gentleness. “Deal.”

There on the deck, under the newborn stars, it felt like the rest of the world had slowed to a crawl. Her vows circled in my head, refusing to let go, a kind of gravity that pulled me in and wouldn’t let up.

Now that I’d heard her say it, I wanted nothing more than to give her everything she’d asked for. Protection, partnership, kids, and a life that didn’t need a script to be perfect.

We sat there until the wine ran dry, the lights on the dock painting our shadows huge across the teak. Every so often, Emma would reach for my hand, squeezing, as if to remind herself this was all real.

As the breeze kicked up, carrying salt, spice, and the faintest perfume of fresh laundry drying somewhere ashore, I drifted my fingers through her hair, memorizing the texture, the glow.

“You really believe we can make it work?” she asked, sudden, raw. “The harem, the business, all of it?”

I didn’t think. I just answered.

“With you as co-captain? I don’t see how we can lose.”

Her laugh was pure sunshine. She blushed, ducked her head, but the pride was obvious.

“Then consider this my final vow,” she whispered, lips brushing my ear. “I promise to be the best damn wife you could ask for. And when you’re ready…” She let the thought hang, warm and full of promise. “I’ll give you all the babies you want.”

She leaned in, sealed it with a kiss, and for one infinite minute, neither of us moved.

The marina blinked to full nocturne: lanterns, strings of fairy lights, even the windows of the floating bar two slips over, all reflected in the still, dark waters.

And there on my deck, with Emma’s vows wrapped tight around my ribs, I felt ready. For anything.

I raked my fingers through her hair, loving the way the last stray sparks of sunlight caught and held.

“Thank you for choosing me,” I said, voice rough. “Of all the places you could have ended up, I’m damn lucky you landed here.”

She shook her head, honest. “It wasn’t luck. It was always going to be you, Cole. Always.”

The words knocked the breath out of me. Even after all the wild, no-holds-barred nights I’d had on this boat, nothing compared to the slow beat of hope and hunger that came when Emma looked at me and saw home.

Around us, the water rocked the hull, gentle and certain, time itself waiting for us to be done.

She tucked her head into my chest, hair spilling over both our shoulders, and for a long time, we just watched the dark roll in.

A sliver of moon floated up the mast, and for a second every ring, every curve of her jaw, every freckle on her shoulder, seemed to glow.

We didn’t say another word.

We didn’t need to.

Emma had given me her vow, and it was more binding than any ring or ceremony.

The world could have ended right there, and I’d have been fine.

But instead, we sat together, hearts racing, waiting for the next adventure to find us.

***

Emma led the way down from the deck, her hand wrapped loose around my wrist, a little buzzed from wine and a lot from the vows still echoing between us. For once, I let her take the lead. She didn’t hesitate, just steered us through the companionway and straight into the galley.

Maybe it sounds crazy, but there’s nothing sexier than a woman who knows her way around a kitchen. Emma hit the lights, shrugged out of her cardigan, and immediately took command. The tiny space went from quiet docked yacht to full-blown Food Network shoot in about ten seconds flat.

She propped her hair up in a quick, messy ponytail, barely glancing at the mirror on the fridge, then flicked on the stove. Her hands moved like she was born to this, ingredients flying, chopping board loaded, knives gleaming. The scent of lemon zest and cracked pepper hit first, followed by a one-two punch of sautéing garlic and sweet onions. I swear, I went half-hard just watching her slice bell peppers into strips so uniform it looked like she’d measured with a ruler.

“Sit,” she commanded, voice playful, “unless you want to risk losing a finger.”

I smirked, but did as told, sliding onto the small galley stool. She handed me an open bag of snap peas. “Snap the ends, toss them in the bowl. Chef’s orders.”

There was no ego here, no act, just the quiet confidence of a woman who’d spent a lifetime making sure everyone was fed, loved, and sorted before worrying about herself. I watched her sear marinated steak tips in a cast iron pan, flames licking up around the edges. Her focus was razor sharp, but she threw me a wink every time she caught me looking.

“You know, if this captain thing ever goes bust, you’d make a killer sous-chef,” Emma teased, scraping chopped herbs into a sizzling pot.

“You offering?” I parried, flicking pea ends into the bowl like poker chips. “I work for kisses and the occasional angry handjob.”

She snorted, shaking her head. “God, you’re a disaster. But you’re my disaster.” Her cheeks went pink, but the pride was right there, brimming over the edges.

Soon the galley was a warzone of color and smell: curry powder, seared meat, cilantro, a hint of something nutty browning in the oven. Every few minutes, she’d hand me a new task, stir the risotto, taste the sauce, wash a bowl, always in control, never missing a beat.

Between flourishes of culinary genius, we talked about anything and everything.

“So, top three places you’d open a restaurant,” I prodded, just to see her eyes light up.

She barely paused, twirling pasta with one hand while plating with the other. “Barcelona, Singapore, and, honestly? Here. This yacht. I want to do pop-up experiences: real chef’s table, private invitations. People pay thousands and don’t just go away stuffed, they go away happy.”

That vision, wild as it was, felt so right it hurt.

“You ever regret not chasing med school?” I asked, voice gentle.

Emma hesitated, then shook her head. “Not once. I love helping people, but the second I got on this boat, I realized what I really wanted was to create joy, not just patch up someone’s wounds.”

She caught my gaze, instantly serious. “I want to build something with you, Cole. Not just a family, but a business. Our own crazy, messy, beautiful legacy.”

The words hung in the air, heavy as steak on the burner.

I set the peas aside, wiped my hands, and just watched her finish, totally spellbound.

Within minutes, she had everything on the small galley table: sliced steak, risotto loaded with sweet corn and fresh herbs, a big bowl of seared veggies tossed in a citrus glaze, and for dessert, something sinful involving dark chocolate, tropical fruit, and whipped cream that actually made me groan out loud.

“Marry me,” I blurted. Not a joke. Not even a little.

Emma grinned, cheeks full color, wedding ring sparkling in the overhead halogen. “I already did, baby. Now eat.”

We set in, knees jammed together under the table, plates clinking, every bite a new revelation.

She ate with gusto, no hint of the old “good girl” routine. When she moaned over the steak, I made a mental note: learn to cook at her level or stay out of the kitchen entirely.

Conversation ping-ponged from world travel, “Where would you take me if you could pick any port?”, to wild hypotheticals about being on a cooking show. The real meat, though, was the dream of a future where she and I ran a business together, the yacht just the start.

“I want to build every menu around what you like,” she said, voice velvet. “Anything you want, any time of day. Just ask.”

I squeezed her hand. “Careful. I’ll end up three hundred pounds and unable to leave the bed.”

Her eyes flashed. “That’s only a problem if you stop making me scream in the bedroom. Otherwise, I’ll feed you as much as you want.”

There it was, classic Emma. Under the sweet, calm face, she was all claws and hunger, and not afraid to show it.

We laughed, polished off dinner, and I stacked our plates for washing.

Before I could move, Emma was already clearing the table, bare feet quick and quiet on the galley tile.

I rolled up my sleeves, got the water running, and fell into a rhythm: soap, scrub, rinse, stack. Domestic bliss, with a side of foreplay. I’d just finished the last bowl when I felt the air shift behind me.

Emma’s hands slipped around my waist, fingers nimble as she began undoing the buttons on my shirt. The sensation was so gentle at first, I thought she was just hugging me until her lips found my neck, firm and greedy.

She pressed every inch of her body against my back. Her voice, when it came, was pure seduction.

“Don’t turn around yet. I want to tell you exactly what I want tonight.”

The shirt fell open, and her hands slid up under the hem, palms warm against my abs.

“I want you to take me here, Cole. Right now. Against the counter, with my panties around my ankles so I can’t even step away. I want to feel your cock deep inside, fucking me like you’re desperate to put a baby in me, like nothing matters except making me yours.”

Her teeth grazed my ear; I shuddered.

“I want to look back and see your face when you come. I want to hear you call me your good girl, your wife. I love when you fill me up. More than anything, I want to make you happy.”

She pressed her hips to my ass, grinding, then nipped my earlobe.

“Please, Cole. I’m so wet I’m shaking. I need you.”

I turned, fast, grabbing her by the hips and spinning her so her back slammed against the counter.

Her eyes went wide, but she was grinning, the devil in an apron.

I crushed my mouth to hers, not gentle, but not cruel. She matched me, biting, sucking, hands everywhere, my chest, my neck, clawing me closer.

I yanked up her dress, found the lacy underwear, and ripped them down to her ankles. She nearly tripped but laughed, breathless, then braced her hands on the counter behind, sticking her ass out and bending slightly, the pose so needy and hot I almost came untouched.

She was slick, more than ready; her pussy glistened in the muted galley light.

I stroked her clit once, hard, and she whimpered.

“Ready?” I asked, just to tease her.

She didn’t even pretend to play coy. “Do it. Please, Cole. Fuck me now.”

Her thighs trembled, legs spread, cunt open and hungry. I lined up behind, slid my cock between her folds, and shoved in with one hard thrust.

She screamed, but didn’t even try to bite it back. The sound bounced off every metal surface in the galley.

The grip of her pussy was savage. I bottomed out, then started pounding, hands gripping her hips for leverage. Every stroke rocked her forward; she braced on the counter, nails raking the edge, knuckles white. Skin slapped, wet and obscene.

“Oh, god—yes, that’s it, harder—please, Cole, don’t stop, fill me—”

Her words were wrecked, desperate, all pretense gone.

I let go of her hip, pressed her shoulders to the counter, forced her to arch. The view was enough to ruin me: her ass bouncing, cunt stretched tight around my cock, every inch of her body begging for more.

I leaned forward, lips at her ear. “You’re perfect, Emma. My good girl. My wife.”

She melted. The walls of her pussy clamped down, rippling, already on the verge. I reached around, found her clit again, and stroked in tandem with every thrust.

She broke, shattering under me, body convulsing in wild aftershocks.

“Cole, oh, god, yes, I’m coming, I—” She sobbed, bracing herself as I kept fucking her through it.

I didn’t let up, not for a second.

The sound of our bodies, the slap and wet and need, made my head swim. I wanted to come so hard she’d never forget it.

She pushed back, taking even more, her ass pressed against my hips, thighs shaking.

“Don’t stop. Please—come inside me, I want it—”

That was all I needed.

I drove in, deeper, harder, the build so fast I almost lost control. My hands locked on her waist, holding her steady as I exploded, wave after wave, hips jerking. The first splash of cum made her gasp; the next set her off again, pussy milking me, refusing to let go.

I pulled her upright, still embedded deep, and kissed her neck, sucking, marking her.

She whimpered, sated, pussy leaking everything I’d given her, legs so shaky I had to hold her up.

“God, Cole, that was…” She trailed off, eyes rolling, words broken by little aftershocks.

I held her, easing out slow, watching the cream drip down her thighs, soaking her to the knees. Her underwear dangled from one ankle, a perfect, ruined trophy.

She turned, crashed into me, and kissed me hard, arms locked around my back.

Our chests heaved, bodies fused, sweat and tide and all.

For a minute, there was nothing but the beat of our hearts and the low hum of the fridge.

Emma laughed, wild and giddy. “Now that’s how you do dish duty.”

I grinned, scooped her up, and set her on the counter.

She wrapped her legs around my waist, trapping me tight, her lips at my ear.

“If you keep fucking me like that, we’re definitely going to need extra baby wipes.”

I kissed her, deep, tasting her need, and ran my hands up her thighs, loving the way her body shuddered at every touch.

She was wrecked, but already hungry for round two.

Which was lucky, because we weren’t anywhere near done.

Kitchen counters were just the start.

***

We drifted from the galley like a pair of newlyweds too drunk on need to care who saw us. Emma grabbed the hem of my shirt, and I half-carried her down the passage, both of us grinning like idiots. Her thighs were still slick with my cum; each step, she shivered, like she couldn’t wait for the next round.

She pulled us into the salon, spun me around, and pushed me back onto the long couch. No hesitation, no nerves. She straddled my lap, pussy already wet and open, dress bunched at her waist, cheeks flushed with heat.

If I’d been half-hard a minute ago, I was steel now.

Emma gripped my cock and lined me up, not even pretending to wait for a romantic buildup. “Just fuck me,” she hissed, voice raw with wicked pleasure. “I want to feel you come in me again, Cole. I want you as deep as I can take it.”

I slid inside, the heat and slickness of her cunt like a velvet vice.

She threw her head back, hair wild, every muscle flexed. The way she rode me, hips grinding, tits bouncing, hands braced on my shoulders, was pure hunger. Every stroke, every bounce, every little gasp from her lips, made me want to grab her and pin her to the cushions until she couldn’t say anything but my name.

But this wasn’t about power. Hell, it wasn’t even about who was on top. It was about two people who had finally dropped every filter, every excuse, and wanted nothing but the high-voltage rush of skin and sweat and being completely, utterly seen.

She moved like she’d trained for this. Fast at first, then slow, rolling her hips to milk every inch. Her pussy squeezed me, milking, greedy, already knowing she’d get every drop she wanted. I clamped my hands to her ass and bounced her on my lap, bruising kisses up her neck to her jaw.

The light from the marina bled through the windows, painting gold stripes over Emma’s bare chest as she rode me. For a second, every part of her glimmered: beads of sweat at her collarbone, wild tangle of hair, the wedding band burning between her fingers as she clawed at my shoulders.

“You’re perfect,” I groaned, watching her lose herself.

“Not perfect. Just yours.” She bit her lip, grinding, voice gone to pieces. “I want you to fill me up, Cole. Over and over.”

That was the game, hard, fast, desperate. I shifted, pressing my feet to the floor, and started thrusting up inside her, matching her rhythm. The wet, obscene sound of fucking filled the whole space, skin on skin, low whimpers, the crack of her ass hitting my thighs.

Emma’s climax hit quick: she tensed, head thrown back, pussy fluttering around my cock like a spasm. She gripped my biceps and buried her face in my neck, sobbing out a “yes, yes, yes” that was more prayer than language.

I didn’t let up. I moved her harder, faster, my hands clutching her hips, grinding her down until her clit mashed perfectly against my pelvis and every new thrust sent aftershocks up her body.

“Please, Cole, come inside me. I want to feel it, every time—”

Her words undid me.

The orgasm crashed through fast, ruthless. My cock jerked, buried deep, and I pulsed inside her so hard I nearly blacked out. She gasped with every shot, squeezing me, wringing every drop until I was spent but still locked inside her.

We fell back to the cushions, panting, sticky, her pussy leaking cum all over my cock and thighs. For a minute, neither of us moved; her head rested on my shoulder, her chest heaved against mine.

After a while, she giggled, wriggling on my lap. “Not even giving me time to recover?”

I grinned, hands running up her back. “You’re the one who started this round.”

She leaned in, kissed me deep, then whispered, “Captain, take me to your cabin. Finish the job.”

I hoisted her up, bridal-style, which made her laugh, then cry out as the movement sent another little spasm through her oversensitive pussy. We barely made it to my berth, tripping over discarded clothes and each other, but the second the door shut, Emma was on me.

This was round three, and she wanted it rough.

I pressed her to the wall, kissed her until we were both gasping, then spun her to face the bed. She bent over, gripping the sheets, legs spread, hair wild, ass flushed and begging.

I ran my palm over her back, down the curve of her ass, savoring the heat and the way her whole body trembled with anticipation.

She looked back, eyes wild. “You want me bred, Cole? You want to watch me get fat with your baby?”

The fantasy nearly broke my brain. I gripped her hips, lined up, and slid in to the hilt. She was tighter than ever, soaked, her inner muscles spasming before I’d even set the pace.

I fucked her, long and hard, every thrust slamming her ass up and into the mattress. The slap of skin was thunder, her cries the lightning, and underneath it all, that sweet, high-pitched whimper she only let out when she was gone to the world.

I didn’t bother with slow. I wanted to own her, to remind her she’d never find this with anyone else.

Her pussy was almost too much: a seamless, velvet pressure, so hot and tight it felt like my cock might never escape. With every savage thrust, the friction kissed the edge of pain, but I wanted that. I wanted her to remember it for days, to feel the echo of my cock in her cunt every time she sat, every time she shifted her hips, every accidental brush between her legs. I wanted to ruin her for anyone but me.

I drove into her, hands welded to her hips, my grip a perfect match for her curves. I knew I’d leave bruises, knew she’d savor them, catalogue each one as a private love letter. Her back bowed, shoulders hunched, and she shoved against my thrusts with a force that made the bedframe groan. The headboard banged the wall, a metronome for how hard I was fucking her.

Her cheek mashed to the pillow, hair wild and tangled, she could barely breathe for moaning. I watched every muscle in her back flex, watched the beads of sweat drip down her spine, pooled at the base above her ass. I could see how slick my cock made her on every withdrawal, the creamy, obscene stretch that said she’d already climaxed more than once. Or maybe she was just ready for another.

I leaned forward, brought my chest to her back, and bit at her neck, just hard enough to leave a mark. She whimpered, shuddering, the whole length of her body alive and trembling. Still, I needed more. I wanted her to scream, to break, to lose control so completely she might never find her center again.

I straightened, planted my feet, and started pounding her with short, brutal strokes. My hips slammed her ass so hard the impact rippled up her spine. She shrieked, hands clawing for purchase, nails gouging the sheets. I reached around, fingers fumbling until I found her clit, slick and swollen.

I didn’t tease. I pressed down, rubbed fast and rough, matching the piston rhythm of my cock. She tried to twist away, but I held her in place. No escape. Every time I rammed her, her clit mashed against my hand, sending a jolt through her whole body.

She went wild. Her legs kicked, toes curling, then flexing, heels digging into the mattress. The noises she made weren’t human anymore: high-pitched, animal, desperate. I could feel the tension in her pussy building, that frantic, fluttering squeeze that signaled she was about to snap.

I wanted it. Needed it. If she came, I wasn’t sure I’d last another second, but I’d take that risk.

I leaned over, voice a growl in her ear: “Let go for me, Emma. Come. I want to feel what it does to my wife.”

She shivered, keening, and her pussy started to spasm, milking my cock, rippling in time with her broken moans.

“Fuck, Cole, I’m coming. Oh, god, I want it, please—”

She shattered, body locked, every nerve on fire.

As Emma’s body convulsed around mine, her pussy fluttering and clenching with aftershocks that radiated up through my core, I felt the wave gathering at the base of my spine, a savage, inevitable force that demanded release. She was nearly sobbing, the sound torn from her chest and muffled by pillows she clawed at, and the musky, heady scent of our sweat and sex drowned out the world beyond my berth. I braced myself, both hands gripping her hips so tightly I’d surely leave marks, and hammered into her with everything I had left.

The pleasure arced up, sharp and white-hot, and I lost myself in it. My cock jerked, pulsing as I emptied into her, each spasm a cataclysm that sent my vision sparkling with static. I shouted her name, or maybe just wordless noise, as I drove deep and released, pouring myself into the clutching, greedy heat of her. It was too much, overwhelming, obliterating, the kind of climax that left me shaking and barely able to stand.

She howled, the sound high and keening, then broke into a second orgasm before I’d even finished the first. Her hands fisted the sheets, then let go, fingers splayed and trembling as her whole body seized and shuddered. The skin of her back glistened with sweat, every muscle in her body tensed to breaking, her face wild and beautiful in the dim wash of the marina lights drifting through the porthole.

I rammed her with a few more frantic thrusts, unwilling to let go of the feeling even as her pussy milked me for every last drop. The heat of our joined bodies, the friction and pressure, made each pulse of cum feel like it might rip me in two. I could feel myself flooding her, could see the creamy blend already starting to leak out around my cock and down her shaking thighs, slick and obscene and perfect.

Emma collapsed forward, hands slipping off the edge of the mattress, her breath coming in ragged sobs. She whimpered, the sound a shattered kind of joy, then tried to push herself upright, but her arms buckled and she crumpled into the sheets, hips still raised and trembling.

I bent over her, chest pressed to her sweat-soaked back, and wrapped my arms around her, kissing from the nape of her neck to her shoulder, holding her as she shivered through every last twitch of release. Her hair stuck to her face and neck, and I swept it aside, breathing in the wild animal scent of her.

For a long minute, nothing existed but the erratic drum of her heart and my cock still buried deep in her, softening but refusing to leave the heat of her body. I pressed my palm to her belly, feeling the muscles flutter as her body tried to recover from the storm.

She hiccupped a laugh, voice rough and hoarse. “That was… ridiculous.”

I kissed behind her ear, whispered, “I could do it all night, Em.”

She shuddered again, grinding her ass back against my hips, milking another jolt out of me. “Then do it,” she rasped, “but maybe give me a minute. I can’t feel my legs.”

I eased her down, softer now, curling her against my chest on the bed, still inside her.

We clung together, sweat-soaked, shaking, our bodies fused as if the ocean could come crashing in and we wouldn’t even notice.

She nuzzled under my chin, ringed hand splayed over my heart.

For a long time, there was no need for talk. Just breathing, the hush of the hull, and the way her breath feathered over my skin.

When our hearts stopped hammering, Emma propped herself up, hair wild, skin flushed.

She grinned. “If we didn’t make a baby tonight, I’ll be shocked. I could feel you all the way to my bones.”

I stroked her hair back, pressed a sticky kiss to her temple. “Maybe we should pace ourselves. Give the universe a chance to catch up.”

She rolled her eyes, playful. “Next you’ll say we need to remodel before you’ll let me get knocked up.”

I snorted. “Wouldn’t hurt to have a plan. Maybe wait till we’re in Miami, or at least until the world stops spinning.”

She curled against my chest, sheets twisted around us, bodies still humming.

“Fine. But I’m already picking out baby names,” she whispered, voice more serious now. “We’ll need a nursery. Maybe swap out one of the cabins, put in a little fold-down changing table, something safe but adorable. You’d be so good with a daughter, you know? Like, scary protective. All the dads would hate you.”

The image floored me. Not just the idea of a baby in the yacht’s hallway, but the sudden ache in my chest at wanting to see it for real.

“You’re sure you want all this?” I asked, gentle, not doubting her, just needing to hear it again.

Emma nodded, then pulled back so she could see my face.

“I’ve never been more sure of anything. I want to raise them with you. Not just as your wife, but as your partner. Side by side, through every nightmare, every joy.”

Her voice wavered. Maybe it was exhaustion, or maybe the future was just too close for comfort.

She buried her face in my chest. “But…”

The word cracked, and she took a long pause before letting it out.

“My mom still thinks I’m going to med school. There’s another deadline coming up. Dad hasn’t told her. It’s like he’s afraid of what she’ll do if she finds out. I guess that makes me the world’s worst daughter, right?”

She laughed, but there was no humor in it.

“Hey.” I lifted her chin, forcing her to look me dead in the eye. “That makes you the bravest woman I know. Not many people walk away from the path their parents built for them. You did. You own it. And if your mom can’t see what a legend you’re becoming, that’s her loss, not yours.”

Emma closed her eyes and let out a breath I didn’t know she was holding.

“I’m scared sometimes. That if I choose what I want, it’ll all come apart. I want this life, us, the business, the kids, everything, but sometimes I wonder if wanting too much is just asking for pain.”

I shook my head. “Want all of it. Don’t apologize for that. I didn’t even know I wanted a family until you put it in words. And now? I want it so much it scares me. Hell, half the time I think about you as a mom and it makes me want to drag you to bed for a week.”

That cracked her up, and the room lightened in a heartbeat.

“Well, you did just drag me to bed,” she pointed out, nuzzling closer. “And I’m not opposed to a week-long marathon if you’re up for it.”

I grinned. “You’re insatiable.”

She yawned, wide and sweet, eyelids drooping but still fighting to get the last word.

“So, baby names. Top contenders: if it’s a girl, I like Isla, or maybe Delaney. Something ocean-y, but not too weird. For a boy, I kind of like Mason, or maybe something classic, like Jack. Oh, and—”

Her voice faded, the last word trailing as sleep claimed her mid-sentence.

I watched her breathing, slow and sure, one arm across my chest, every inch of her curves pressed against me. Her hair fanned over the pillow, wild and gorgeous, the wedding ring flashing every time she shifted.

I couldn’t look away.

For a long time, I just lay there, holding her, letting the weight of the future settle in.

I’d always thought I was meant to be alone. That some men just weren’t cut out to be fathers, that maybe my shot at family had died with my marriage.

But Emma, just by loving me, made all those old ideas sound like bullshit.

I wanted everything she did, babies, business, the wild, messy, chaotic future only we could build.

I let myself hope and smiled.

She murmured in her sleep, cuddling closer, and I stroked her back, content to be her anchor, her shield, her home.

I’d finish this baby-making triathlon tomorrow, and the next day, and every day she wanted. As long as she was beside me, the future looked perfect.

I closed my eyes, memorized the moment, and let us both drift.

Let the world keep spinning.

We’d be ready.


Chapter fifteen
Captain's Orders


The late afternoon sun bled across the deck, turning every inch of True North into a moving sunroom. That hour before sunset always felt like a gift: no meetings, nobody yelling for help or cocktails, just the slap of water against hull and the gold-warm thrum of the wheel in my hands. This far into the voyage, if things were quiet, you knew it wouldn’t last.

I was lost in the humming rhythm, mind drifting between dinner plans and a thousand shades of blue on the horizon, when trouble came barreling down the corridor.

Evan didn’t knock. He just burst into the navigation room like someone had replaced his bones with Red Bull and panic. The kid was usually a model of manners, buttoned up, cautious, but now he was all elbows and flailing tablet, a bead of sweat sliding down his temple.

For a second, I thought we’d blown a generator or the watermaker had shit the bed. I braced for a mechanical disaster. Instead, he held the tablet out like a live grenade, eyes wild behind his wire rims.

“Cap, I mean, Cole, you need to see this. Now.”

His tone killed the daydream dead. I let the wheel go, squared up, and took the tablet.

The sender field flashed: [PRODCO: URGENT]—not the kind of subject line meant to make your afternoon.

I tapped it open, eyes skimming the block text. First line, I could smell the stench of corporate double-speak:

DEAR TRUE NORTH TEAM,

Pursuant to your agreement, we are notifying you that our original sponsor group is in active negotiations to transfer majority shares in your content series (“Harem on the Horizon”) to AxioStream Media, subject to satisfactory due diligence...

The jargon got denser, but the meaning was blunt-force: our backers were days away from dumping their ownership straight to a streaming giant with a reputation for turning gold into garbage. AxioStream wanted not just the footage, but “directional input, editorial rights, and all branding.” Which was MBA for taking our life, our story, and slicing it up for cheap attention.

I felt my jaw clench, molars grinding. I’d risked, in more ways than one, a hell of a lot for this voyage. I’d be damned if the suits in Silicon Valley were going to turn us into a meme.

I handed the tablet back, voice flat but heavy.

“Who else has seen this?”

Evan shook his head, Adam’s apple working overtime. “Just me. Maya’s editing in the A/V. I didn’t want to—” He stopped, like he didn’t have words.

“Good call. Give me two minutes, then get Maya up to the salon. I want every girl present. Nobody skips this meeting.”

He nodded, grateful.

I logged our heading, double-tapped the autopilot, then stalked out to the salon. The air outside snapped me to life, cooler now, the scent of salt overlayed with sunscreen and a ghost of grilled fish from hours ago.

This wasn’t just a bump in the road. This was the kind of pivot that could make or break the whole voyage, and, if I was honest, the fragile, wild family we’d built along the way.

***

It only took fifteen minutes to pull everyone together.

Summer and Kylie were the first to arrive, both in matching black bikini tops and cutoffs that barely qualified as clothes. They dropped onto the nearest couch, instantly keyed into my mood.

“Emergency, Cap?” Kylie said, swinging a bare leg over the armrest like she owned the room.

“Feels serious,” Summer added, cocking her head, eyes bright. “Are we getting canceled?”

Emma swept in next, hair up, tank top still dusted with flour from lunch prep. She caught the tension in the air before even taking a seat. Brooke and Tessa filed in together: Brooke all icy platinum composure, not a hair out of place, and Tessa trailing behind, notebook in hand, her expression thoughtful and a tiny bit wary.

Lila and Maya rounded out the group. Lila, sweet and shy, hovered near the snacks, sensing drama but waiting to be told where to stand. Maya entered with her usual mad scientist energy, camera still hanging from her neck and a set of neon acupressure bands flashing at her wrists.

Evan waited until the group had settled before stepping forward. He looked like he hadn’t breathed since he left me at the helm.

I raised my voice, enough to snap every gaze my way.

“Listen up. This isn’t a drill. We’ve got a business fire on deck worse than any squall we’ve seen so far.”

The room fell silent, a dozen eyes shifting from bikini banter to full war council.

I gestured for Evan to take the floor.

“Tell them what you showed me.”

Evan nodded, nervously clutching his tablet as if it might sprout teeth.

“We…uh. We just got an urgent email from the production company. The original sponsors are negotiating to sell their majority shares in Harem on the Horizon directly to AxioStream Media. If that happens, Axio gets the right to stream all our footage. They’d have a say in editing, casting, even how we film daily life on the yacht.”

Maya hissed, sharp. “That’s every filmmaker’s nightmare.”

Brooke’s face froze, the only tell a tiny tic at her jaw.

Emma beat me to the punch. “Would they kick us out? Or just control the show without us?”

Evan shook his head. “They don’t want us gone. They want more content. But under their brand. With their rules. Their editors.”

Kylie groaned, tossing her arms wide. “So, we’re, like, going to be an algorithm’s wet dream? No thanks.”

Summer snorted. “They’ll want more drama, more scandal, more fake crying and bikini accidents. Am I right?”

Tessa, quiet so far, scribbled in her notebook, eyes already narrowed, lips pinched. I could see the wheels turning.

I cut in, putting the steering wheel back in my palms.

“Bottom line, if our sponsors sell out, we don’t lose control, but we have corporate suits breathing down our neck, making demands. They have an equal vote in not just of how we look, but what gets filmed and aired. Privacy goes overboard. Next thing you know, every slip-up, every personal moment, is trending on a screen somewhere.”

The words hung in the air like smoke.

Emma ran her hand over her wedding ring, something she only did when stressed. “Do we have a say?”

Evan shrugged. “Technically we still own the show, but they’ll be in bed right beside us. Pardon the pun. Unless we buy out their shares. But we could refuse to keep filming. That would nuke the season. Or, we comply. But then AxioStream controls the narrative. And us.”

A beat of dark silence. I let it sit, watching how each person processed it.

Summer was the first to break, grinning with zero shame. “Well, if they want sex, I hope they like threesomes. Maybe we can have a spinoff called The Real Housewives of Hot Mess Lagoon?”

Kylie snickered, but Emma shook her head, voice dead serious.

“I’m not filming my family if I’m not comfortable. We’ve built trust here. I won’t let some rando at a desk slice us up to make us look deranged.”

Lila’s voice barely made a ripple, but it was honest. “Would they be able to force us to do things on camera we don’t want to?”

Maya stepped in, face pale beneath the overhead lights.

“They can’t make you do something illegal, but they can push for manufactured drama. I’ve seen it. First, it’s longer shoots. Then ‘spontaneous’ fights. Then they start scheduling confessionals with loaded questions. You’re not people to them. You’re ratings.”

Brooke looked like she’d just tasted a lemon soaked in bleach. “That isn’t what we signed up for.”

The group started to fragment, some angry, some scared, some (like Summer and Kylie) openly fucking delighted at the idea of breaking TV.

I let them spiral for a beat. Then cut the noise with my best Captain voice.

“Look. The ocean doesn’t care about your plans. Neither do sponsors. But I do. This isn’t about money, or going viral, or even winning the ratings war. It’s about making something honest, together. If it takes me eating the cost of the rest of the voyage, I’ll do it. I refuse to let corporate suits turn us into a sideshow.”

For a second, they just stared, the words settling like a layer of dust.

Brooke broke the silence. “I admire your resolve, but it’s not that simple. Hundreds of hours of footage, payments to crew, not to mention what the show’s already spent.”

I nodded, not shying away. “I’ve done the math. If we need to walk, I’ll bankroll it. We can cut a new season, distribute it ourselves, hell, pitch it to a smaller network when we’re done. The only thing I won’t do? Let them own us.”

The women looked at each other, testing the mood.

Emma was the first to reach for my hand, ring glinting. “You’ll have my help. No matter what.”

Summer and Kylie both raised their hands, like it was a game show.

“I vote for Captain’s Cut,” Summer said, eyes alight.

“Ditto,” Kylie grinned. “As long as I get final say on my bikini B-roll.”

Lila looked nervous but nodded, blue eyes shining with trust.

Maya, still wound tight, shrugged. “I left my last job over this. I’d rather work on something real.”

Even Brooke, voice soft but steel under velvet, said, “I trust you, Cap. If you say we can do it our way, I’ll find a solution for the business end.”

At the edge of the couch, Tessa hadn’t said a word. She just wrote, long slow loops of pen across the page, as if every comment had to be digested, spun, analyzed. Her green eyes flicked up, caught mine, then dropped again, lost in calculation.

I almost smiled. If there was anyone on board who could spin crisis into gold, it was my Little Star.

“Okay,” I said, watching the room as the gears started to mesh. “Here’s the plan: Evan, break down exactly what we’d need to buy out the sponsors. Maya, document every shoot meticulously. We’ll want a complete archive if there’s a legal fight. Ladies, if any of you have ideas for how we keep the content ours without tanking morale, write it down. We’re in this thing together.”

There was a collective release, a kind of group exhale, like the storm had passed and everyone realized the yacht wasn’t about to sink. Not on my watch.

Emma, ever the anchor, summed it up. “Family first, right, Captain?”

“Family first,” I echoed, letting the words ring.

The first cracks of sunset started threading the windows, painting Lila and Summer in stripes of orange and peach. There was still tension in the air, but less fear. More resolve.

Kylie propped her foot up, grinned at the crowd. “Bet AxioStream never faced a girl gang with this much attitude.”

Summer fist-bumped her in agreement.

Brooke set her pen down, gaze sharpening. “If we’re going to make this work, we need a counter-offer. Something legal, but also a reminder they can’t buy loyalty.”

Lila looked at me, uncertain but hopeful. “What do you need us to do?”

“Simple,” I replied. “Stick together. Support each other. I’ll fight the business battle, you make sure no matter what happens, we still enjoy the trip. That’s the only content worth filming.”

The mood shifted. From panic to team huddle in a single pass.

As everyone started to disperse, Kylie dragging Summer for a snack raid, Lila and Emma swapping recipe ideas for dinner, Brooke talking legalese with Maya, I caught Tessa paused in the doorframe, journal tucked tight to her chest.

She wasn’t scared. She was plotting. You could see it on her face, the flick of her eyes, the little smile lurking at the corner of her mouth.

If there was a solution, she’d find it. True North had her own in-house strategist, and she was barely old enough to celebrate with champagne.

The sun dropped lower outside, flooding the salon with gold. For the first time in hours, I felt the tightness in my jaw loosen.

We’d been tested before, storms, drama, jealousy, breakdowns. This was just a new shape of challenge.

And as long as I had these women, and the stubborn, reckless faith that we could do it better, I was game to take on anything.

Corporate buyout? Let them try.

We’d write our own ending.

And it would be a hell of a lot sexier than anything they could dream up in a boardroom.

***

After everything that went down in the salon, I needed a minute to find quiet. Sometimes, in the mess of group arguments and five-alarm business meetings, you forget there’s a world outside the drama. I found mine in the companionway, dim, warm, the distant burr of diesel somewhere down the hull, the gentle rock of the Pacific turning the yacht into a floating lullaby.

I stopped outside Tessa’s cabin, hand hovering over the door. Half of me wanted to burst in, pirate-style, and kidnap her to my own bunk. The other half just wanted to listen, to catch even a hint of her voice through the old, battered wood.

No yelling. No tears. Not even the click of her laptop. Just the faint, soft scratch of pen on paper, and the occasional sigh, like she was building a whole world in the space of a single breath.

I knocked, soft.

The door eased open, slow, and there she was: cross-legged on her bed, knees hugged up beneath a battered Moby Dick T-shirt, hair loose and wild over her shoulders. Her cheeks were flushed, eyes glowing in the soft puddle of light from a reading lamp clipped to the shelf above. The journal, deep navy, speckled with gold, looked tiny in her hands, even though her grip was white-knuckle tight.

“Hey, Captain,” she said, smile shy but alive.

I stepped in, shutting the door behind me. The little space closed around us, intimate as a confession booth. I could smell everything: the paper and ink, the faint trace of her shampoo, the vanilla candle she lit before bed. Every part of it screamed Tessa.

I nodded at the journal. “You writing another one of your world-famous secrets?”

She bit her lip, looking more nervous than I’d seen her in months.

“Not tonight. I…I was actually hoping to share something with you.”

She gestured to the bed, inviting me. I took it, sitting beside her so our knees brushed. The mattress bowed under our weight, tilting us together. In the amber glow, the freckles stood out on her sun-browned thighs, scattered in the exact pattern of a constellation I’d never name for fear of breaking the spell.

Tessa took a deep breath, ringed finger trembling as she cracked open the journal. For a long moment, all I could hear was her heartbeat, loud enough that it seemed to echo against the walls.

“I wrote this after the ceremony in Singapore,” she said, eyes glued to the page. “The Luminous Bond…with the rings. I wanted to say my vows that night, but I couldn’t. Now, I think I can.”

I went still, no jokes, no Captain voice. Just me, and her, and the sense that something huge was about to drop.

Tessa started reading, voice soft as wind through the rigging:

“My vow is that I choose you. Not just for tonight, or this season, or even for as long as the ocean lets us sail. But for every tomorrow, for every tide, for every page I write until I’m old and gray and too tired to hold a pen.” She swallowed, eyes flicking up to mine for a heartbeat before dropping again. “You taught me what it really means to be loved. That I’m allowed to want things, big, scary, beautiful things. That I can be more than just a shadow or a sweet little ghost in the background.”

Her voice cracked, barely holding.

“You make me brave. With you, I am not invisible. I’m a partner. A muse, maybe even a wife, if you’ll have me.” Tears sparkled on her cheeks, silver in the low light, but she kept going. “I swear to always, always tell you the truth. To fight for our weird, wild family, even when it’s hard. To offer you the best parts of myself and the broken ones, too. I want to give you everything. My body, my words, every story I’ll ever write.”

She paused, air shuddering in her lungs.

“And if we ever have a daughter—” her lip wobbled, “I hope she finds someone who makes her feel the way you make me feel every day. Seen. Understood. Absolutely, endlessly loved.”

It was a punch straight to the gut. I don’t care how stoic you are, words like that can drop you to your knees.

I reached out, caught her shaking hand, kissed it, thumb tracing the curve of her wrist where her pulse still danced.

“You have no idea what you mean to me,” I said. It sounded dumb out loud, but I pushed through. “You’re not just part of the crew. You’re my soul’s missing piece. My reason for wanting to come home, every night, every day, no matter what else goes wrong.”

She blinked, tears falling, but her smile was all sunlight.

“You really mean that?” she whispered.

I held her gaze, dead serious. “Until the sun drops out of the sky. You’re made for me. And I’m going to spend the rest of my life proving it.”

I didn’t wait for a cue. I pulled her in, lips finding hers. The kiss was slow, almost reverent. Honey and tears and the taste of her promise on my tongue. Her hands climbed to my face, pulling us closer, not frantic, just desperate to never let go.

One by one, I unclipped the buttons on her ancient T-shirt, baring the soft, flushed skin underneath. Even after countless nights together, the first glimpse of her never failed to knock me sideways. Freckles, curves, the vivid pink of her nipples standing proud, her chest rising and falling like the tide was caught beneath her ribs.

She tried to hide her face, but I stopped her, kissing away every trace of embarrassment.

“You’re perfect,” I told her, “every inch.”

Tessa blushed deeper, but didn’t turn away.

I stripped off my own shirt, then shifted so I could lay her back into the pillows. The sheets were cool and soft, the cotton high-thread-count from some boutique in Miami, but she was hotter than the surface of the sun. I kissed down her neck, the hollow of her collarbone, then lower—lingering over every mark, every secret curve.

Her hands traced my shoulders, hungry, never possessive, as if she wanted to memorize the proof of me. When I finally reached her breasts, I took my time: kissing, licking, sucking each nipple until she was arching off the mattress, fingers tangled in my hair.

“God, Cole,” she breathed, voice rough. “You always know how to make me feel like I’m the only girl in the world.”

“You are,” I said, rolling the words over her skin with my tongue. “Tonight. Every night.”

I moved down, stopping to worship her belly, then the sweet V where her thighs parted. Her legs were already shaking, knees falling wide. I kissed the inside of her thighs, loving the way the goosebumps chased every brush of my lips.

Her panties were peach cotton, so thin they might as well have been air. I stripped them slow, wanting to savor the reveal. Her pussy was slick, open, glistening in the lamplight. She was already dripping, raw need on display, and the scent of her made my brain go blank.

“So beautiful,” I murmured, more to myself than her.

She squirmed, anxious. “You don’t have to—just being here—”

I cut her off, sinking my tongue into her, tasting her like she was the main course at a five-star restaurant.

She moaned, hips rocking up, thighs clamped around my ears.

Every time we did this, she swore it was better than the last. I made it a point of pride to prove her right.

I licked her soft, then hard, circling her clit, dipping into the slick folds, teasing and then devouring like I’d die if I stopped. She writhed, gasping, voice gone thin and wild. Her hands never left me, in my hair, gripping my arms, desperate for anchor.

“Please, I—oh, god, don’t stop—”

I didn’t. I kept going, fingers joining the party, thrusting inside her as I tongued her clit. She came fast, body clenching, juice flooding my mouth, her scream echoing off the walls.

She sagged, boneless, eyes glazed. But I wasn’t done.

I slid up her body, kissing every inch, licking the taste of her orgasm off my lips as I hovered over her.

“Are you ready for more?” I whispered.

She just nodded, too wrecked for words.

I lined up, the head of my cock brushing her pussy. She was so wet, so ready, I slid in with one slow push, seating myself to the hilt.

The sensation nearly knocked me out. I don’t care how many times you’ve fucked someone, when it’s Tessa, it always feels new.

Her cunt gripped me, velvet and heat and a squeeze that told me exactly how much she wanted every inch.

I started slow. Just rocking, filling her, watching her pupils dilate and her hands clench in the sheets. Her back arched, breasts bouncing with every thrust.

“God, you’re so deep,” she whimpered, “so good—”

We moved together, no rush. Every stroke, every grind, was timed to the rock of the boat. The mattress tried to fight us, but I held her steady, bracing her with my hips and hands.

She wrapped her legs around me, heels digging into my lower back, pulling us tighter. The angle hit something inside her just right, and she shivered with every new thrust. I watched her body lose all its tension, melting under the build, the pleasure a slow wave that kept rising and rising.

We kissed through it, our mouths fusing and breaking apart in frantic rhythm, both of us giddy, drunk on the taste of each other. I gripped the wild tangle of her hair, keeping her close, while her hands roamed my chest and back with a kind of desperate reverence. I could feel her nails drag over my skin, sometimes soft, sometimes sharp, like she needed me to know exactly how much she didn’t want to let go.

She was so present, so responsive, that every noise she made shot straight through me. At first her moans were soft, little tremors against my lips. But as I drove deeper, picking up the pace, they got louder, less filtered, less polite. She started to say things, half-words and shattered sentences, but I swallowed them, kept her locked to me, made us both delirious with the friction and the heat.

The bedframe rattled in sync with our bodies. The lamplight flickered as we shifted, clumsy and perfect. At some point, she rolled us, pushed me onto my back, and climbed on top. I let her, loving the way her thighs bracketed my hips, the way her hair fell forward to curtain our faces. She leaned down and kissed me so hard our teeth clacked, her tongue probing, taking, until I was dizzy.

Her hands kept moving, down my arms, up my sides, gripping my face, then bracing on my shoulders as she started to ride. She set a pace that was pure poetry: slow, deep, rolling her hips in figure-eights that made it impossible to think about anything but her. She didn’t care about grace or technique. She just wanted to feel everything, and I wanted to give her that.

I reached up, palms on her waist, then higher, thumbs tracing the arc of her ribs, fingers splayed wide to cover as much of her as possible. I pulled her down, anchored us together, and she shuddered, the whole length of her body quaking against mine.

Every time she gasped, every time her breath stuttered, I matched it with my own. We were both barreling toward the edge, neither of us willing to slow down, both of us greedy for what came next.

Her eyes locked on mine, wide and unguarded. She looked so beautiful it hurt, red-faced, sweat damp at her temples, lips split from kissing too hard. That was when I realized she was right on the verge, and so was I.

I held her tighter, hips thrusting up into her, and she let her head drop, hair spilling around us like a curtain, and started to tremble all over.

“I love you,” she gasped. “I love you so much—”

I lost it. The pressure built at the base of my spine, pure and savage.

“Come with me, Tessa. Let’s do it together.”

I reached between us, pressed her clit, hard, each circle matching the rhythm of my cock inside her.

She came apart, a chain reaction detonation that started in her hips and rippled outward, taking the rest of her with it. The spasm of her cunt around my cock was like nothing I’d ever felt, powerful, relentless, more alive than just flesh. I felt every flutter and squeeze, every aftershock jolt, as if her orgasm wasn’t something that happened to her but to both of us, a living feedback loop. Her voice broke into a wild, keening noise, equal parts delight and despair, like she couldn’t believe anything could feel this good or this necessary. Her hands clamped my biceps, nails biting in, and I could see her chest flush all the way down to her navel, the pretty pink spreading like spilled sunrise.

She didn’t come once but over and over, aftershocks layered atop each other until she was sobbing and laughing and moaning all at once. She bucked, every muscle in her thighs rigid, my name stuttering off her lips in syllables that didn’t sound like language. In that moment, I wanted nothing but to be the engine of her pleasure forever, to live in the raw, shivering pulse of her body as she rode out the quake.

I lost myself inside her, the urge to respond overwhelming. I slammed in, deeper than before, our hips knocking hard, my cock thick and swollen, balls drawn tight, ready to spill. Her pussy gripped me so hard I didn’t think I’d ever be able to pull out again, squeezing in wild, uncoordinated waves that made me feel like I was being milked dry. I felt the break coming, the inexorable rush, and just before I toppled over I caught her gaze, wide, glassy, everything stripped bare but love.

I exploded, the orgasm so violent it took my breath away. It wasn’t just a release; it was a fucking surrender. I emptied everything I had into her, pulse after pulse, my entire being reduced to the sensation of release and the smell of sweat and girl and sex. I held tight, both arms locked around her, and she squeezed back, holding us in place while I painted her insides with every drop.

We collapsed together, a heap of tangled limbs and shaking, spent muscles. My face was buried in her hair, a wild, humid tangle of gold and salt. Her cheek pressed into the crook of my neck, her breathing ragged but slowly evened out. For a long moment neither of us moved. The world shrank to the heat between our bodies and the dull, satisfied ache in my cock. Sweat stung my eyes but I didn’t care; I was never letting her go.

The sheets were kicked halfway off the bed, twisted into a mess beneath us. My thigh was cramping where she’d clamped her legs around me and refused to let go, but I felt like I could lie here for a thousand years, just breathing her in. My hands traced up and down her spine, memorizing the line of it, the way each vertebrae rose and fell under my palm. She made a small, contented sound, half-purr, half sigh, and burrowed closer, pressing her breasts flat to my chest.

She trembled, just a little, the aftershocks still working through her, and I held her tighter, like I could anchor her to the mattress. When she finally pulled back and looked at me, her eyes were luminous, still glassy, still wet at the edges. There was a streak of tears on her cheek, and it made me want to hold her forever, protect her from anything the world could throw at us.

She started to giggle. It was such a pure, unguarded sound that I laughed too, both of us delirious on endorphins and relief. Her hair was everywhere, sticking to my face and arms and chest; I tucked it behind her ear, kissed her temple, tasted the sweat and salt and something sweeter.

She didn’t say anything for a long time, just stroked my jaw with her thumb, and I could see the words she wanted to say, but for once, maybe, it was enough to just exist here in the afterglow, not filling the air with declarations or confession.

I nudged her nose with mine, snuck in a lazy, greedy kiss, and she melted into it. Our lips slow-danced, no rush, nothing to prove, just the soft, perfect pressure of two people who knew every inch of each other but still wanted more. Her tongue slid over mine, tasting, teasing, like we had all the time in the world.

Eventually I rolled us onto our sides, keeping her anchored to me, so we could breathe and maybe restart our hearts. Her leg draped over my waist, fingers tracing idle circles on my back. The boat creaked softly, the old wood settling, the sound of the ocean just outside our window. It was hard to believe there was an outside world at all.

For a long time, we just lay there, touching, soaking in the quiet, letting our bodies recover from the storm. I stroked her back, whispered words into her skin. She clung to me, not scared, just sated.

Eventually, she looked up, smile lopsided.

“You always know how to ruin me,” she whispered, “but in the best possible way.”

I grinned, crashed out beside her, and pulled her in so tight, our bodies fused.

We lay there forever, the yacht swaying, the world narrowed to the heat of the sheets and the beat of our hearts.

When she finally spoke again, her voice was thoughtful, hopeful.

“You know, when we get home, we could film our own show,” she murmured, tracing circles on my chest. “We could make it honest. Raw. Nobody telling us what to say or how to be. Just…us. Our family. Isn’t that better than letting someone else twist it?”

I thought about it. The power of building something that was ours, start to finish. No sponsors, no manufactured drama. Just stories, love, sex, the kind of real life nobody ever tells you exists.

“That’s a hell of an idea,” I said.

She snuggled closer, pride glowing in her eyes.

“Then let’s do it. For us. For everyone who wants to see what a real family looks like, even if it’s wild and messy and so, so much better than TV.”

I kissed her, letting the promise hang between us.

Whatever happened next, I had my answer.

Her.

Always her.

And the story we’d write, starting now.

***

She slept the way only Tessa could, totally tangled, one foot kicked free, hair wild across the pillow, soft lips parted on a sigh. The bedside light threw a pale halo over her face, picking out the dusting of freckles and the shadow of her lashes.

I could have watched her for an hour and never gotten bored.

For the first time all trip, the world outside felt far away. No sponsors, no deadlines, just us. For a minute, I let myself drift, listening to the hush of her breath, the distant thrum of the generator, the gentle, predictable rock of the yacht. Her skin glowed in the faint light, every curve and angle more familiar than my own hands.

But peace, at least for me, never lasted.

I slipped out from under her grip, careful not to wake her. She murmured, rolled over, and claimed all the sheets. I grinned, padded barefoot to the navigation desk where my laptop waited, half-hidden under a stack of Tessa’s notebooks and a bag of Ghirardelli chocolate chips.

As soon as I powered it up, the blue-white glow hit me straight in the face, lighting every line and shadow. For a second, I looked old, maybe even tired, but then the reflection sharpened: jaw set, eyes clear, ready to do whatever the fuck it took to keep this crew together.

I drafted the email with hands steady as glass.

Adam and Mark, brothers in every way but blood. It wouldn’t be an easy sell, but if anyone understood what was at stake, it was them. They’d watched this thing go from a madman’s plan to a family-in-the-making, and I knew they’d rather light their money on fire than see a streaming company chew us up.

I kept the message simple, no drama, just facts:

Gentlemen—

Situation urgent. Sponsors are pushing a full buyout to AxioStream. Unless we intervene, we turn over our raw foot to them. My proposal: we pool resources to buy out their shares. I’ll personally guarantee up to 80% of the funds if needed. Evan is running the numbers, but estimate is high six figures.

Upside: we keep creative control and all future distribution rights, both in North America and abroad. Downside: it’s a risk, but less than letting them weaponize our story.

We can afford it, but only if we act now. I won’t let outsiders turn our girls into clickbait. If you agree, I’ll get the lawyers moving tonight.

Let me know.

-Cap

For a second, I hesitated. It was a hell of a lot to risk, more than most sane people would bet on a “family” like ours.

But sane people don’t end up here. Not on a yacht with a harem, halfway around the world, fighting to keep a miracle alive.

I glanced over at the bed, at the curve of Tessa’s shoulder, the way she’d wrapped her arms around my pillow, refusing to let even a sliver of space come between us. That was my answer.

I hit send, feeling the weight lift.

When I slipped back into bed, she curled to my chest automatically, all instinct and trust, the way only she could. Her breathing slowed, synced to mine. I felt her relax, and somewhere deep inside, all the tension from the day faded with her next exhale.

Tomorrow, we’d have a new fight on our hands. Miami was coming like a freight train, and I knew the real world wouldn’t wait politely at the edge of the dock.

But tonight, we were whole. Untouchable.

I pressed a kiss to her tangled hair, letting the scent of her burn away the last doubts.

Whatever happened, I’d keep them safe.

I’d keep us together.

And no suit, no buyout, no ratings-grubbing hell would ever change that.

I drifted off, wrapped around my wild, beautiful girl, ready for anything.

Because that’s what love does. It turns even the wildest odds into something worth fighting for.

Let the next adventure find us.

We’d be ready.


Chapter sixteen
Pacific Perfection


Every morning, the South Pacific light set the deck on fire, turning every inch of True North into a private, floating sun temple. The air was so clean and bright it almost felt invented, the sky above the sails a blue you could drown in. We ran mostly bare poles after Singapore, wind at our heel, every system humming, the old girl barely making a sound except the low rush of hull and the giggle of girls chasing each other from bow to stern.

It was the rhythm of the harem now: daylight adventures, nights of rotating, ruthless pleasure, and in the cracks between, moments that made my chest tight with something like gratitude. Family, but fucked up in the best way.

It started in Tahiti.

I’d been up at the wheel since dawn, letting the autopilot handle the easy miles, mostly just admiring the view: lush mountains painted with clouds, the lagoon so vivid it looked photoshopped, the sweet pop of frangipani and wet teak fighting to dominate the air. The women were already on deck, scattered in their secret alliances, Emma and Tessa plotting a market raid, Kylie and Summer hanging upside down from the rigging, Lila shyly snapping photos from the shade while Brooke supervised like she was running a Fortune 500 swimsuit meeting.

Every girl wore her “wedding” ring. Sometimes on her finger, sometimes as a necklace, but always visible. Every time I saw them, it felt less like a performance and more like the future.

Our first day, we anchored in a perfect turquoise anchorage about a mile from the tourist swarm. The water was clear as vodka, sand pure white, and the only sound besides the yacht was the slow, gentle laughter of my girls.

Some memories never fade.

We hit the water in a pack. Summer got there first, of course, she always did. She cannonballed off the rail, limbs flying, bikini top already gone before she even surfaced. Her whoop echoed off the coral cliffs. Kylie wasn’t far behind, launching herself in a perfect, almost military dive, gym-hard body slicing straight to the bottom. Emma and Tessa took it slow, laughing as they lowered themselves down the swim ladder, hands never letting go, like partners in crime afraid of missing the moment. Brooke and Lila followed, the contrast classic: Brooke’s platinum hair tied tight, Lila’s black waves loose and wild, both of them walking straight into the shallows like royalty who’d decided to slum it with the locals.

I watched it all, grinning so hard my face hurt.

The biggest surprise? How fast the girls left all rivalry behind.

By midday, they were a tribe: matches of water volleyball ending in group tickle fights, sunscreen wrestling on the swim steps, the occasional flash of a nipple or ass cheek as someone “accidentally” lost her bikini. Every move was on camera, and Maya, bless her mad scientist soul, captured it all. Sometimes I’d peek at the raw footage, watching my women splash and play and try to out-seductress each other, and wonder how the hell I’d ever call this work.

Of course, paradise came with a harem twist: once the sun dipped, and the anchor lights came on, the real games began.

***

The first night in Tahiti, I found myself on the foredeck, the world gone silver and soft, Tessa snuggled up against my side beneath a lightweight blanket. She’d spent most of the day writing in her journal, quiet, content, but now, in the hush of the lagoon, she was different, hungry, open, trembling with need even though she was barely touching me.

I watched her for a minute, savoring the contrast between the shy, dreamy girl curled at my shoulder and the wild, desperate little star I’d come to crave after dark.

She caught me looking. Her cheeks bloomed, green eyes full of secrets.

“You still want me tonight?” she whispered, so soft it nearly vanished in the breeze.

“Always,” I said, pressing my lips to her hair. “I like having you first. Sets the tone for everything else.”

She giggled, a quick, runaway sound. “I was hoping you’d say that.”

Tessa leaned in, mouth finding mine, and the kiss was all sugar at first, then growing and darkening, her lips demanding, tongue sneaking, until my cock hardened and my hands had no choice but to cradle her hips and pull her onto my lap. She was wearing a faded sundress, nothing underneath, and the way she straddled me, bare, hungry, skin hot against the night-chilled deck, nearly undid me.

She must have felt my cock twitch through my shorts, because she gasped, delight and worry tangled together.

“Don’t be gentle,” she said, almost pleading. “I want to remember it. I want you to fuck me so good I can’t write for days.”

That was the part I loved about Tessa: you never knew what would come out of her mouth, but when it did, it was honest.

I hiked her dress up to her waist. Her bare pussy was already slick, glistening in the moonlight like something precious, her lips trembling with every needy roll of her hips against me.

I fumbled my cock out, lined it up, then slid inside. Her heat swallowed me whole.

“Oh, god, Cap—” she moaned, head back, eyes squeezed shut. “I’m always so full with you.”

I gripped her ass, fingers digging into the plush, perfect curve, and let her set the rhythm. She bounced, thighs clenching, barefoot on the teak, every inch of her body alive and reaching for more.

Her tits spilled out of her dress, nipples peaked, begging to be sucked. I latched on, tongue and teeth working in time with my cock as I fucked her slow and deep. She rocked, gasping, every sound more desperate than the last.

When she got close, her grip on my shoulders turned white-knuckle. “Don’t let go,” she begged. “Hold me—hard.”

I did, wrestling her down, forcing her to take every inch.

She started to shudder, the tremble building all the way up her spine. “Yes, fuck, yes—” she sobbed, then exploded, pussy milking me, juice flooding down my shaft and soaking my balls.

I didn’t stop. I wanted to see her come undone again, so I pumped harder, rubbing her clit with my thumb until she bucked against me, another orgasm crashing through.

Finally, I let myself go. The pressure broke, and I erupted, thick jets spilling deep inside her, so much it overflowed out and dripped down her thighs. The sight of it, my cum leaking from her, glinting in the silver night, nearly made me hard again on the spot.

Tessa slumped forward, face buried in my neck, breath hitching, tears streaking her cheeks as the aftershocks faded.

“I love you,” she breathed, clutching me like a lifeline.

I kissed her, slow and deep. “You’re my best girl, Tess. Always.”

We stayed like that, sticky and tangled, letting the wind wash over us. The deck rocked, the night hummed, but for a while there, nothing else mattered.

When I finally lifted her off, she whimpered, watching the cum ooze from her ruined pussy. “You really do try to breed me every time, don’t you?” she giggled, eyes shining.

“Habit,” I said, grinning. “And you love it.”

She nodded, then curled into my lap and promptly fell asleep.

I cradled her, happy to keep watch, and tried to memorize every detail: the salt on her skin, the spilled glow of her hair, the way her cunt still twitched around nothing, greedy for more.

***

Daylight belonged to Summer. By the third night in Tahiti, she’d decided every rule was optional, every deck was a potential bedroom, and every hour was clothes-optional.

I found her one afternoon sprawled across the sunpad, skin glazed with coconut oil, ring flashing as she braided hibiscus into her hair. She looked both innocent and feral, the kind of girl you send to charm snakes or rule a pirate kingdom.

She watched me approach, already grinning.

“I was wondering when you’d come out and play, Captain Daddy.”

The way she said it made my cock twitch before I’d even sat down.

She reached for me, yanked me into her lap, her bare tits mashed to my back, nipples slippery against my skin.

“Everyone else is napping,” she purred. “I want you on the deck, right now, where the sun can see us.”

She wasn’t kidding.

Summer rolled me onto my back, straddled my hips, and peeled my shorts down. My cock slapped up, already hard.

“You’re obsessed with this thing,” I joked, eyeing her as she stroked the shaft, slow and worshipful.

She beamed. “Of course I am. It’s the best cock on the Pacific Rim.”

She lined me up and sank down in one greedy slide, her pussy so tight and wet it felt like I’d never left her.

She bounced, hard, bracing herself on my chest, tits swinging, pure porn but with a kind of joy nobody else could fake. Her ass was a work of art, gold and round, bouncing off my thighs with every drive down.

She liked to keep her eyes open, even when things got wild. She stared me down, a wild sparkle in her gaze, daring me to resist.

I didn’t bother.

I grabbed her waist and fucked up into her, each thrust reckless, designed to wring a shriek from her lips. She rode me like she wanted to break a speed record, every muscle in her body alive with need.

“Harder, Daddy,” she demanded. “Don’t hold back.”

The skin of her thighs was slick and hot. I cupped her ass, pinched, then slapped it enough to leave a perfect pink handprint. She yelped, grinning, then grinded down even harder.

Within minutes, she was close, her whole body vibrating, pussy spasming around my cock.

She shuddered and came, screaming my name loud enough to wake the dead. Her cunt squeezed me so tight I saw stars.

I erupted next, deep inside her, filling her to the brim. She clamped down, milking every ounce, then rolled off and sprawled beside me, giggling in the sun.

We watched the clouds drift, her fingers tracing lazy circles on my thigh, both of us sticky and spent but totally content.

“Best view on the boat,” she murmured, eyes half-lidded.

I snorted. “I assume you mean the deck?”

She shook her head, reached down and stroked my cock, which was already starting to stiffen again. “No, Daddy. I mean you.”

She dragged me right back in for round two, and I didn’t even try to resist.

When the rest of the crew finally surfaced, we were still on the sunpad, bodies tangled, cum drying on our thighs, and neither of us gave a single fuck.

Later, I’d wander down the corridor and find our session already spliced into Maya’s highlight reel: Summer, riding me with hurricane force, her laughter blending with the splash of water and the creak of the rail. Pure gold.

***

By week two out of Tahiti, our rhythm was set. Every girl got her night, but with Emma, the world just…slowed. She’d wait until things were quiet, then slip into my berth holding a cocktail or a snack, sometimes both, and settle in for a real talk, the kind that left you feeling hungover on hope and need.

One night just outside Fiji, she waited up for me in the galley, barefoot, hair up, wearing nothing but my old T-shirt and a smile that nearly killed me.

She handed me a glass of wine. “You’re late. I’ve had time to plan our entire post-voyage life and invent five new recipes. Want to hear them, or do you want to fuck me first?”

I laughed, but the decision was easy. I hauled her into my lap and kissed her like we were married for forty years and still crazy.

She let me, melting instantly, hands in my hair, legs wrapped around my waist.

I slid my hand up her shirt, found her bare breasts, and squeezed, just how she liked. Her nipples were stiff, her skin wild hot. By the time I got my cock out, she was already panting.

She hiked up her shirt, saddled up, and lowered herself onto my cock. The way she took me, slow, savoring, all the way deep, made my head spin.

She rode me with tenderness and hunger, hips rolling, cunt flexing to milk every inch.

Our talk mixed with sex, drifting in and out:

“Maybe we could buy a place in Ibiza,” she gasped, grinding down until her clit mashed against my pubic bone.

“Or the Med,” I groaned, thrusting up into her.

She laughed, then moaned, eyes shining. “As long as you promise to knock me up, I’ll go anywhere.”

That did it. I flipped her, pressed her to the cool marble of the galley counter, and fucked her from behind, slow and deep, savoring every gasp.

She came, hard, her whole body locking up, pussy fluttering, arms braced to keep from collapsing.

I filled her up, emptying inside, and she just sagged, wild with relief.

We stayed like that, glued together, my cum dripping from her as she giggled and whispered, “God, I love you.”

I cleaned us up, poured a second round, and we leaned against the counter, drinking and plotting the future, restaurant dreams, travel, how many babies we could handle.

When we finally crawled to bed, she snuggled close, ringed hand splayed over my chest, eyes bright in the dark.

“Promise me it’ll be like this forever?” she whispered.

I kissed her hair, knowing I’d spend the rest of my life trying to make it true.

***

If you’d told me a few months earlier that shy little Lila would turn into a confidence bomb, I’d have laughed. But something about the islands, the wild air, the safety of the harem, made her come alive.

She still knocked on my door instead of barging in. One night in Tonga, there she was, standing in the hall in nothing but a blue lace bra and matching panties, hair loose, eyes huge.

I opened the door and she tensed, then let it go and smiled.

“I wanted to ask you something,” she said, voice a little shaky but brave.

“Anything,” I replied.

She hesitated. “Am I really part of this family? I want to be. I want to belong. I want you to want me.”

The question punched me in the gut.

I pulled her close, kissed her slow, and when I felt her start to melt, I stripped her right there, admiring every curve, every shiver.

She was so sensitive, every touch was like a thunderbolt. I bent her over the little desk in my cabin, slid her panties down, and spread her thighs.

She was dripping, her pussy flushed, folds glistening.

I pushed inside, deep and deliberate. She gasped, nearly sobbed, then rocked back against me, greedy for more.

I fucked her slow, savoring each whimper, letting her feel all the attention she’d ever craved.

“You’re perfect,” I told her, over and over, until she believed it.

When she started to shake, I reached around and rubbed her clit, circles fast and ruthless, until she came. The orgasm wracked her, knees buckling, voice lost in the wood paneling.

Her pussy clamped down so hard I almost finished, but I held back, wanting to make it last.

She begged for it, voice tiny and honest. “Please, fill me. Make me yours.”

I did, bursting inside, painting her walls with cum. She shuddered, a mix of relief and pride, then turned and hugged me, hard enough to bruise.

“I’ve never been so happy,” she whispered, eyes shimmering.

We curled up on the bunk, her head on my chest, and she drifted off smiling, one hand locked around my ringed finger, as if letting go would break the spell.

***

Some nights, I wondered if Kylie even knew what “rest” meant. By Fiji, she’d set up a full fitness routine: morning cardio on the transom, HIIT on the bow, and at night, endless rounds in the “Captain’s gym,” which was sometimes a padded yoga mat and sometimes just whatever bed or locker we were closest to.

One night, I found her waiting on the swim platform, hair slicked back, muscles gleaming in the moonlight, sports bra and tiny shorts barely containing her curves.

She tossed me a towel. “Bet you can’t keep up tonight, Captain.”

The look in her eye was pure challenge. My cock got hard just knowing what was coming next.

We wrestled, literally, at first. She tackled me onto the mat, straddled my chest, and tried to pin me. I flipped her. She got me in a headlock, her tits smushed against my face, then bucked me off and scrambled on top again.

Every second, her laughter cut through the dark, wild and bright.

Finally, I got her wrists above her head, trapping her under my weight.

She grinned, unfazed. “Winner fucks loser.”

“Fine by me,” I said, and stripped her shorts off in one practiced pull.

Her pussy was bare, already wet, clit swollen and begging.

I freed my cock and lined up, teasing her entrance.

She arched, taunting even then. “Scared, Daddy?”

I shoved in, making her gasp, then started to pound her, hard and relentless.

She wrapped her legs around my waist, heels digging in, meeting every thrust. The slap of skin echoed off the water, and neither of us cared who heard.

Kylie came fast, shivering and cursing, but she never stopped fighting. She flipped us mid-fuck, riding me hard, her tits bouncing, sweat and cum mixing on her thighs.

The whole session was a battle: who could make the other break first. In the end, it was a draw. I came deep inside her, just as she came again, both of us howling, ruined, sprawled in a tangle of limbs and laughter.

She lay on top of me, breasts heaving, hair wild, grinning like she’d just won the lottery.

“That was insane,” she said, voice full of awe and pride.

I cupped her face, kissed her slow. “Every night with you is.”

She snuggled in, just for a minute, her usual guard down.

“Don’t tell anyone,” she murmured, “but I kinda like feeling safe with you.”

I squeezed her tight, knowing it was the highest compliment she’d ever give.

We drifted there, hearts racing, souls at peace.

***

If you want to know what power looks like, watch Brooke when she walks into a room. Even on vacation, even in the smallest bikini known to man, she radiated command. But in the ten months since Miami, something had shifted. She held the line by day, but at night, she was mine, body and soul, every pretense stripped away.

Her favorite spot was the nav room. Maybe it was the hum of the electronics, or the way every chart and plot and line could be so perfectly controlled.

One night as we sailed out of Tonga, she waited for me there, perched on the edge of the table, hair down, sundress barely clinging to her curves.

She eyed me, blue gaze sharp enough to cut. “You skipped my turn yesterday.”

She was right. We’d had a mechanical fire drill, and I’d promised a double session to make it up.

I grinned. “You want payment, Princess?”

She nodded, barely hiding her excitement.

I locked the door, and she stood, already stripping the dress. Underneath, white lace, tiny, flawless.

I didn’t waste time.

I bent her over the table, lined up, and slid inside. She moaned, loud and honest, braced on her elbows, ass high.

I set the pace, hard and thorough, grinding her into the wood until her voice went hoarse.

“Yours,” she kept saying. “Always yours.”

When she started to shake, I slapped her ass, watched the ripple, then pulled her upright so her back pressed to my chest.

She reached up, threading fingers through my hair, rolling her hips to meet every thrust.

Eventually, I spun her, laying her flat on the table, legs spread, hair fanning wild.

I fucked her like that, deep and slow, watching her come undone, the Queen reduced to a shivering, begging mess.

She came so hard she nearly bitten through her lip, then I filled her, couldn’t help it, erupted inside, painting her walls and leaking onto the table.

Her face when I finished was blissed out, every trace of artifice gone.

She pulled me down, kissed me like we’d die if we stopped.

Afterward, we lay together on the maps, her hair tangled with the lines of our plotted course.

Brooke traced circles on my chest, voice so gentle I almost didn’t catch it.

“I want this life, Cap. Yours. Mine. I don’t want to be perfect anymore. I just want to belong.”

I kissed her, feeling the truth in every syllable.

“Welcome home,” I said, and for once, she just smiled—no retort, no shield.

Just joy.

***

Life on the Pacific meant endless afternoons swimming together. We’d anchor in lagoons so clear you could see every ripple on the bottom, every dart of fish beneath our hull. Sometimes the girls wore bikinis, more often not. In Tahiti, we found a sandbar nobody else had staked out; Summer declared it “Harem Island,” and before the day was done, every girl was topless and painted in wild streaks of scented sunscreen.

We picnicked on fresh pineapple, grilled fish, and rum cocktails that would singe your nose hairs. The women took turns daring each other to do things: striptease dances on the gunwale, underwater races, who could hold their breath longest, who could make me blush with the filthiest story.

There was never a moment without laughter. Even Brooke and Kylie, who’d once circled each other like rival wolf pups, now traded inside jokes and teamed up for elaborate pranks. (Once, they replaced my boxers with a set of tiny women’s thongs. I wore them anyway, just to see them lose their minds.)

Nights were even better. Sometimes we’d drift together in the hot tub, girls stacked on my lap or tangled together, each claiming a piece of me.

Evenings were wild and slow all at once: group movie nights on the aft deck, midnight swims, card games that turned into strip poker, and every so often, a real talk that left every woman teary-eyed and tangled in hugs.

Tessa started reading her poetry out loud, and every time she did, the deck went silent. Lila brought out her camera, capturing raw, private moments: a smile, a sunburn, the shadow of a hand on someone’s back. Emma remembered every birthday, every allergy, every preference, and somehow made sure every girl felt not just seen, but celebrated.

Summer and Kylie were always in motion, inventing games or wild new “spa rituals.” One week, they convinced everyone to try a volcanic mud bath on a Tonga shore. The pictures, naked, slippery girls covered head to toe in gray, made my sponsor’s next email practically combust.

If there was a glue in the family, it was the rings. Every morning, the women compared them, swapped stories about what each meant. Even the sponsors admitted it: the audience was obsessed. The “Best Harem Proposal” had trended two days running.

Sometimes, when the sun set and the beers and laughter ran out, we’d sit in silence, just holding each other. The hush was its own kind of magic.

I hadn’t felt this kind of peace in a lifetime.

***

I checked my tablet the way other men checked their stocks or fantasy teams: obsessively, whenever nobody was looking.

The numbers were ridiculous.

Overnight, “Harem on the Horizon” had gone from indie darling to the most-watched series in its slot. We’d lapped our old reality rivals twice, then did it again, and for the final cherry, one clip of Summer and Kylie racing bare-assed across the bow had gone viral on five continents.

AxioStream’s emails switched from threats to armfuls of grovel. The language was hilarious. First they wanted “editorial input,” then they begged for “brand alignment,” then finally, a desperate all-caps: PLEASE RECONSIDER, TRUE NORTH TEAM.

They offered bonuses, greater creative freedom, even personal apologies. The last message was so nakedly panicked, I read it aloud to the girls over breakfast.

“‘We are ready to support your unique vision in any way possible. Please do not cancel the show. We are willing to step back, with full confidence in your expertise.’”

Kylie snorted, nearly choking on her pineapple.

Summer leaned over, kissing my cheek. “Told you. You’re Daddy Gold.”

Brooke’s smile was sly. “Never underestimate a woman’s ability to get what she wants. Or a harem’s.”

Emma raised her glass. “To creative control. And to us.”

We toasted, our rings catching the early sunlight, every hand on deck glittering like treasure.

***

We hit every highlight the Pacific had to offer. At every port, the girls led the way, one day it was a pearl market, the next a hidden lagoon, the next a hike to a waterfalls so pure it felt like the start of time.

I let them steer, trusting the chaos, only stepping in when things needed a firm hand. The result was perfect. Nothing staged. Just honest, messy connection.

Some nights, all six women piled into my bed, laughter and bodies everywhere, not caring about “turns” or roles, just needing warmth and skin and the reassurance they all belonged.

Other nights, I’d find myself wandering the deck, trailed by a single girl, Tessa, soft and starry-eyed beside the binnacle; Emma, arms wrapped around my waist in the dark; Summer, dragging me into a hammock for midnight quickies; Kylie, challenging me to sprints up the mast; Brooke, always seeking out the nav room for “strategy and discipline,” her body eager to be challenged and cherished in equal measure; Lila, whispering poetry at dawn, her hands shy but desperate for more.

Each girl was a universe, but together, they were infinity.

Even the moods and bickering made sense: sometimes they needed to yell, sometimes they needed to cuddle, sometimes the only communication was the shared brush of fingers on my wrist, or the clink of rings as arms wrapped around my chest.

I never got tired. Not of the sex, not of the chaos, not of the wild, unfiltered love that seemed to radiate from every corner of our floating palace.

The days flashed by in sun-shot, salt-slicked memory. I still remember the taste of rum on Emma’s tongue, the shock of Summer’s laugh at midnight, Kylie's sweat on my thighs as she rode me wild, Lila’s eyes when she dared to ask for more.

I remember Tessa’s words, too: “Every night, every sunrise, every heartbeat, I want to be here, with you.”

And Brooke, post-orgasm, shattered and new, whispering against my skin: “I never want to belong to anything but this.”

By the time we pointed our bow at the horizon and set a course for Panama, every girl wore her ring like armor, like hope, like home.

The show was a global phenomenon.

But the real miracle? We’d built something nobody could replicate. No suit in Silicon Valley, no camera or money could buy what we had.

We crossed half the world on sweat, kisses, and ironclad loyalty.

The future was wide open.

And I couldn’t wait to see what we’d do next.

***

The entire canal glowed gold as True North eased into the Miraflores locks, the skyline of Panama City baking under a wet, throbbing heat. Engines purred, lines snapped tight, and every eye turned to admire the spectacle: steel, water, and a million years of earth working together.

Brooke should have been gawking like everyone else, but she was nowhere near the drama. Instead, I spotted her alone on the starboard deck, shoulders coiled, phone pressed to her ear in a death grip.

I’d never seen her like that, all guard, zero chill, knuckles white on the rail.

The rest of the girls kept their distance, maybe sensing the magnitude of the moment. Brooke’s chest rose and fell, breaths so deep it looked like she was prepping for battle.

Then I heard Mark’s voice through the speaker.

I could only hear her end, but the emotion was raw enough to carry across thirty feet of deck.

“…read my proposal? All of it?” Her voice was tiny, brittle.

She listened, lips parted, and the first flash of confusion hit. Then, as Mark’s voice rumbled through whatever he was saying, you could watch the cold crack and fall away.

He told her he’d read it twice. He told her he was proud. He said, “I want your happiness above all else, Brooke. This idea…could really be something special.”

You’d have thought she got punched, the way her body jerked. Then the words started to land, and Brooke’s face bloomed open: tension, then disbelief, then the slow, wild flush of relief and joy.

Tears welled up, but she didn’t even try to hide them.

“Yes, Daddy. I—I won’t let you down. I promise. I love you so much.”

She ended the call, phone trembling in her hand, and just stood there, soaking it in.

Brooke looked out at the city, blinking fast, a smile starting at the edges and rolling all the way to the tips of her hair.

Finally, she turned, booted up to the nav deck, and stalked straight to the captain’s room.

I was at the table, hands smudged with ink and graphite, charts spread everywhere like a war plan.

The door opened and slammed. Brooke closed it, flipped the lock, and leaned back, one hand steadying herself on the grain of the frame.

If there was ever a moment a woman looked ready to change the world, or at least fuck her way through the captain’s defenses, this was it.

Her cheeks were still streaked with tears, but joy was winning. Eyes blazing, lips parted, every muscle trembling with the aftershocks.

She didn’t even try to talk. She crossed the room, fast, and grabbed me, her mouth hungry and electric, the kiss more alive than anything I’d had in months.

I barely had time to brace as she shoved me back against the edge of the table, hips mashing into mine. Charts skidded, pencils rolled, and the sharp scent of her perfume cut through all the paper and years of sweat and salt in the air.

Brooke finally broke for air, but not space.

“My father supports us,” she said, voice hoarse but triumphant. She kissed me again, nails biting into my shoulders, breath fusing with mine.

“He read the proposal, Cap. All of it. He wants me with you. With the girls. He said…” She faltered, voice cracking with joy, “He said he wanted my happiness above all else.”

A fresh tear, but this one was pure relief.

She laughed, wild and breathless. “I get to have it all. You. This. My dream.”

I tried to say something, but she had already started tearing at my shirt.

Brooke wanted to show her gratitude the only way she knew how: all in, nothing held back.

I wrapped my arms around her, picked her up, and set her on the edge of the captain’s table, papers and plans be damned.

She didn’t flinch. She just parted her legs, pulled me close, and let her joy take over.

Wild. And absolutely perfect.

***

The second Brooke landed on the chart table, she was in full meltdown mode, hungry, wild, a side of her I’d only seen in flashes. Her knees clamped my hips, hiking my shirt up even as her mouth refused to quit mine, tongue insistent, gasping, her hands never still.

Charts slid to the floor, compasses spun, and the sharp, salty scent of her arousal overrode the trace of ink and graphite on my hands.

“Fuck,” I grunted, palming her ass, loving the way she didn’t hesitate to grind against my bulge.

She broke the kiss, panting, blue eyes wide and glassy. Tears still streaked her cheeks, but her smile was dizzy, unstoppable.

“My father supports us,” she whispered, voice cracking in the middle. “He read the proposal. He wants this for me. For us. He wants me to be happy.”

Each word came with a kiss, harder than before, her hands yanking open the snap on my pants, then clawing my cock out.

I lost it. I hiked her dress up, found her panties, lace, white, already soaked, and yanked them down her thighs.

She was ready, trembling, slick and hot, the perfect shade of pink flush any man would kill for.

I lined up, the hum of the electronics under us making every nerve in my hands spark. Then I shoved in, burying myself in one brutal stroke.

Brooke’s head snapped back, a raw animal noise breaking from her lips. “God, yes—”

I set the pace, hard and necessary, every thrust slamming her ass into the table. Wood grain bit into her thighs, the edge digging into the backs of her knees, but she only clung harder.

“Don’t stop,” she begged, “please, fuck me, make me—make me forget everything but you—”

I gave her what she wanted. I picked up speed, my hips pistoning between her spread legs, the wet slap of our skin mixing with the low static of the speakers and the constant, primal shudder of belonging.

Brooke lost composure in record time. Her hands locked behind my neck, her wedding ring scraping my skin as she pulled me tighter. Every jerk of my cock drew a new sound: sobs, curses, thank-yous, confessions.

She came so fast I almost missed it, her body arching, then shivering apart. “Yours,” she gasped, “daddy, yours—always—”

The word hit deep. I slammed her down, held her there, fucked her through the aftershocks until tears streamed down her face.

Her pussy clamped, rippled, so tight and hungry she milked an orgasm from me I hadn’t even seen building. I buried myself deep, exploding inside, filling her with thick, desperate pulses of cum.

Brooke sobbed, then started laughing, the joy too much to contain.

We slumped to the table, the nav room still humming around us, papers coiled at our feet.

She dragged me in for a kiss, lips trembling.

“Nobody’s ever fought for me like you have. Nobody. You give me everything. Even when I’m impossible.”

I just grinned, kissed her again, then scooped her off the table and held her until she caught her breath.

She nuzzled my neck, then whispered, “Take me to my cabin. Please. I want more. I want all of it, just softer, just us.”

I carried her out, cum still dripping down her legs, and didn’t bother grabbing any clothes.

Brooke’s room was cool, calm, every corner perfectly organized except for the spot where she flung me onto the mattress.

She climbed on top, straddled my hips, and this time the pace was pure sweetness.

Brooke mounted me with a reverence that made the whole room hush, as if the air itself was holding its breath. No hunger, no frantic clawing, just a slow, tidal devotion, hips working in slow circles that ground the length of my cock against velvet walls inside her. She moved like she wanted to remember everything: the heat, the texture, the way my hands braced her thighs, the small, involuntary throb of my cock as she slid down and stayed, plugging herself, savoring the stretch, the fullness.

She rode me slow, conscious, deliberate. Each time she set her weight down, she took me balls deep and sat there, holding my gaze, letting the pressure build until she started to shake, then she’d lift up, the retreat almost as sweet as the descent. It was rhythm and ritual, a private worship I’d never been party to before, not like this.

Hands everywhere: first on my chest, then my jaw, clutching at my shoulders, as if needing confirmation I was real and solid beneath her. Her palms were sweaty, trembling, fingers splaying wide so she could touch more of me, like she was mapping the body she’d fought so hard for, staking a claim, but with wonder, not greed.

A fresh tear tracked down her cheek, but she wasn’t breaking. She was being rebuilt from the inside out, every motion a brick in the new foundation of herself. She moaned when I thrust up to meet her, but it was softer, less the imperious Queen and more the girl who’d never let herself want anything until she wanted it all at once.

Her hair spilled forward, tickling my face and neck as she bent to kiss me, lips so gentle they barely grazed mine before she pulled away for air, then dove back in for more. When she whispered “Daddy,” it was not a plea, not a challenge, it was surrender and safety and awe. The word hit me like a live wire, but I didn’t tease, didn’t break the spell. I just cupped the back of her skull and drew her down into a kiss that tasted like salt and tears and miracle.

“I love you,” she whispered, voice so raw it cracked. “You’re the only one who’s ever made me feel whole.”

She said it again, louder, the second time not to convince me but herself.

I let her lead, let her ride me slow, let the intensity spool out as her body grew slick and desperate around me. My hands roamed her back, traced the line of her spine, pressed into the small of it, urging her to take me deeper, if that were even possible. Every flex of her hips milked my cock, her pussy a tight, greedy vice that squeezed every drop of pleasure out of the moment.

It got wetter, messier. She was soaking me, thighs slick, the head of my cock shining every time she lifted off enough for us to see. Brooke looked down, watched how I split her open, and just shook her head, like she still couldn’t believe it.

She planted both hands flat on my chest, fingers splayed over my heart. Her nails dug in, but not to hurt, just to anchor herself as she started to tremble, all the built-up emotion and pleasure beginning to breach the surface.

“You don’t have to be perfect,” I told her, voice gone rough from holding back. “You already are.”

She choked on a laugh, then shuddered, her thighs quivering as she started to lose the pace she’d set. Her pussy tightened, clamped, a hot pulse that told me she was right at the edge.

I reached up, thumbed a tear off her cheek, and pulled her down so our foreheads touched.

“Let go,” I whispered. “Show me.”

And she did.

The orgasm took her slow at first, just a slow roll of muscle tightening around me, then it hit in waves, shuddering through her so strong she hunched forward, mouth open in a soundless cry. She bit my shoulder to muffle the noise, grinding down and wringing every drop out of the climax. Her pussy rippled, milking me so hard I nearly lost control.

I gripped her ass, pulled her flush, thrust up and buried myself so deep she whimpered, then came inside her, filling her with everything I’d been holding back. She rode it out, milking me dry, refusing to let go until we were both emptied out.

Brooke collapsed onto my chest, panting, shaking, but more alive than I’d ever seen her.

We stayed like that, tangled together, every part of us flush, until her breathing slowed.

She rolled onto her side and pulled me with her, curling up tight, never breaking the connection.

“Don’t let go,” she managed, voice still thick with tears.

“Never,” I said. And meant it.

We lay still for a long time, sweat cooling, hearts syncing up, the city outside forgotten for now.

“I’m free,” she whispered, barely believing it. “I’m really free.”

I held her, kissing away the streaks, letting her come down easy.

“You never have to choose again,” I promised. “You’re perfect the way you are.”

She nodded, then burrowed in, the shakes fading, the storm passing.

Finally, Brooke slept. Curled against me, face serene, mouth curved in a smile I’d never seen before.

If there was ever a moment that defined who we were now, who this family could become, it was right then. No more walls. No more fear. Just two people desperate enough to rewrite every rule they’d ever known.

And come morning, neither of us would ever look back.

***

Sunlight spilled through the porthole, lighting the nav desk in a way that felt symbolic, a brand new day, a brand new plan. Brooke caught me there, still mugging coffee, eyes bleary from the night before but already hunting for purpose.

She didn’t hesitate, just glided to my side, platinum hair slicked back, lips still swollen from earlier. “Show me how it works, Cap. I want to chart the course myself.”

I waved her in, spreading the Panama to Miami charts across the table. The wood still remembered our bodies from last night, but today was pure business.

I handed her a pencil. “First, let’s plot the required fixes. We’ll work off GPS, but you need backup points in case the tech dies. Here’s our current position—” I tapped a tight little circle near the canal exit. “Now grab the ruler and plot an initial bearing to our first waypoint, west of Cartagena.”

She leaned in, eyes laser-focused, hand steady as she measured the angle and marked the line. Our fingers touched on the ruler, spark of contact, neither of us in a rush to move.

“Like this?” she asked, daring me to correct her.

“Perfect,” I said, honest. “Now show me you can get the magnetic heading off the compass rose and convert it to true north.”

Brooke went to work, scribbling notes, doing the math in her head faster than most mates I’d trained. “It’s a one-point-two degree west variation this season. So our compass course is…”

She looked up for approval, and I gave her a kiss, quick but deep, proud as hell.

“Keep going,” I said. “Plot us through the Windward Passage. Show me how you’d handle the currents and weather windows.”

She ran the pencil fast, every movement more sure than the last. Her shoulder pressed to mine, our hands bumping as she worked, the energy building. The nav desk was ours now, no secrets, no hierarchy, just two people wild for the same mission.

“Mark the danger zones around the reefs,” I said, watching her draw neat circles around the hazards.

“Already did,” she replied, voice smug, tossing her hair. “And I logged backup fixes for every twelve hours, just in case.”

That was my girl.

We went back and forth, cross-checking tide tables, setting up alternate routes for storms. Every answer from her was sharper, faster. She soaked up the knowledge like sun through glass. The more she learned, the more she wanted: incremental course corrections, adjusting for drift, overlaying the waypoints with digital updates from the chartplotter.

The technical talk should have killed the mood, but it did the opposite: every time she nailed a calculation or found a more efficient line, I wanted to pull her onto my lap and kiss her stupid.

Sometimes I did.

Sometimes she kissed me first, laughing when our marks smeared and the pencil snapped.

After an hour, the nav table looked like a professional war room. Brooke’s marks were everywhere, perfect and clean. She double-checked every final bearing, then reached for the red Sharpie without even asking.

She drew a bold, unbroken line from the canal to Miami, a route through storms, squalls, and safe harbors, all hers.

She capped the pen, exhaled slow, and leaned into me.

“I want to do this forever,” she whispered. “With you.”

I wrapped her up, grinning. “You’re the best partner I could imagine, Princess.”

She smiled, real, unfiltered happiness, then signed her initials by the final Miami fix.

Our course was set.

Not just for the boat, but for everything: business, life, the next chapter.

We watched the red line together, arms twined, already plotting the dozen adventures we’d have before the next landfall.

When the moment was right, we sealed it with a kiss.

Side by side.

Captains, equals, family.

And nothing could stop us now.


Chapter seventeen
Caribbean Rhythm


For days, True North ate up open water like it was her birthright, hull slicing through the last run of turquoise between Panama and Miami. We picked up the trade winds right out of the canal, and after that, it was all blue infinity and the low, salty rush beneath the deck, a floating world where the sun ran hot, the women ran hotter, and nobody wanted to be anywhere else.

Everything about the yacht had changed. Crew, family, harem, call it what you want, this wasn’t some reality show or pop-up polyamory experiment anymore. We were a machine, welded together by sweat, laughter, and a thousand hours of learning each other’s quirks. The work on board ran smooth, like everyone had been born for their roles.

It started at the helm, where the day belonged to me and Brooke, shoulder to shoulder behind the navigation screens, chartplotter glowing and the red pencil never far from her grip.

Brooke ran the nav table with a precision that would make the Coast Guard weep. She called out bearings in a clear, clipped voice, never hesitated, and the lines she drew on my charts looked better than anything I’d ever managed. Her hair was always pulled tight, her posture perfect, but every now and then, when she thought nobody was watching, she’d let her hand drift to mine, just a brush of skin, a quick, secret squeeze, the kind of thing that said more than a love letter ever could.

She’d glance up, give me her lawyer-shark smile, and say, “If you want to make Miami this month, I recommend bearing two degrees north at the next fix.” And damned if she wasn’t right.

Sometimes, she’d lean over the plotter to line up the next course, her ring catching the sunlight, her perfume tangled with sea air and the bitter tang of Sharpie ink. I should have been immune by now, but one whiff and I was back in the nav room, pushing her to the table, fucking her until neither of us could remember the tactical plan.

Brooke was a marvel. The way she owned her space, and the way she’d glance at me, just so, to make sure I’d noticed. I always did.

Down the stairs, the galley came alive every morning before the coffee even finished brewing.

Emma ruled the kitchen. There’s no other way to say it. She’d started this voyage as the unofficial mom-friend, but somewhere east of Tahiti, she’d gone full Iron Chef. I’d find her with her wedding ring on, knife flashing, hair up in a bun that threatened to go wild, chopping papaya and coconut and peppers we’d smuggled back from some sweaty Caribbean market. The air in the galley would be thick with garlic, lime, and things I couldn’t begin to name, but every time, she made something new, something magic.

She’d hum as she worked. Sometimes real songs, sometimes little nonsense tunes that made me grin. If you wandered too close, she’d flick a veggie peel at your forehead and demand you try the latest experiment. “Taste this, Cap. Tell me if it needs more heat.” Usually, it was perfect.

She moved with a purpose, barefoot, legs tanned and strong from months of bracing against the roll of the yacht. Some days, she’d pause for a quick kiss as I raided the coffee pot, body pressed up behind me, just a private, innocent moment until she nipped my ear and whispered, “I have a surprise for you at lunch, baby. Don’t be late.”

I never was.

Emma also ran the provisioning, kept the whole beast on schedule, and still had time to stop and help Tessa or Lila with whatever went off the rails downstairs.

She’d catch my eye across the galley, give me that secret smile, and the message was clear: we were a team, married in all but paperwork, and in her kitchen, I’d better know my place.

I loved every second of it.

Midday belonged to the deck crew.

If there was a more perfect pair than Kylie and Summer, I hadn’t seen them. Kylie was raw power, her joints and muscles honed from a lifetime of sports, her hair always tied back, the glint in her eyes pure predator. She worked the sheets and winches like she was born with a line in one hand, her calluses matching mine, her skin gone gold-brown from the sun. She never complained, not even when the wind was up or the salt spray stung or the line bit into her palm. She’d just laugh, adjust her stance, and find a new way to one-up whoever was next to her.

Summer was the opposite, but somehow the same. She was impossible to miss on deck: barefoot, bikini straps sliding off her shoulders, hair wild and loose, skin brighter than any dayglow paint. She didn’t just work the sails, she danced them. She’d scamper up to the boom, balance on the rail, and haul the line with a grace that made everyone else look like they were playing in slow-mo. And as she moved, she’d sing to herself, or flash me a grin so full of mischief it could break the clouds.

“Hey, Daddy, wanna race me to the mast?” she’d call, already halfway there. Or, “Think I can tie Ky up before dinner?” (The answer, most days, was no, but the attempt was always art.)

They operated as a unit. One call, one look, and the sails would be trimmed, the lines locked, the whole yacht humming in perfect tune. Sometimes they’d tease each other, swapping dirty jokes or making bets on who could get the spinnaker set up fastest. Every so often, I’d wander up to check the deck, and both of them would be sprawled side by side, stretched out, sun-blissed and glowing, sipping lime water and talking like they were the only two people on earth.

Of course, they’d always notice me. Kylie would prop up on an elbow, flex her abs, and ask, “You gonna join us, Boss, or just stare?” While Summer didn’t ask, she just pulled me down beside her, hands everywhere, and the three of us would end up a tangle of skin, sweat, and laughter for five perfect minutes before the next shift.

I never once caught them slacking on the job. They worked circles around most men I’d hired for crews, and neither had any patience for slowing down.

If the deck was their domain, the interior was Tessa and Lila’s.

Tessa, my Little Star, became a miracle worker below decks. You’d never guess the shy, dreamy kid from Miami was now the queen of logistics. She’d glide from room to room, notebook in hand, taking inventory, restocking towels, making sure every flush or faucet worked, and keeping an eye on the little details that became a nightmare at sea if ignored. She had this uncanny gift for knowing when someone needed a blanket, a snack, or just a talk on the sofa, usually before they even knew it themselves.

Sometimes, I’d catch her curled up on the salon settee, reading, journal open, but her eyes would be far away, tracking the ocean through the porthole. The second she saw me, she’d snap back to life, eyes bright with secrets.

“Everything shipshape, Tess?” I’d tease, just to see the flash in her cheeks.

She’d nod, smile, and usually offer me a piece of dried mango, or slip her hand into mine for a quick, sweet squeeze. If I lingered, she’d lean into me, head on my shoulder, as if the most natural thing in the world was just…being together. It was.

Lila was the silent engine behind Tessa’s magic. If something sparkled, she’d cleaned it. If the sheets felt like silk, she’d laundered them. If the fruit bowl gleamed and the vases were filled with wildflowers, that was all her. I’d never seen anyone learn so fast: she’d started out half-afraid of the engine room and now she could restart the water pump or fix a stuck lock before I even got the tool kit.

She was always humming, always smiling, always moving with this quiet pride. Sometimes I’d walk into the corridor and she’d be perched on the companionway ladder, hair in her face as she wiped down every rail. The glances she gave me, blue and soft, so full of longing, always said exactly what she wanted, even if she’d never voice it in the group.

Once, I caught her alone in the laundry nook, sorting towels in a bikini so small it might have been designed by a prankster. She saw me, blushed deep, then squared her shoulders and grinned.

“Didn’t mean to get in your way, Captain.” Her face was a study in nerves and pride, like maybe she liked being caught, maybe she hoped it would happen again.

It did. I made a point of it.

All day, the yacht swayed and rocked in that slow, even pulse that only the best hulls and best trades can deliver. The sun made the whole deck shimmer, sometimes gold, sometimes white, sometimes so deep-blue you’d swear you’d be lost forever if you dropped a glove over the rail. The scent of the ocean fused with the sweat and salt-cured skin of women who belonged out here, not just for a lark or a season, but for real.

Everywhere I went, I saw evidence of us, the wedding rings glinting on tanned fingers, the laughter and easy talk, the way the women moved around each other with zero pretense. This wasn’t performative. They’d become a unit, a found family tougher than steel.

But the real miracle? How each one made her mark, how purpose fit every woman like a second skin.

Emma, hair wild, hands stained with citrus, would brush by me in the galley, always stealing a kiss or a grope, never shy about letting me know exactly what she wanted for dessert, sometimes me, sometimes a lemon tart that tasted like sin.

Brooke, perched at the nav desk, would lock eyes with me when nobody watched, and the blue in her gaze would spark with a promise: later, when the world went quiet, she’d have me to herself, and she’d make the most of it.

Kylie and Summer, caught up in a wrestling match on the bow, would stop just long enough for Summer to shout, “No bets, no rules, winner gets Captain’s lap for happy hour!” They never cared who won, though it was always both.

Tessa would pass through with a stack of folded towels, pausing to wrap her arms around my waist, face tucked to my chest for a secret, harmless hug. She always made sure her ring was visible, like a badge, like a claim, not as a warning, but as a declaration that she belonged to me.

Lila, sweet and smooth as gelato, sidled up with a tray of snacks, or just bumped my hip in the hallway, shy but never missing a chance to touch, to connect, to remind herself it was all real.

Every day was a parade of these moments, some loud, some tiny, but all woven together by intent and love.

And underneath it all was the rhythm of the boat: the slap of waves, the rush of wind, the creak of rigging, the background music of an ocean that had finally accepted this crew as one of its own.

By the time the sun dipped low, painting the sails and deck and bodies in fire and lemon and spilled honey, I’d lost track of how many times I’d looked up from a task to find one or more of my women watching me, hungry or content, proud or simply at peace.

We lived out here now, not as refugees or escapees, but as a tribe, each woman fierce and special, and stronger together than apart.

The old life, the single captain, the lonely crossings, the years of running from what I couldn’t name, felt fake compared to this. I loved the family we’d built. The family that showed up when I needed them. The family that knew how to make every mile, every hour, every fuck and every fight, add up to something you could be proud of.

I watched them work that deck, work that galley, work that interior, and knew: I’d die before letting anyone break this apart.

Tonight, I’d touch every one of them, even if all I did was a passing graze, a quick, electric glance. And every woman knew it. Some nights, that was enough.

For the rest? There were six cabins and a world of hours before Miami landfall.

***

Late afternoon, the light got syrupy, the sea calmed, and the air went soft around the edges. The breeze shifted, lighter now, cool against my cheeks but thick with all the smells of shipboard life: ocean, sweat, whatever Emma had going in the ovens, the faint hint of coconut from Summer’s hair.

I made my rounds, checking on the crew.

Kylie and Summer tangled at the foredeck, Summer on her knees refastening a line, Kylie bracing behind, arms up, biceps flexed, so close I could see the pulse in her neck. They worked fast, efficient, but didn’t hesitate to pose for my inspection, flashes of white teeth and hints of tattoos glinting as I passed.

Summer shot me a wink, then went right back to her knot. She rocked on bare feet, all muscle and intention. Kylie, not to be outdone, snapped to attention and saluted me, then promptly went back to smacking Summer on the ass.

“Keep it clean, ladies,” I said, voice flat but with a smile. “We’re a family vessel now.”

“Sir, yes, sir!” Kylie fired back, not missing a beat.

They looked so good together, tan bodies slick with sweat and mist, hair wild, every line of their forms built for the sea. Two women, polar opposites, but in perfect sync.

Below decks, Emma was mid-battle with the galley stove. She had three different pans going, a pitcher of sauce, and a full deck of garnishes lined up with scientific precision.

She saw me and waved a wooden spoon, face flushed, curls escaping her bun.

“If you’re lucky, tonight’s ceviche will have you begging me to dock early,” she said. “I found banana chilies at the last port.”

I eased close, slid a hand along her waist, and drew her in for a quick, messy kiss. She didn’t duck away. Hell, she leaned into it, hands steady on her mixing bowl, and pressed her hips against mine, her ring catching the light.

“That’s your reward if we survive dinner. For now, taste this.” She fed me a bite off her fingers, eyes sparkling with anticipation.

It was magic, of course.

Further on, in the corridor between cabins, Tessa and Lila were deep in their own war dance: folding, stowing, prepping every inch of living space for the next squall or guest.

Tessa had a checklist and a song in her head. She hummed as she worked, every now and then sneaking a glance at Lila, who was lost in her own world, fluffing pillows, then pausing to pose in the mirror, as if even the sheets needed to feel sexy out here.

When I stopped to watch, Tessa smiled, big and bright, and held a towel up like it was a flag.

“All tucked in, Captain?” she asked, winking.

“Always,” I replied, feeling the pride burn through me.

Lila giggled, then tiptoed over and hugged me around the middle, quick but fierce. “You deserve a prize for keeping us all so happy.”

Her voice was low, but the sincerity was wild. Nobody could fake it.

The rest of the afternoon was a blur of little jobs, each woman touching my shoulder, or brushing past in the narrow passage, their confidence and familiarity electrifying in every contact. Sometimes it was a shared joke, sometimes a competitive edge (“I bet I can plot a better course than you, Cap,” Brooke would say; “Not unless you want to end up in Jamaica,” I’d toss back), sometimes just a look that said, “Tonight? Me and you?”

As the sun started to set, we all drifted toward the main deck, drawn by instinct and the magnetic promise of being together. The yacht rolled, the surface of the water turning to mirrors and gold, and every woman seemed extra alive in the glow.

We worked as a crew. We lived as a family. And the work never once felt forced, not when every moment was full of the unspoken promise that whatever the world threw at us, we’d tackle it together.

Miami was out there, somewhere over the next curve of the sea.

But right here, right now, in the beating heart of True North, we’d already arrived.

***

The sunset up at the bow was so over-the-top beautiful, I almost laughed. The world was washed in orange and indigo, sails glowing, everything sharp-edged and more real than real. Maybe it was the salt in my eyes, or maybe the shape of Summer standing at the rail, but I honestly forgot the rest of the yacht existed for a minute.

She was alone, planted at the prow, bare feet braced on teak slick with spray, hair blowing wild behind her. Lean, compact, with that ridiculous, perfect ass peeking from bikini shorts, she looked like she’d been cast from sunlight and ocean and nothing else. Every inch of her skin was honey-gold, dusted with salt, and the beads of water clinging to her thighs flashed fire when the wind caught them.

She barely moved, just watched the water and the dolphins that trailed our wake, twisting and leaping in the shadow of the hull. There was something about the way she stood, bare, unguarded, fully herself, I could have stared all night.

I moved up behind her, careful not to cut the magic.

She didn’t turn, just sighed, and in a low voice that floated back to me, said, “Don’t you ever get tired of running away, Captain?”

I stepped closer, wrapped her up, arms firm around her belly, hands splayed so my fingertips grazed the edge of her bikini top.

She purred, then settled against me, the heat of her body instantly addictive.

The sound of the sea, the faint cry of gulls, the thrum of the dolphins below, it was all background to the moment.

We stood that way, just watching, and for once, neither of us needed to fill the silence. The horizon flared, orange going to bruised purple, and the dolphins kept pace, flipping and rolling, leaving a white-foam scar across the deep blue world.

Summer turned her head, hair whipping into my face, and smiled up at me.

“Do you see them?” she whispered, voice gone all secret and urgent.

“Yeah,” I said, not looking away. “They’re showing off for you.”

She laughed, and the sound was pure sex. “Maybe. Or maybe for you. You’re Daddy Dolphin now.”

I groaned, burying my face in her hair, inhaling the sweat and the hint of something wild and floral. Every sense dialed up.

She didn’t let go. She twisted in my arms, pressed her front to my chest, and out of nowhere, kissed me. Really kissed me, lips hungry, tongue desperate, hands sliding up under my shirt.

It was like touching fire and the surface of the sea at the same time. She melted into me, nails dragging up my back, her body grinding against the bulge in my shorts. If she wanted to make a statement, she picked the right night.

She broke for air, eyes lit gold by the last of day. “You remember what’s special about tonight?” she asked, breathless.

I grinned. “Summer night. Your night. You want to start in the cabin, or just fuck me right here with the dolphins watching?”

She shivered, but damn if she didn’t consider it.

“Cabin,” she finally said, grabbing my hand and pulling me aft. “I want you to wreck me. No neighbors. No rules. Just us.”

We left the sunset and dolphins behind, but I had the feeling the real show was about to start below.

***

Summer’s cabin was a riot of color and texture: tangled sheets, shells and beads from a dozen ports, the faint scent of ocean and her own coconut oil sweat clinging to the walls. She dragged me in, kicked the door, and pressed me back so hard I hit the bulkhead with a thud. She didn’t waste time. Her hands were greedy and warm, already peeling my shirt up and off, nails scraping skin hard enough to sting.

“Clothes. Off. Now,” she demanded, and for a second I let her play boss.

I stripped fast, never taking my eyes off hers. She responded by losing the bikini top in one move, breasts jiggling free, nipples dark and puffy from the salt and the hours in the sun. The shorts went next, and she wasn’t wearing panties.

She posed then, hands on her hips, body all curves and muscle and tan lines so vivid you could see the outline of the last five bikinis she’d owned.

“Like what you see, Captain?”

My cock flexed, honest.

“Best view in any hemisphere,” I said, completely deadpan.

She lunged, jumping up to wrap legs around my waist. The sudden heat of her pussy against my skin nearly snapped my self-control. I held her there, rocked her up and down, grinding the head of my cock between the soft, dripping folds.

She moaned, hips rolling.

“Don’t tease. I want you deep,” she whispered, lips hot on my ear. “Need to feel you inside me, Daddy.”

That word detonated something in my brain.

I spun us, dropped her to the mattress, and let her bounce. She sprawled, hair wild around her, thighs spread shameless, cunt glistening, leaking onto her sheets before I’d even touched her with my cock.

I crawled over her, pinned her wrists above her head, and let the weight of my body settle between her legs.

“You ready for this?” I asked, voice rough.

She nodded, biting her lip, pupils blown wide. “Make it hurt. Make it real.”

Just the way she liked it.

I lined up, cock thick and slick, and drove in, bottoming out in one savage, beautiful stroke.

She screamed, not in pain but in wild, reckless delight. Her pussy clamped immediately, soaking me, milking for more.

I set a brutal pace, hips slamming her to the mattress, the slap of flesh and the obscenely wet sound of her cunt filling the whole cabin.

Summer bucked against me, fighting for more. She’d twist, try to fuck back, dig her nails into my ass, but I held her down, making her take it, making her know exactly who she belonged to.

“Fuck, Daddy, yes, just like that, so deep—” she gasped, writhing under me.

I grinned, hammered harder, pelvis mashing her clit with every thrust. She lost all composure, moaning, sobbing, not even pretending to hold it in.

Every time I pulled out, her pussy tried to drag me back, desperate for more.

I leaned down, bit her neck, marked her with teeth and lips, loving the taste of sweat and ocean and pure Summer.

Her legs wrapped around my waist, locking me in, and she flexed, trying to milk even more from every movement.

She squeezed so tight I saw stars.

Summer’s body rolled under me, hips rising to meet every stroke, her rhythm wild and tidal, more primal than anything I’d ever felt. She was on fire, legs locked at my lower back, her slick heat drawing me in to impossible depths with each thrust. The way she moved, untamed, relentless, matched the pitch and heave of the ocean just beyond our hull. She clawed at my sides, leaving trails of heat, her nails catching on my skin at every withdrawal, her breath ragged and full of desperate, laughing moans.

“Harder,” she growled, voice catching, and I obliged, driving my cock into her with a force that threatened to buckle the bunk beneath us. The slap of flesh and the obscene, wet suction of her cunt echoed in the tiny cabin, a music of raw want. Summer’s head lolled on the pillow, eyes gone glassy and wild, mouth parted in a feral grin.

She met every thrust with a grind, a shake, a taunt. Her knees came up to clamp my ribs, heels digging in, and she started fucking back so hard that we slipped up the mattress an inch with every collision.

Above us, the yacht pitched and rolled, but Summer never broke stride. She was the storm and the calm, all at once, and she demanded more with every gasp.

“Fuck, that’s it, just like that. Wreck me, Daddy, don’t you dare stop,” she babbled, hands now fisting in the sheets, desperate for any kind of anchor.

Her pussy tightened, a velvet vise that milked every inch of me as I plowed into her, her whole body trembling, dripping, the sheets soaked through beneath her ass. The smell of sex and sea and coconut-sweet sweat filled my lungs, intoxicating.

I slid a hand up, fingers gripping her jaw, and forced her to look at me. I wanted to see every second of her unraveling.

Her lips curled back in a guttural moan, teeth bared, sweat running in rivulets down her neck. Her body quaked, spasmed, then she shrieked and came, a rippling wave so powerful she nearly threw me off. I fucked her through it, relentless, hips pistoning as her nails raked my back and her cunt contracted around me, slick and greedy.

The sensation lit me up from the inside, the base of my spine sparking, pleasure building inexorably into something massive and hot. I felt myself thickening, swelling, ready to explode, but I wanted to see her lose it one more time.

So I slowed, just enough to make her insane, then hammered in again, deeper than before. Her eyes flew open, wild and pleading.

“God, yes—fill me up, I want it, I want all of it—” she sobbed, voice breaking.

I leaned in, breath hot at her ear.

“You want me to fill you, baby girl?” I whispered, voice dark and hungry.

She nodded, wild, hair stuck to her face. “Please. Breed me, Daddy. Fill me, make me yours. I want to feel it leak out for hours.”

I lost it.

The moment it hit, it was like a fuse straight to the planet’s core, detonating every nerve ending I had. My cock jerked inside her, thick and swollen, and the orgasm hit me so brutally hard my vision flashed white. I slammed deep, burying myself to the root, my balls mashed so tight against her ass I thought they’d invert. The sensation was overwhelming, release, relief, annihilation, all at once. Hot, thick jets of cum shot from me, each spurt a raw, volcanic pulse that set my spine on fire.

Summer felt every goddamn ounce. The second I came, she screamed, a real, ragged scream, not for effect but because she couldn’t hold it in. The force of my climax set off hers, and her pussy locked around me with a strength that bordered on the supernatural. She squeezed, milking, every muscular wave wringing me for more, the contractions so intense I couldn’t tell if I was coming or if she was actually drawing the cum out of me by sheer force of will. Her thighs clamped my hips, her heels dug in, and she arched so violently she nearly bucked me off the bunk.

I’d never been finished that hard, not ever. The heat of her, the slick, slippery friction, the animal mess we’d made of each other, it all blurred together until I didn’t know where I ended and she began. With every frantic thrust, I pumped more into her, feeling it flood her insides, spilling out to slick her thighs and my balls and the sheets below. The smell, hot, salty, almost electric, was everywhere, inescapable. Summer’s head thrashed on the pillow, hair sticking to her cheeks, face twisted in pure, shameless ecstasy.

She didn’t stop moving, even as I emptied into her. She wrung out every last drop, hips grinding, cunt flexing in greedy, fluttering spasms. Every twitch of her body sent another bolt of pleasure through me, until my arms quaked and I had to brace myself to keep from collapsing on top of her.

She was laughing and sobbing at the same time, lost in the madness of it, and I realized I was making noises too, half growl, half gasp, every bit as desperate. I clung to her hips, pinning her under me, and just let it happen, gave in to the totality of her and the moment and the endless, pounding pleasure. I wanted her to know without any question that she was mine, that no one else on earth could ever fuck her open this deep, this hard.

She milked me until I was raw, then let go. Her whole body trembled, wrung out and twitching, breath coming in wild little hiccups.

I pulled out slow, and a gush of cum followed, leaking thick between her legs and smearing up her ass as she shivered beneath me. I loved the sight of it, the evidence of us, the mess and the ruin.

For a long moment, we just lay there, bodies fused in a tangle of limbs and heat, my cum dripping out of her, her cunt still pulsing and twitching with every aftershock.

She writhed, rolling me off so she could straddle my hips, and ground her pussy down, making sure every drop stayed inside.

But she wasn’t close to done.

She kissed me, tongue greedy, biting my lips, then slid down to take my cock in her mouth, licking and sucking every trace of cum and pussy juice.

I groaned, barely able to catch my breath. She worked me back to iron hardness in seconds.

Then she straddled me, impaled herself, and rode me like a bucking bronco.

Her ass bounced, tits jiggling, hair wild, her face pure mischief. This was Summer in her element: untamed, unafraid, greedy for every ounce of sensation.

She rode fast and hard, slamming her hips down, making the head of my cock mash up against her G-spot until her whole body went rigid, eyes rolling.

She locked up, screamed, and I felt her pussy seize, a hot, fluttering, vice grip that tried to rip the orgasm out of me.

It worked.

I grabbed her hips, thrust up in time with her, and erupted inside her a second time, the orgasm so intense I actually blacked out for a second.

Summer kept milking, kept moving, never losing a beat, until I was sure there was more cum inside her than blood.

We collapsed together, tangled, bodies shivering with aftershocks, the sheets and the air sticky and wet.

For a while, neither of us moved.

The yacht rolled with the waves, sending us both side to side, a perfect lullaby of sweat and brine and the lingering echo of our voices.

I stroked her hair, ran my palms over the trembling lines of her back.

She purred, nuzzled closer, nipped my shoulder, and whispered, “Best fuck of my life, Captain. For real.”

She rolled, dragging the sheets and the rest of me with her. For a second, I just wanted to hold her, never move.

But Summer never sat still.

She twisted over, ass up, and wiggled it, teasing.

“I want to do it doggy,” she said, voice low.

I grunted, but the sight of her, swaying with the yacht, was so hot my cock started to stir, even after two rounds.

She looked back, eyes hungry. “C’mon, Daddy. Wanna see how much you can give me.”

There was no saying no.

I lined up and shoved in, burying my cock to the root. It was so wet and messy she squealed, then started to move again, hips pumping, hands braced on the headboard.

I fucked her, long and hard, the slap of skin echoing with the motion of the waves. Every thrust made her cum run down her thighs, the sight almost filthy enough to make me lose it instantly.

I pressed her face to the pillow, grabbed her hips, and ran the show, dominating her with the same rhythm as the ocean outside.

Summer took it, begged for more, so gone now she could barely talk.

At the end, she shrieked, “Fuck, Daddy, I’m coming, I’m—I—”

Her pussy clamped, spasmed, milked me dry again. I erupted, filling her one more time, the orgasm so good it felt like drowning.

We collapsed, sticky and out of breath.

She rolled onto her back, legs spread, letting my cum ooze out, smearing her thighs, her ass, her sheets.

We lay there, side by side, breathing in the pulse of the sea, the brine and sweat and coconut-crush that defined the whole voyage.

Summer turned, wrapped around me, and laughed, low and sated.

“Think you broke me,” she whispered, voice husky.

I stroked her hair, kissed her brow, pride and affection tangled together. “That was the goal.”

She lay there, watching the ceiling, breathing slow and easy, her chest rising and falling with the distant echo of the waves.

After a long, perfect silence, she spoke. Not soft, not nervous, just honest.

“Can I show you something?” she said, rolling up to grab her battered sketchbook from the side table.

I nodded.

She flipped it open, revealing pages of sea life, shells, reefs, and scribbled notes.

“I want to do this, babe. When we make the switch to charters, I want to be the one who shows people the wild part of the ocean. Not just the Instagram shit, like, really teach them. Guide dives. Show them the reefs, the baby turtles. Teach boat kids what’s out there and why we need to protect it.”

She looked up, eyes hungry, uncertain for the first time all night.

“I want to help them fall in love with the ocean. Maybe then they won’t fuck it up. I want you to be proud of me, Daddy.”

I didn’t hesitate.

“I am proud. You’d be perfect at it. You want to run harem conservation and culture nights on every cruise, you got it. We’ll set up our own reef school. Hire a camera team to record it, maybe get you certified. I’ll even build a glass-bottomed tender if it helps.”

Summer’s face went radiant. She shimmied up, bouncing on the bed, the old Summer magic back in full force.

“You mean it?”

“Every word. You’re the sizzle of the boat. People would pay a fortune to learn from you.”

She melted, wriggled onto my chest, and for a second, I thought she might cry. Instead, she just purred, fingers drawing lazy shapes on my skin.

“I love you,” she said, not dramatic, just stating a fact.

“Love you too. And I love what we’ve built. This crazy family, this future, it’s ours. Make it whatever you want.”

I squeezed her tight, feeling the mix of cum and sweat and hope that hung in the air.

It wasn’t just sex. It was magic, refueling both of us for the work ahead.

Lulled by the motion of the yacht, Summer finally went soft, drifting off in a tangle of legs and dreams and all the unborn ideas waiting for tomorrow.

I held her through the last of the twilight, memorizing the exact taste of her breath, the pulse of her heart, and the promise that together, we could do anything.

And I believed it.

***

There’s a particular silence that falls over a yacht at midnight. The kind you don’t notice in port, with all the streetlights and sirens and people always moving somewhere. Out here, it was just us and the sea, the trade winds a little gentler, the world rolled in silver and shadow.

I eased into the helm, boots bare on the damp teak, moon painting the water so it looked glassed and endless. The only light on the dash was a soft halo from the chartplotter, every bearing steady, every mile putting us closer to Miami and the real future waiting there.

The yacht hummed, alive but not demanding. Every so often the wind would shift, the rigging would creak, or the engine down below would give a little growl, but mostly it was a lullaby: hull slicing steady, the splash of foam, the faint whip of the flag on the stern.

I took it in, just breathed for a minute.

Then, because this was my new normal, I looked for evidence of the rest of the crew, my women, my impossible, beautiful family, all stowed around the boat like treasures.

Emma’s cabin was nearest the galley. Through the little glass, I caught a glimpse: her, sprawled on her belly, hair tumbling wild over the pillow, arms hugging not a teddy bear but a battered, notebook-stuffed cookbook. One leg cocked over the sheets, bare foot poking out, the pose pure comfort. She looked so content it almost hurt. If I listened close, I could swear I heard her humming in her sleep, maybe dreaming up tomorrow’s breakfast.

Further aft, Brooke’s light slashed under her door. No rest for the Queen. I could picture her: nav charts all over her bunk, red pencil in hand, probably plotting backup routes and reviewing every weather update for the next eighty miles. She’d study until the numbers blurred, then tuck herself in, only to wake by sunrise and double check everything again. In a way, she was co-captain already. Not just for show, but because she needed the control, needed to prove to herself (and to me) that she could own this ship, this future, this life.

Across the corridor, Kylie’s cabin was dark. Not that she was ever asleep before two AM, but tonight, the sign was clear: her wetsuit and cropped sports bra hanging outside, dripping salt and pride onto the rail. She’d worn herself out, probably racing Summer to deeps or kicking my ass in the gym on the transom. She never stopped, not really. Even in sleep, she’d be curled up fierce, a barely-contained livewire. But she’d found peace here, too. The wild girl tamed just enough by the rhythm of the ocean and the certainty that she truly belonged.

Down the hallway, through a patch of soft blue nightlight, I caught the drift of voices, Tessa’s, maybe, low and secret, and Lila’s gentle giggle in response. They’d probably finished their chores hours ago, but still lingered in the salon, Tessa reading, Lila massaging her feet, both wrapped in the deep, perfect hush that meant everything was okay. No fear. No performance. Just happiness in the small moments.

Once, I’d worried that a boat full of women would split along the usual lines: jealousy, drama, someone always scheming for more attention. But the months at sea had burned all that off. Now there was only loyalty and the fierce, private pride of having made it this far.

I thought about Summer, asleep in her den of tangled sheets, my cum still leaking out of her, skin patched with salt and sunlight. I could picture her just before she drifted off, wide awake with ideas, sketching fish and shells in her battered journal, planning how to turn her wild heart into a job description: reef teacher, conservation queen, Captain Daddy’s favorite guide. Her passion was contagious. I wanted to build that for her. I loved her more than I had words to describe.

Emma’s dream was more grounded, but no less beautiful. She’d talked for hours about crafting experiences around food, private tastings, chef’s table events, menus matched to every port or client. She wanted the yacht to be a place where people felt safe to indulge, to celebrate, to connect over a perfect meal. She’d already won me over. I couldn’t picture a future where she didn’t run the galley, the provisioning, maybe even hire a few apprentices to help her pull it off.

Brooke? That was easy. She wanted the wheel. The decisions. The right to call herself co-captain in public, not just when we were alone. She’d been born for it, but she also craved the partnership, the give and take. Our harem might have six women, but she wanted to prove she was my equal in all things. I’d be dumb to ever try to stop her. Brooke in command was a force the world needed to see.

Tessa had found her place as the heart of the operation. Not the loudest, never the first to grab the mic, but the glue that kept things running when drama threatened. She’d write, she’d organize, she’d listen better than anyone. I knew she wanted to go public with the real, behind-the-scenes story, maybe not on TV, but in a book, or online, something honest and raw. I planned to help her every step of the way.

Lila, my Bluebell, had become the backbone of the yacht interior. Her memory was uncanny, her attention to detail flawless. She’d be perfect at running charters, keeping guests and crew happy with the invisible magic she’d perfected in private. Give her a month and she could train a whole team of support staff. She’d just need the confidence to believe in herself, and that was coming fast.

Kylie, the wild card, was evolving every day. She’d stopped using chaos as armor. Now it was just joy, freedom, physical power. She’d be our adventure guide, the champion of fit, thrill-seeking guests who wanted to see what a real crew could do. If I had to bet, I’d say she’d carve out a brand for herself before Miami even hit the radar. The world needed a Kylie channel, and we were the only outfit wild enough to launch it.

I let the thoughts run the circuit, listening to the ship do her thing, watching the faint silver wake behind us. The stars glittered overhead, thick and promising, as if all six women had claimed a constellation and staked their flag for eternity.

Inside, the yacht wasn’t really asleep. The memories vibrated in the air. Every step I’d taken, every fuck, every argument or apology, it was all here, layered and alive, waiting for the sunrise.

I checked the horizon. Miami was still distant, but with this wind, we’d see the lights before we knew it. I wondered, just for a second, how it would feel to walk down the dock with these women at my side, wedding rings on display, ready to claim a future the world wasn’t built to accommodate.

And the answer was simple:

It’d feel like winning.

Because the point wasn’t just to fuck or to conquer, or to be on top. It was to belong. To build something that couldn’t be taken away by a boardroom or blown apart by jealousy. Something that hummed and glowed and kept you awake at night, grinning like you’d stolen Christmas.

That’s what we were now.

The watch passed in a blur, the deck rolling, the chartplotter counting down the miles. Every so often a gull or a flying fish would flick past in the moonlight, or the dolphins from earlier would surface, just to check our heading.

I thought about Summer’s plans, Emma’s, Brooke’s, every woman’s vision for what came next, and realized I didn’t dread the future anymore. Not at all.

I was fucking thrilled.

The yacht was more alive at night than most homes were in broad daylight.

I sipped coffee, watched the sky lighten from deep blue to the faintest pink at the edge, and felt the energy catch fire inside me.

Sunrise was coming. Miami after that. A world we’d built out of hope, lust, and a lot of hard work.

In the east, the horizon burned.

I settled back, hands light on the wheel, surrounded by the breath of everyone I loved.

And as the first gold hit the sails, I knew this was just the start.

For all of us.


Chapter eighteen
Baby Fever


The first rays through my porthole looked like someone had spiked the sun with tequila. The gentle sway of the True North, now docked in the Exumas, made the bed just about impossible to abandon. Whoever built these sheets knew a thing about temptation and high thread count, cool against my skin, still stained with last night’s proof that a man could die of happiness.

I sprawled in boxers, tablet in hand, pretending to read through a dozen pages of weather updates. Really, I was just waiting for the next mission. Sometimes, after back-to-back storms (financial and otherwise), you have to lie still and let the wheels slow down, savor the hush before the next heatwave hits.

I didn’t hear Emma’s bare feet on the corridor, but I caught the vanilla and citrus off her skin a second before the knock.

She ducked in, all legs and loose hair, sundress clinging to her hips like a best-kept secret. Her cheeks were apple-bright, eyes a little wild, like she’d just pulled off a diamond heist.

She grinned and wiggled her phone in the air. “Guess what day it is!”

I raised an eyebrow. Our private code was full of surprises, but this was new.

“Let me guess,” I said. “National Harem Captain Appreciation Day?”

She snorted, but her hands trembled as she flopped next to me on the bed.

“Try again, smartass.” She shoved the phone into my palm.

The screen glowed with a fertility app, calendar dotted with hearts, system high-alert. There were graphs, numbers, a little red “peak” label that looked more intimidating than hurricane warnings.

I tilted the phone so we could both see. “Should I be nervous? Or start prepping for ten kids and a reality show spinoff?”

Emma slid closer, her thighs grazing mine under the sheets. “I’ve been tracking my cycle since you said we could start for real. Honestly, I quit my birth control a week ago. You know…just in case. And, um. According to this, I’m basically the most fertile woman in the Western Hemisphere. So—”

She bit her lip, looking dead serious and completely adorable at the same time.

A rush of something hit me, heat, pride, the weird, terrifying thrill of knowing you’d just stepped over a line into “future” territory.

I cleared my throat, glancing at her over the top of the phone. “You’re sure? Because we’re close enough to Miami now for it to count as home field advantage.”

Her answer was instant. “I want this, Cole. With you. With our family. I want to make a baby, right now.”

That nuked the last bit of self-control I’d been hiding behind the weather report.

Before I could even set the phone down, Emma squealed, tackled me so hard my tablet flew to the floor, and wrapped her arms around my neck in a chokehold of joy.

Her laugh was wild and honest, a kind of sound that could mend any heartbreak, past or future.

“You don’t know how happy you just made me,” she said, voice muffled against my throat.

I pulled her close, loving the contrast, her curves so soft, her hands so sure. I could feel every bit of her pressed against my chest, her heart going off like she’d sprinted the length of the marina.

She slung a leg over my waist and straddled me, pushing the sheets aside, sundress tented so her bare thighs glowed in the early light.

“You want to try for a baby, Em?” I teased, my own voice rougher than I’d planned. “We might need a little practice. Maybe a lot.”

Her answer was to grind down, her core hot through the thin fabric of my boxers. “Practice makes perfect, right?”

There was zero hesitation. She reached for my waistband, fingers quick, tugging me free. The head of my cock popped out, already thick and ready, and she eyed it like it was dessert at the end of a three-star meal.

“God, I love this cock,” she whispered. “If you get me pregnant, I’ll brag about it every day for the rest of my life.”

The blush that followed climbed all the way up her cheekbones to the tips of her ears.

I grinned. “Most women at least buy dinner first.”

Her giggle was pure sunshine. “I brought strudel from the galley. So technically, I did.”

She reached down, brushed the tip of my cock with her thumb, and shivered.

Every nerve in my body fired at once.

I yanked her sundress up in one go, loving the way she blushed but refused to slow down. She popped a breast free, full and heavy, nipple already peaking, dusky rose countering the honey-gold of her skin.

Emma’s tits were better than any fantasy: round, soft, springy and big, a real handful. I cupped one, thumb circling the nipple, watching her face as her breath hitched.

“What if the baby has your eyes?” she whispered, voice gone shy. “Or your hands?”

I couldn’t resist. I teased the nipple, rolled it between my fingers, and watched her whole body tense.

I pulled her close, mouth finding her breast, tongue swirling, sucking, just the way she liked. Her body arched, hands in my hair, every inch of her leaning into me.

She rocked her hips against mine, grinding on my cock like it was her job.

We lost the rest of our clothes in a blur. Her dress hit the floor, pooling around her knees. She yanked my boxers off, not even subtle, her fingers hungry for skin.

For a second, we just looked at each other, naked, breathless, every sense spinning.

I watched the surprise light up her eyes, that flash of “is this really us?” as she traced a line down the center of my chest, fingers splayed wide.

She tugged me in for a kiss, slow at first, then with a wild, building pressure that threatened to tear the last words from my throat.

Our bodies pressed together, her tits flattening on my pecs, nipples hard as glass. She straddled my hips, pussy already leaking, slick and needy.

I could smell everything, her sweat, my skin, the faintest gold tang of her perfume, all tangled with the ocean rolling in the open window.

She broke the kiss, lips brushing my ear. “Can we…” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “…baby-making, for real this time?”

The words nearly killed me.

I rolled her onto her back, pinned her to the mattress, and let instinct take over. “I thought that was what we were doing? I’m going to knock you up even if it kills me.”

Emma giggled and opened for me willingly, legs splayed, every inch raw and vulnerable, like she wanted to be owned. “Good. Put a baby in me, baby.”

I stroked her, fingers gliding over her pussy, already soaked and flushed. She gasped, hips bucking, her hand clawing for mine.

“Please,” she whimpered. “Don’t make me wait. I need you inside.”

I gripped her thighs, thumbs spreading her lips to expose that perfect pink, glistening and wild. The sight of her, ready and honest, made my cock pulse with the need to breed, to give her exactly what she wanted.

I teased her with my tip, rubbing up and down her slit, gathering the slick, then eased inside, slow at first, savoring the stretch.

Her pussy took me like it was built for this. Warm, velvet-tight, clutching every inch as I sank in.

“Fuck Em, you’re gonna give me a heart attack with that pussy.”

Emma moaned, head thrown back, eyes fluttering, hands planted on my ass. “God, baby, you’re so deep—”

I bottomed out, balls snug to her ass, and just held there, watching her adjust to the stretch and the fullness and the mess of our bodies.

She shivered, then relaxed, hands raking my back as her tits pressed flat to my chest.

I started to move, slow, letting her feel every ridge, every vein. The sensation was almost too much. Her pussy was so wet, so greedy, it threatened to milk me dry before I’d even begun.

She wrapped her legs around my waist, tilting her hips to take me even deeper.

“You’re going to get me pregnant, aren’t you?” she said, all challenge and hope.

I locked eyes with her, the rest of the world gone silent.

“Yeah, baby. Gonna fill you up, make my wifey a mommy.”

She whimpered, squeezing around my cock, clinging for dear life. “God, babe. I love it when you call me mommy.”

The tempo built fast, and wild, and hungry, the kind of rhythm that felt like it could never crest, only spiral tighter and tighter until something snapped. Our hips crashed together, bellies smacking with a wet, urgent music, her pelvis lifting to meet every stroke. The sheets tangled around our legs, damp and twisted, the air thick with salt, sweat, the tang of her arousal spinning my brain. I gripped her hips, not gentle, digging my thumbs into flesh gone fever-hot, and pushed deeper, feeling the clutch of her all the way down to the bones.

Emma clung to me with everything she had, arms wound behind my neck, nails leaving half-moon welts in my skin, tits mashed to my chest, her mouth open and eyes locked on mine. She wanted to be seen like this, claimed like this, every thought and quiver and gasp exposed to me alone. When I leaned down, she bit my lower lip hard, then kissed me so deep it felt like we might fuse at the spine. I could taste her tears before I saw them, salty and raw, sliding down her temple into the pillow.

She was close. I felt it in the shudder of her thighs, the way her pussy clamped and fluttered around my cock, the quickening in her breath. I slowed, grinding in deep, wanting her to feel it on every nerve ending, the heat, the pressure, the promise. She pulled my face to hers, kissing the corner of my mouth, then my jaw, her voice breaking up as she spoke.

“You feel so good,” she murmured, every word jagged. “I need you, I need your cum, I need all of you.”

I lost it for a second, fucking her with abandon, hips pistoning, the slap and squelch of our bodies echoing off the lacquered wood. The headboard thumped the wall. Her legs locked around me, ankles digging in, and she met every thrust, greedy and wild. Her eyes never let go of mine, unblinking, desperate, as if she was watching herself come apart and wanted a witness.

She came suddenly, a full-body spasm, mouth open in a silent scream, nails raking my scalp. The squeeze nearly finished me, but I hung on, riding out her aftershocks, kissing her forehead, her cheeks, wherever my mouth could reach. When she caught her breath, she started laughing, half-hysterical, half-weeping, completely beautiful.

But she wasn’t done. She rolled me to my side, climbed on top, and slid down again, swallowing me to the hilt. Her hair hung in a wild halo, sweat dripping onto my face, her nipples dragging across my chest. She set the pace, slow at first, teasing, then grinding, milking me with every stroke. I tried to touch her everywhere at once, hips, thighs, breasts, the curve of her back, but she pinned my wrists above my head and rode harder, her pussy still rippling from her last orgasm.

She leaned in, forehead to forehead, eyes searching, and that was when I saw it: the fear, the longing, the hope. She wanted this more than anything, and she wanted me to see it.

The words hit me in the gut, and I felt my own control fracture.

“I love you,” she whispered, tears shining. “I want this with you, more than anything.”

I braced on my elbows, body caging hers, the urge to protect and own her nearly overwhelming.

“I love you too, Em. All of you. Forever.”

She started to cum again, body bucking, pussy quaking around me as she sobbed my name into the pillow. The way she looked, messy, lost in pleasure, eyes begging for more, sent me flying over the edge.

The urge to flood her was primal. I drove in deep, held, and erupted, jet after jet of cum painting her insides. It was the kind of finish you felt in your soul, every pulse its own promise.

She didn’t let me go. She kept her legs locked, drawing every drop, trembling as the aftershocks hit.

For a minute, all I could do was hold her, our bodies fused, sweat and cum and love leaking from every seam.

She kissed my jaw, breath burning. “Don’t move yet. I want to keep you inside.”

I grinned, still reeling. “Sure. But if you want that baby, we should probably do a round two in the shower.”

She laughed, low and delighted. “You mean it?”

I slid out slow, watching the cum drip from her, and scooped her up in my arms.

“I always mean it, Em. With you? I’d knock you up a dozen times if you asked. We’ll go ‘til I drop or need IV fluids, whichever comes first.”

Emma giggled and wrapped her arms around my neck. “I’m trained to administer IV’s, babe. Don’t worry. I’ll take care of you.”

She glowed, straight up glowed, as I carried her into the bathroom, both of us hungry for whatever came next.

The mattress still remembered us, sheets wet with proof, the promise of a future already starting to take root.

We left the rest of the world behind.

Time to make a dream real.

***

The second the bathroom door clicked shut, Emma turned feral, arms around my neck, lips fused to mine, bodies crashing into the sink like a slow-motion car wreck. I caught her before we hit the glass, spun us, and pinned her to the wall, hungry for another round.

The mirror was already steaming over, turning her tousled hair and flushed skin into something mythic. She reached for the shower knob and cranked it up, hot enough to turn every tile inside to a fog machine.

She looked at me, wild-eyed, tits heaving, every line of her muscles primed for action.

“Come deep inside me, okay babe? And hold it,” she said. “I want to feel it take. I want to remember every second.”

The words should have been embarrassing, but they were the opposite. A switch straight to the root of me.

As soon as I got the water right, I hoisted her up, hands under her ass, and she clamped her legs high around my waist.

The heat of the spray blasted us from all angles, making our skin glisten, the air so thick with steam I could barely see three feet.

Emma clung to me, her pussy already soaked and open, like the last orgasm had just prepped her for this.

I lined up, no teasing, and shoved in, filling her in a single, perfect stroke.

She howled, the sound ricocheting off tile and glass.

“God, Daddy—right there. I want to feel it every time I walk tomorrow.”

I held her pinned, my chest smashing her tits, her back flat to the tile, water pouring down her breasts in sheets.

We were moving hard, nothing gentle, every thrust lifting her off the wall, her whole body shaking with the impact. “You’re gonna be the hottest little mommy in the Caribbean.”

She moaned, clawed at my shoulders, desperate for leverage, her nails dragging streams on my skin.

“Harder,” she begged, “don’t stop, don’t you ever fucking stop—”

I braced a hand on the wall above her, the other gripping her thigh, and hammered in, picking up the pace.

Her eyes rolled back, lips raw, every ounce of her a raw nerve.

“You want Daddy’s baby?” I growled, right in her ear.

She went nuts, squeezing even tighter, heels digging into my back.

“Yes—please, oh god, please—breed me, I want your cum, Daddy, I want to feel it drip out of me all day—”

That did something wicked to my head. I could feel myself swelling inside her, every muscle in my body locked on the need to claim her, to make it permanent.

We crashed together, over and over, the sound pure filth: skin, water, her pussy sucking at my cock, her moans building like a siren spinning up for a rescue mission.

Her head slammed back on the tile, eyes wild, mouth open, and her whole body started to spasm.

I felt her cum, cunt clenching like nothing, milking every inch, her juice mixing with the shower spray.

She sobbed my name, over and over, until her voice broke.

I slowed for a second, letting her ride it out, my hands never letting her slip even a inch.

She blinked, tears and water streaming down, and suddenly she went quiet.

A new tremor started, smaller, but sharper. She hid her face in my neck, body stiff.

“Em,” I whispered, “you okay?”

She shook, then looked up, and her eyes were full of something I hadn’t seen in weeks.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered. “God, I’m so sorry. I just—it’s my mom. She keeps calling about med school. There’s deadlines, and I keep ignoring her because I don’t—because I can’t face how disappointed she’ll be if I don’t go.”

She choked on a sob, tears hot even in all that steam.

“She sacrificed so much for me, babe. I just—I want her to be proud. But I want this too. I want you. I want us. Is that crazy?”

I braced her tighter, cock still buried in her, but for a second, the need to fuck her silly was replaced by something older, a need to shield her, to make it safe.

I cupped her face, wiped at the tears, kissed both lids.

“Listen to me,” I said, voice low. “You’re building something way more important than a degree right now. You’re making your own life, Em. Your own family. And anybody who loves you should want you to be happy, not just tick off some box.”

She stared up at me, breath hitching, eyes so honest I nearly lost composure.

“You believe that?” she asked, trembling.

“Without a doubt. You could do anything, Em. But you’re allowed to choose. You don’t owe anybody a script they wrote for you. Hell, if the world had gone as planned, I’d still be getting screamed at by VCs and dying inside. This, what we have, is real. Don’t ever be ashamed of it.”

The relief hit her in the gut. She sagged into me, face pressed to my shoulder, every ounce of tension gone like a fever breaking.

“You mean it?” she whispered.

I stroked her back, lips at her ear. “I mean it. I love you, and nothing, not med school, not anyone’s disappointment, is ever going to change that.”

She shivered, more in awe than sadness now.

“I really do want all of it,” she said, voice sure. “The babies, the mess, the chaos. You.”

She locked eyes with me, and this time, when she kissed me, it was pure ownership.

I felt her thighs clamp again, pussy going wild, greedy for more.

I started to move, slow and deep, grinding my cock inside, wanting her to feel every second.

Her moans came back, desperate, no filter.

“Breed me, Daddy. I need your cum, please—I want you to put a baby in me, I want to feel it take.”

Every word cut through me. My balls went tight, heat building. I slammed in, once, twice, driving for the finish.

She clung to me, writhing, sobbing my name as another orgasm ripped through her.

And then I lost it too.

I buried myself to the hilt, cock spasming, and unloaded, pulse after pulse of hot cum, so much it couldn’t all fit, some of it instantly leaking out around my cock and mixing with the water.

She screamed, milking every drop, her body jerking, then slumping, nearly boneless.

I held her up, refusing to pull out, wanting to keep every ounce inside.

For a long minute, we just stood there, my face in her hair, her arms locked around my neck.

The shower spray washed away the sweat and tears, but not the magic weightlessness that filled the air.

Eventually, her voice came, soft and content.

“I never feel as safe as I do with you,” she said, “not anywhere in the world.”

I kissed her, slow and sweet, then set her down, careful not to break the moment.

We rinsed off together, bodies still tangled, cum still dripping out of her, proof that some promises could be made with more than words.

When she looked at herself in the mirror, she actually smiled.

The old shadows were still there, but softer now, mostly eclipsed by hope.

She caught my hand, squeezed, and led us back toward the bedroom, where the sheets were still rumpled and the day was ready for anything.

“Round three?” she joked, voice lighter than air.

“With you?” I said. “Always.”

We left the shower, dripping and alive, both of us braced for whatever the future tried to throw.

Because this was our story now.

And every fuck, every fight, every gentle word was another step toward the family we’d make together.

***

We barely made it out of the shower alive. Emma had a wild heat in her, and I never saw it coming. As soon as her feet hit the tile, she spun, tackled me so hard my ass hit the mattress, then pounced, straddling my waist like she owned the whole damn universe.

Her hair was still dripping, beads of water rolling down her spine. The curve of her ass, the sway of her perfect-ten tits, she was a goddess with zero shame.

She settled into my lap, pussy sliding over my half-hard cock, leaving a trail that was equal parts sweat, water, and the last two orgasms we’d barely recovered from.

Her ring, our rings, caught the morning light, throwing stray rainbows over the sheets as she braced both hands on my chest.

She eased my cock upright, lined it up at her slit, and took me in, slow and dramatic.

The way she gasped, eyes squeezing shut, head thrown back, you’d think this was her first time. Every time was the first time with Emma.

She bottomed out, ass flush to my thighs, tits bouncing as she started to ride.

“God, I love this,” she moaned, voice shredded. “I love you.”

The bounce was hypnotic, her breasts wild, nipples deep rose against golden skin, each slam down driving my cock deeper. Our bodies slapped together, echoing off the wood like we were trying to announce something to the whole marina.

She set a savage rhythm, grinding her clit down on my pubic bone with every stroke, using my chest for leverage.

I gripped her hips, guiding her, loving how her muscles flexed under my hands, how her skin felt alive and buzzing everywhere we touched.

Emma kept her eyes pinned to mine, raw and vulnerable.

Between gasps, she started to talk.

“I do love my mom,” she panted, “but this…this is my life. Not hers. Not anyone else’s.”

She rolled her hips, grinding harder, pussy trying to wring the cum out of me while she poured her soul into the space between us.

“I was so afraid of letting her down,” she said, “but now, the only thing that feels right is you. Us. I want this family. Our family. Even if it means I’m not the perfect daughter.”

I pulled her down, kissed her hard, tongue probing, then released just enough to speak.

“I love you more than anything in the world, Em. I want you to be totally, stupidly, off-the-charts happy.”

She started to shake, tears in her eyes but a stupid-happy smile on her face.

“You mean it?”

“Every word, baby.”

She rode me harder, all the fear gone. Now there was just joy and need, the pure animal thrill of taking what she wanted and never letting go.

She started to cum, body locking up, every muscle tight as she ground down, wild and out of control.

I felt her pussy clamp, rhythm shattered, cunt milking my cock with every bounce.

She screamed, a raw, wordless shout, hair flying, skin blazing. The ring on her finger threw light everywhere.

Her tits quaked, sweat ran down her chest, and she just kept moving, riding the aftershocks like a pro.

I couldn’t last.

The sight of her, the sound, the honesty, all of it spun me out. I thrust up, burying myself deep, and let go.

The orgasm was massive, primal, the kind that empties you out and leaves you buzzing.

I flooded her, cum gushing, dripping around my cock and over her thighs, making a mess of both of us.

She collapsed onto my chest, panting, twitching, wrung out and more beautiful than I’d ever seen.

I held her, stroking her back, feeling her heartbeat sync with mine.

She caught her breath, then nuzzled my neck.

“You’re really okay with being a dad?” she asked, voice small but hopeful.

I didn’t flinch.

“I’ve never wanted anything more,” I said. “With you? I’d do it a thousand times over.”

She giggled, wobbly and sweet. “Good. Because I’m not giving you a choice.”

She drifted, lips brushing my shoulder, nerves unwinding as she faded.

Within a minute she was out cold, sprawled like a kitten, my cum still seeping from her and the proof of us painted all over her thighs.

I stayed awake, running lazy circles over her bare shoulder. The air moved in, soft and warm, full of Bahamas salt and a taste of futures I’d only dared imagine.

It hit me then: I was ready. For the mess, the risk, the family, all of it.

The thought should have terrified me. Instead, it made everything sharp, clear. Like sunrise after months of endless squalls.

I watched her, peaceful and whole, her wedding band twinkling on her finger.

I was completely, absolutely at peace. The world could throw anything at us.

We’d be ready.

I closed my eyes, Emma’s weight a perfect anchor, and let the ocean rock us toward whatever came next.


Chapter nineteen
The Bridge to the Future


The last days before landfall always hit different.

Out here, with the Caribbean wind leaning into the sails and the hull humming like a live wire, I felt every muscle and tendon wake up and remember its purpose. The sky above was a clean, wild blue, broken only by the thin white cut of the mainsail and a few stray clouds playing tag with the sun. Miami was a straight shot ahead, GPS said seventy-two hours, but my gut said less, if we kept this wind.

With the autopilot dialed in, I had the luxury of stepping back, just a little, and watching the world spin from the best seat on deck. The navigation screens glowed, our little boat icon creeping north with the kind of stubborn hope only a veteran sailor or a lovesick idiot could truly appreciate.

Below, the real games were starting. I could hear it even with the hatch closed, laughter, the clink of glass, the unmistakable rumble of Brooke in full command mode, and Emma’s softer but no less potent counterpoint.

Business, but make it sexy, I thought, and took the stairs down, boots silent against the worn teak.

The salon was a scene straight out of some alternate reality, bigger than life, spiked with luxury, and humming with ambition. Emma had the big table cleared, every inch of polished wood buried under sheets of paper, charts, a battered but beloved laptop, and a spread of tropical fruit that looked like a centerpiece from some private resort. Brooke was there, platinum hair pulled back, glasses perched on her nose, silk blouse hugging her curves in all the ways that mattered. She looked both intimidating and completely at ease, like she’d been born to run global logistics on a moving platform.

Emma, beside her, was pure sunshine, barefoot, legs smooth and golden under a pale yellow sundress, face open, hair in a loose knot that somehow managed to make her look both professional and ready for a midnight skinny dip. The way she wielded a pen as a pointer told you this wasn’t her first war room meeting.

Brooke was the first to notice me at the threshold.

“Captain on deck,” she said, voice crisp, all business but with a glint that promised more when the paperwork was done.

Emma grinned, sliding a chair out for me. “We’re about to stage a hostile takeover, baby,” she said. “You ready?”

I shrugged out of my linen overshirt, felt the air hit my arms, and took the seat between them. “Fire away, ladies. Let’s see what True North is made of.”

Brooke wasted no time. She swept her hand in a smooth arc over the maps, highlighting the Miami slip, the Bahamian cays, then the loose necklace of Caribbean anchorages all the way down to Grenada.

“Phase one,” she said, tapping Miami, “We claim a permanent slip here. It’s the only port where we can guarantee top-dollar charters and easy provisioning. We run two cycles a month, weeklong, luxury cruises, each with their own theme or focus, with private buyout options and flex pricing for high demand periods.”

Her eyes flicked to mine, ice blue but warm at the edges, and the way her lips curled on ‘flex pricing’ made it sound like an innuendo.

“Each route is designed for maximum press and minimal logistical pain. Castaway play in the Bahamas, culinary tours in the southern Caribbean, adventure weeks for the athletic set…all centered on the ‘family experience’ the show made famous.”

I followed her line, finger on the laminated chart, and nodded. “How do we handle the reality fans? If word gets out it’s the actual True North, we’ll get mobbed.”

Emma pounced on that one, her hand settling on my thigh as she leaned in, pure professional, but her touch sparked down to my bones.

“We make it a feature, not a bug,” she said. “I’ve already drafted a FAQ and a guest code of conduct. For everyone who wants the ‘Harem on the Horizon’ experience, we offer curated content: cooking demos, behind-the-scenes tours, even a private dinner with the Captain for premium bookings. For old-school luxury guests? We promise total discretion, no cameras, no drama unless they sign for it.”

She spread her notes like a blackjack dealer, her ring flashing gold in the morning light.

“I also want to pilot a ‘chef's table’ night once per cruise. Custom menu, local ingredients, private pairings. The yacht’s galley needs an upgrade, but with the right equipment I can do things no other boat in Biscayne Bay is offering.”

The way her lips wrapped around “chef’s table” made my cock stir, even though it was just talk of knives and groceries. I pictured her in her element, intimate, competent, feeding a dozen strangers who’d all pay extra just to see what Emma could do with a bottle of rum and a mango.

Brooke didn’t miss the effect. She shifted in, her shoulder brushing mine as she turned the next page.

“Branding matters. We use the rings as a symbol. Guests who book all six cabins get a ceremony, just like in Singapore, personalized vows and matching jewelry. Pure PR gold, with a side order of Miami heat. Kylie and Summer already drafted promotional materials. The Instagram and TikTok content is…well, you can guess.”

I snorted. “If half those shots make the final cut, we’ll give every influencer in Florida a stroke.”

“Exactly,” Emma said, nailing me with a look that was both innocent and full of promise. “We’re the only boat with an inside track on the reality show pipeline. Maya’s got enough footage to launch a dozen spinoffs. If we play it right, we can set our charter rate three times above market, minimum.”

Brooke ran her tongue over her lower lip, eyes on the spreadsheet. “We start with soft renovations. Upgraded galley, new interior textiles, maybe a private screening room. The rest is cosmetic: fresh deck cushions, new linens, guest-friendly bar setups, maybe a plunge pool on the aft deck if we feel ambitious.”

She paused, hand ghosting over her ring, Singapore’s promise written in platinum and pearl, then rolled her shoulders, as if putting the memory back in its place before continuing.

I caught the little move, but didn’t mention it. Brooke was a master at telegraphing power, but she wasn’t shy about what mattered. Not anymore.

She reached for her coffee and let her hand rest near mine, fingers splayed, the tips brushing my skin. Just a little RPM spike, as if to remind me that business was only half the game.

Emma shifted the talk to the crew. “We rotate responsibilities, like we do now. I run galley and guest experience. Brooke takes navigation and safety. Kylie and Summer lead deck crew and water sports, with Tessa and Lila on guest services and interior. If a client requests a ‘full harem’ vibe, we cross-train so every guest gets at least two different hostesses per day, not counting the nights.”

Her foot nudged mine under the table, bare and warm, and when I glanced up, her glance dared me to pretend I didn’t notice.

“Who’s handling the money?” I asked, just to restore some gravity. “If we’re running near seven figures in bookings, I want no surprises.”

Brooke raised an eyebrow, all Queen energy. “You’re majority owner. But I’d recommend setting up blind trusts for each girl, with annual dividends. Keeps the incentive aligned and we can use the show’s LLC structure to minimize tax exposure.”

She tapped the paper, every point precise, then smiled like she’d just checkmated her old law professor. “It also ensures nobody gets left out. Full equity, full buy-in.”

Emma clapped, delighted. “That’s what I love. Radical transparency with a side of romance.”

She slid her hand higher on my thigh, pressure feather-light but absolutely intentional.

I could feel heat building, not just in my cock but in the air between us. For a second, the talk stalled, everyone acutely aware of the undercurrents snaking below the numbers and the pie charts.

Brooke coughed, pretending to shuffle documents, but her cheeks had gone a pretty shade of pink.

“Renovations,” I said, to break the tension. “What happens when we need a haul-out? If we lose the yacht for a month, we’re bleeding revenue.”

Brooke didn’t miss a beat. “Stagger the upgrades. Kitchens and soft goods first; hull and mechanicals during shoulder season. We float the crew as social media personalities and private event hosts during dry dock. If the fans are as rabid as the YouTube stats claim, we could do a live ‘Captain’s Table’ series from a pop-up rental in South Beach.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. “You want to break the internet with food porn and below-deck confessionals while the yacht’s in the yard?”

Emma’s hand squeezed my thigh, and she grinned sly. “Why not? Reality show fans are all about the behind-the-scenes. Plus, we can use it as recruitment for future crew. Imagine the casting process.”

Brooke snorted. “It would be the most competitive hiring in history. I have a folder of applicants already, half former yachties, half lingerie models.”

“Hire both,” I said. “Let the market decide.”

Emma’s laughter rolled smooth as rum. “I’ll run culinary challenges. Winner gets to be sous-chef or personal masseuse for the Captain.”

Brooke's shoulders brushed me again, this time her hair tickling my cheek as she leaned in. "Who sets the boundaries with guests? If they think the 'Harem' brand means we're available..."

I cut her off with a hand on the table, my voice dropping an octave. "The girls, all of you, and myself are completely off-limits. We’re married for a reason. First hint of a guest crossing that line, they're gone. Mid-cruise, middle of nowhere, I don't care. We'll have them helicoptered off if necessary. No refunds, no exceptions."

Emma and Brooke flashed matching smiles, the truth of their feelings clear in the lines of their lips and the heat in their eyes. We weren’t meant for the menu, not up for the crowd’s gaze or their pleasure, and that verdict rang in the air between us.

As my words landed, their expressions melted, the resistance dissolving. Something raw and wanting charged the space, thickening the air with lust so sharp it prickled against my skin.

For a second, none of us spoke, the glow in the room gone from corporate to intimate in a heartbeat. I watched Brooke, the way her hand hovered over her ring, thumb tracing the curve like it was an anchor. Emma’s foot brushed mine again, softer now, her gaze pure velvet.

“Who’s going to run the logistics once we hit Miami?” I asked, voice low. “I trust both of you more than any broker in the city.”

Brooke squared her shoulders, met my eyes. “I want it. Full-time. From day one. I’ll handle bookings, legal, and navigation. You make the big calls, but I’ll run the day-to-day.”

Emma’s hand slid back, then up across my lap, the pressure more affectionate than sexual as she claimed her ground. “I’ll handle provisioning and guest intake. Every charter starts with a cocktail and a custom menu. No mass market anything.”

The way they stated it, so matter of fact, made it clear, they’d already decided, probably in a dozen late-night pillow talks behind my back. The business wasn’t just mine; it was a marriage, with the yacht as the second spouse. Maybe third, depending on how you counted the rings and the bodies in the sheets.

I grinned, shook my head, and reached out to cup Emma’s hand. Her fingers laced with mine, warm and sure.

“Perfect,” I said. “What do you need from me, besides a blank check and a willingness to be filmed doing tequila shots at the next sponsor gala?”

Brooke smiled, voice gone almost gentle. “Just trust us. And maybe a few nights a week when you’re willing to let the crew take care of you instead of the other way around.”

Emma leaned in, her lips grazing my jaw, soft as a secret. “We’ve got the rest handled, Daddy.”

The way she said it, casual, but with a flash of mischief, made my heart thump. Summer was a bad influence on the girls, or maybe a great one depending on your point of view.

Brooke tilted her head, watching me over the rim of her coffee. “We’re ready, Cap. More than ready. You’ve trained us for this. Now let us show you what we can do.”

It occurred to me, not for the first time, that the yacht would be nothing without these women. Every plan, every spreadsheet, every fuck or fight or laugh at three a.m. had only mattered because we believed in each other.

I reached for Brooke’s shoulder, drew her in for a quick, fierce hug. She let me, muscles tensed at first, then melting into the contact.

Emma’s hand stroked my leg, slow and soothing.

The table between us was a mess, charts, coffee rings, a strawberry cut in half, stains from pen and ink and probably a dash of sunscreen, because nobody here ever gave a fuck about formalities.

I wanted to freeze this instant: the math and the chaos, the bare skin and flash of jewelry, the promise that no matter what came next, these women would be at my side, building the life we’d all craved.

Brooke caught my look and kissed my cheek, quick but meaningful. “Don’t look so sentimental, Cap. You’ll ruin your reputation.”

I snorted. “You get sentimental when you face down a hurricane of harem ambition.”

Emma giggled, lush and bright, then got serious. “So we’re agreed? We make Miami our fortress. We do it our way. And nobody, not a sponsor, not a critic, not even another yacht, gets to tell us how to be a family?”

Brooke nodded, her ring glinting. “Family first.”

I echoed it, feeling every syllable burn clean through me.

“Family first. Last. Always.”

The words hung in the air for a minute, weighty but right.

We finished the meeting with a rapid-fire checklist: confirm dry dock, source local crew for shakedown charters, line up advance bookings, schedule a branding shoot with all six girls in formal wear (Emma’s idea, obviously).

By the end, the charts were full of red marks, the to-do list had grown by a dozen items, and both women looked more alive than I’d seen them all week.

The sun stormed in through the hull windows, turning the salon into a gold-and-white dream. Emma’s skin glowed, Brooke’s hair caught every ray, and I felt like the luckiest man on earth.

I stood, stretched, and let both women brush against me on the way out, the touches innocent, almost, but not quite.

As I watched them go, hips swaying, laughter spilling up the corridor, I realized we’d just mapped a future for ourselves no boardroom in the world could top.

They were ready.

I was ready.

Miami didn’t know what was about to hit.

***

After the kind of business meeting that would make a Forbes editor cry with envy, I checked the deck one last time. The stars were out, more diamonds than sky, and the surface of the ocean shimmered blue-black, impossibly calm. True North was running the way she was meant to: numbers strong, future bright, the only sound the quiet hush of the hull and the distant echo of laughter rising from the cabins below.

Tonight felt like a turning point. The future, sure, but also something more raw. Something private.

When I hit the corridor, the door to my cabin was already ajar. Amber light spilled into the hall, scented with something warm and vanilla, sweet, a hint of citrus riding underneath. My entire nervous system lit up. The last time I’d come home to candlelight, it was the start of a new life.

Maybe this was, too.

I eased inside. For a second, just a second, I forgot how to breathe.

Emma and Brooke were waiting, and every detail said this wasn’t a random meetup.

The best table linen draped the sideboard. Three candles burned low, their glow catching the crystal of a just-uncorked champagne bottle. The bed looked freshly made, sheets turned down, the pillows stacked high and inviting. At the edge of the soft gold light, Brooke perched on the side of the bed, hair loose, legs crossed, her silk camisole pale as moonlight over her skin. Emma moved with the kind of calm certainty I’d only ever seen in her kitchen, barefoot, strappy sundress gone slinky and off-shoulder, eyes full of intent.

She uncorked the champagne just as I walked in, the pop echoing like a starting gun.

Brooke looked nervous, shoulders tight, mouth set in a line that might tremble if you blinked. Her wedding ring caught the light, a living memory of Singapore, and she fiddled with it, rolling it back and forth along her knuckle.

Emma noticed. She crossed the room, hips swaying, and reached for Brooke, fingers soft. With a practiced, gentle touch, she tucked a strand of platinum hair behind Brooke’s ear and leaned in. Her lips brushed Brooke’s, just a ghost, then pressed in for real, hungry but sweet.

Brooke froze, breath caught.

Emma smiled, then kissed her again, easing every muscle in Brooke’s body. In less than a minute, the tension melted out. Brooke’s eyes flared wide, then drifted closed.

For a heartbeat, I just watched. The women I loved, so different, so perfect, testing their boundaries, bodies pulled together by something way bigger than lust. Every fucking ounce of me wanted to join. But I waited.

Emma’s hands skimmed Brooke’s bare shoulders, so careful, never hurrying. Her touch was medicine—soft, unhurried, with a promise at the center. Brooke shivered, lips parting, and arched into Emma, as if she’d been waiting a year for this precise kindness.

They kissed again, deeper. This time, Brooke’s hands came up, burying in Emma’s hair, fingers tangling at the nape of her neck. The silk of Brooke’s camisole slid, straps dipping down to reveal the flush at her collarbone.

Emma pulled back, eyes glowing, and turned to me.

“Don’t want you to feel left out, Daddy,” she whispered.

The way she said it sent a hot shudder down my spine.

I crossed in, letting my palms rest on both women’s backs, Brooke’s smooth, cool, Emma’s firm and golden. The contact felt electric.

Brooke looked up at me, cheeks flushed, fear replaced by need.

“You sure?” I asked, voice dead serious.

She nodded, lips glistening. “I want this. I want you. I want…her.”

Emma grinned, slow and proud, and took Brooke’s hand, leading her toward the bed.

“Then let’s start,” I said, voice rough with hunger.

Emma positioned Brooke at the edge of the bed, then stood behind her, both hands on her shoulders. She kissed the side of Brooke’s neck, lips and tongue barely grazing, while her fingers slid under the strap of the camisole.

“That’s it,” I encouraged, settling in front of them, letting the women set the pace.

Emma shivered at the approval. Her hands drifted lower, skimming the silk to reveal more of Brooke’s flawless skin, shoulders, then the line of her clavicle, then the perfect, pale slope of cleavage beneath.

Brooke trembled, anticipation painted all over her. I cupped her jaw, turned her to face me, and kissed her.

The sound she made was pure surrender.

Emma’s hands slid beneath the camisole, fingertips exploring, gentle at first, then more confident as Brooke arched back, offering more. I watched as Emma palmed the soft curve of Brooke’s breast, thumb teasing a nipple until it puckered hard. The sight of Brooke, usually pure steel, melting under Emma’s touch nearly undid me on the spot.

Brooke whimpered, lips locked to mine, then broke off for air, gasping. “God, that’s…so good. Please.”

She didn’t even need to say what came next.

Emma pulled the camisole higher, exposing Brooke almost to the waist. Her breasts were art, full, pale, topped with perfect, pink nipples already hard from anticipation.

Emma kissed the top of Brooke’s shoulder, then bent to taste the curve of her breast, mouth so soft it was barely a touch. Brooke jerked, the sensation hitting her like voltage. Her hands balled in the sheets, ring glinting.

I guided them both onto the bed. Emma crawled up beside Brooke, never releasing the hold on her tit. I slid in from the other side, letting my hand run up Brooke’s thigh, teasing the fabric of her sleep shorts higher until it bunched at the top of her leg.

Brooke’s breath came fast now, body arched between us, craving every inch. I kissed her neck, her ear, the corner of her jaw.

“You’re beautiful,” I whispered, voice all gravel.

Her answer was a needy whimper.

Emma took Brooke’s nipple into her mouth, swirling her tongue, then sucked hard enough to leave a mark. Brooke bucked, hips rising off the sheets, her nerves on fire.

I hooked my fingers in her shorts, pulled them down and off, slow, savoring the reveal. Her panties were silk to match the top, trimmed in lace, the patch between her legs already wet and dark. I stroked the crease of her thigh, feeling the tremble there.

Emma let Brooke’s nipple go with a wet pop, then shifted up to kiss her mouth again. Brooke responded instantly, greedy, no hesitation, letting Emma take the lead.

I slid a hand between Brooke’s thighs, petting her pussy over the silk. She was soaked, heat radiating off her like she could burn through the fabric by willpower alone.

She spread her legs for me, needy, desperate, but still so polite. It made me want to ruin her.

I caught her eye, holding her gaze, and pushed her panties aside, exposing the pink, slick lips underneath.

She moaned when I touched her, hips rolling to meet my fingers.

“Daddy, please,” she begged.

That word, said with so much open want, fueled something savage in me.

Emma watched, fascinated, her own thighs rubbing together as she teased Brooke’s other nipple, fingers gentle, lips soft.

I pushed a finger into Brooke, slow, letting her feel every inch. She clenched, arched, then started to rock against my hand like she’d die without it.

Emma slid back, letting her hand explore Brooke’s stomach, then her thighs, then, bold now, reached for the edge of the panties, helping me remove them completely.

Brooke was bare, spread, and already on the edge. I knelt between her legs, kissed down her belly, then settled at the V where her thighs met.

I could taste her, salt, heat, something sweet and feminine. I licked slow, then harder, curling my tongue around her clit until she gasped.

Emma moved in, stroking Brooke’s hair, cradling her face, whispering encouragement. “Just let go. Take what you need. We’re right here.”

Brooke’s hands fumbled for Emma’s, their fingers twining as I worked my mouth between her legs.

She came fast, no surprise, given how wound up she was, her body clenching, pussy squeezing my tongue as the orgasm detonated inside her.

She sobbed, hips fighting the mattress, while Emma held her face, kissed her eyelids, stroked every inch of skin she could reach.

It was a work of art; all control gone, all perfection stripped down to the raw, trembling hunger of need.

When Brooke finally came down, her face was wet with tears and sweat. She blinked up, dazed, and kissed Emma hard.

“Thank you,” she whispered, voice wrecked.

Emma kissed her back, thumb tracing the line of Brooke’s jaw.

Next, Emma.

She hadn’t said a word about herself, but the look in her eyes said she was dying for attention.

I rolled Brooke gently to the side, where she huddled in Emma’s arms, then turned on Emma.

She smiled, shy but sure, and slid her sundress off in one practiced move.

Underneath, she wore nothing. Her skin glowed in the candlelight. Her tits were absolute perfection, big and round, nipples dark and peaked, begging for touch.

Brooke’s breath caught; for a second, the only sound in the room was the shared, stunned awe of Emma’s exquisite beauty.

I kissed Emma, deep and brutal, my hands claiming her waist, then her tits, then trailing down to the curve of her hip.

Brooke, emboldened now, pressed in on Emma’s other side. The two women kissed, tentative at first, then confident as Emma encouraged her, tongue tangling with Brooke’s, hands petting her hair.

Brooke’s touch was almost reverent. She stroked Emma’s breast, thumb grazing the nipple until Emma melted, shivering, heat radiating off her.

I moved down, kissing and licking my way over Emma’s chest. I took her nipple in my teeth and bit, just enough to make her gasp.

Her hands caught my head, pulling me closer. Brooke kissed down Emma’s neck, then joined me at her other nipple, the two of us working in sync.

Emma arched, voice going hoarse.

“Oh, god. Please. More.”

Brooke’s hands moved lower, tracing the line of Emma’s belly, then slipping between her thighs.

Emma’s pussy was already soaked; Brooke touched her, then shivered in surprise at how wet she was.

“Like that?” Brooke asked, voice a whisper.

Emma nodded, gasping. “Yes. Just like that. Please, Daddy.”

The word made my cock throb. I was so hard it almost hurt.

I lined up, pressed my tip to Emma’s entrance, and watched her body shudder as I slid in.

She moaned, the sound pure relief, as I filled her, inch by glorious inch.

Brooke watched, fascinated, her own hand drifting between her own thighs, playing with her pussy as she saw me enter Emma.

I started slow, hips rolling, letting Emma feel every inch. Brooke kissed her, stroked her face, whispered encouragement while I fucked her deep, the three of us a perfect feedback loop of pleasure.

Emma clenched around me, every thrust drawing a new gasp or moan, her hands never still, always seeking to touch, to pull me deeper, to bring Brooke in close.

Brooke kissed Emma while I drove into her. The sight, the taste, the feel of both women tangled together, arms and lips and tongues fusing, was so fucking hot I could barely keep control.

I wanted to make it last. I wanted to make them both beg.

When Emma started to build, her thighs shaking, her voice broke. “Daddy, I’m going to come. Please, don’t stop.”

Brooke turned Emma’s face and kissed her, swallowing every sound.

I picked up the pace, hips pistoning, the slap of skin and the wet sound of Emma’s cunt filling the room.

Emma came, sobbing my name, her body locking up, pussy spasming around my cock.

As she rode the wave, Brooke shifted positions, kneeling beside me, her mouth hungry for my kisses, my hands, anything I would give.

Emma rolled over, catching her breath, as I turned to Brooke.

“Your turn, Princess,” I said, voice dark.

She moaned, trembling with anticipation.

I kissed her hard, no hesitation now, and lined up behind her, rubbing my cock along the length of her slit.

She was soaked, as if just watching had primed her beyond endurance.

Emma joined in, kissing Brooke, caressing her breasts, whispering encouragement while I pressed into her from behind.

The slide of my cock into Brooke’s cunt was pure heaven.

She arched, face buried in the pillow, ass high, taking every inch as if she was born for it.

Emma held her face, stroked her hair, kissed her gently. “You’re so beautiful when you let go. Don’t hold back. Show us.”

Brooke sobbed, needy. “Daddy, please, fuck me. Hard.”

I obliged, slamming in, grabbing her hips, driving at a pace that left her breathless.

Brooke started to shake, every nerve on fire, pussy gripping me so tight it was almost torture.

Emma rubbed Brooke’s clit, circling it ruthlessly as I pounded her.

“Come with us,” Emma whispered, voice velvet and steel. “Come for Daddy. Let him know you belong to him.”

That was all it took.

Brooke detonated, no other word for it. She seized around my cock, her entire body a live wire, muscles snapping so brutally that I had to steady her hips with both hands to keep from being bucked off. She screamed for me, Daddy, again and again, every iteration more feral and torn from the bottom of her soul. Her nails raked the sheets, then my forearm, leaving crescent moons in her desperation. The force of her orgasm was a chain reaction, Emma’s hand never left Brooke’s clit, and Brooke clamped down on her wrist and just held on for the ride. I could feel each pulse, each desperate milking contraction, trying to drain me into her.

Emma was right there with us; she kissed Brooke’s jaw, then her temple, murmuring sweet nonsense, as if she could anchor her through the intensity. The sound of Brooke’s cries, the sight of her body wracked with pleasure so wild it bordered on pain, tipped me over the edge. I lost it, utterly, completely. My orgasm ripped through me like a live current. I drove into her one last time and erupted, cock jerking, spilling into her in hot, relentless pulses. For a moment, I forgot to breathe. My vision went white at the edges, the world reduced to the point of connection, Brooke’s body shuddering, Emma’s arms wrapped around us both, the thrum of three people fused by desperate, beautiful hunger.

The aftershocks hit Brooke so hard she collapsed onto the bed, legs splaying on either side of my hips, thighs quivering uncontrollably. Sweat and tears made her hair stick to her face in wild, platinum streaks. I buried my face in her shoulder, gasping, unable to let go of her. I heard Emma above us, her laughter breathless and giddy, her hands stroking Brooke’s back and my hair at once.

I tried to say something, anything, but all that came out was a groan and Brooke’s name, whispered like a prayer.

“Holy fuck,” Brooke gasped, voice hoarse and shaky. “I think I just blacked out.”

Emma giggled, pressing her body to Brooke’s side, cradling her as if she were fragile and precious. “You’re okay, Princess. Just breathe. Let it come down.”

I slid out of Brooke, slowly, reluctantly, feeling the wet mess of our combined pleasure spill onto the sheets. She whimpered, but it was a sound of satisfaction, not pain. I rolled to the side, catching Emma and Brooke in my arms, all of us sticky and spent and more alive than ever.

We collapsed together, Brooke so ruined she just kept twitching, Emma curled up beside her, all three of us breathing hard, limbs tangled together in a sticky, perfect mess.

For a long time, there was only the sound of the ocean, the flicker of candlelight, and the slow, lazy hum of our hearts settling back to normal.

Emma stroked Brooke’s back, soft and nurturing, while I kissed the top of both their heads, pride and love wrestling for top spot in my chest.

Brooke turned, eyes soft, mouth slack with exhaustion. “Thank you, Daddy. For trusting me. For making me yours.”

Emma nodded, smile sweet and content. “You’re our anchor, Daddy. Don’t ever forget it.”

I held them both close, bodies sticky and sated, and let the world fade away.

If this was the future, I was all in.

We drifted like that for another hour, too blissed-out to move, every touch and kiss a new promise.

The yacht rolled; the moon tracked across the window, painting our skin in silver scripts.

The only thing wilder than our dreams was the reality we’d built.

And there was no going back.

***

After, we drifted.

The sheets were a mess, tangled, spotted with sweat and more, the perfume of sex and vanilla candles heavy in the air. Brooke lay sprawled across my chest, her platinum hair fanned out so it shimmered silver in the moonlight leaking through the porthole. Emma pressed in from my other side, skin soft as a dream, every curve inviting my hand to roam. Nobody seemed in any rush to break the spell.

For a while, we didn’t talk. Emma passed around the bottle of champagne, drinking straight from the lip, then tipping it to my mouth. It fizzed, cold and sharp after all that heat.

Brooke snagged it third, her lips wrapping the bottle with the kind of delicacy you’d expect from a woman who’d just negotiated a three-way charter for my soul. Her head rose and fell with my breath, and whenever the bubbles hit her nose, she giggled, a sound I’d have killed for, back when she was all Queen and no softness.

Emma stroked my thigh, tracing lazy circles, while my own hand mapped her lower back and the curved rise of her ass. Her skin was warm, a little tacky from sweat, the exact scent of our evening layered over the background salt and rum of yacht life.

Brooke’s leg tangled with mine, cold feet seeking out my warmth. If she noticed, she didn’t mention it. Instead, she nuzzled my shoulder and sighed, content.

Eventually, Emma broke the silence. “We should probably talk logistics. If we just dive into Miami without a plan, it’ll be chaos.”

Brooke snorted, voice muffled against my chest. “You love chaos.”

“No,” Emma insisted, laughing. “I just love you both. But I also love knowing where everyone’s going to sleep.”

I grinned, the image of Brooke staking out a turf war over my Miami townhouse bringing back vintage memories.

“I was thinking master suite for you and me,” Emma said, turning to me, voice gone conspiratorial. “It’s the only bedroom big enough for a real king-size bed and there’s a view of the city lights. Brooke gets the guest suite with the private balcony.” She glanced at Brooke, who just raised an eyebrow in challenge.

“That works,” Brooke said, remarkably chill. “But I want the study. The lighting’s perfect, and we can convert the wet bar into a nav station. I’d rather plot charters in my pajamas than fight for a conference room.”

Emma patted my thigh, triumphant.

Brooke, not to be outdone, added, “My closet needs overhaul, though. We’re not living out of suitcases anymore. Each woman gets a full wardrobe setup in her room, with backup storage in the guest hall.”

Emma rolled her eyes, but the smile was pure pride. “Kylie and Summer will be happy as long as there’s a mirror bigger than the fridge.”

“My only ask,” I said, “is that nobody puts a stripper pole in the living room. Last time nearly got us evicted.”

Brooke laughed, low and musical. “We can save that for the aft deck. More privacy.”

The mood was all ease and intimacy, familiar but fresh.

Emma curled tighter into my side, letting her hand drift up across my ribs. “I’ll handle all the provisioning. Groceries, wine, whatever. Brooke can source electronics and safety gear. Kylie and Summer will be the first to volunteer as crew once we haul out. Tessa and Lila can run the guest intake and guest communications, remote if we’re at sea.”

Brooke nodded, business already clicking into place. “As for schedules, each woman gets one week on, one week off for harem duties in port. On charters, everyone’s expected to rotate: hostess, deck hand, cabin prep, the works.” She shot a glance up at me. “Captain gets veto power if there’s drama, but otherwise, the system stands.”

Emma arched under my hand, letting me trace up to her breast. “I don’t foresee any drama. By now, everyone knows what they want and what they want is you.”

She said it so matter-of-factly, it made my chest go warm.

Brooke propped herself up on an elbow, hair brushing my jaw. “If you’re nervous about bringing us all home, don’t be. We’re tougher than we look, and you’re more than enough man for the job.”

I pulled her in for a kiss, soft, slow, an echo of what we’d just shared, and let the hush settle in. The sound of the ocean brushed the hull, the moonlight painting the bed and bodies in cold white arcs.

We lay there, plotting and dreaming, listing off furniture needs, tech upgrades, who got the first shower, even where to stash all the wedding rings when investors came knocking.

The talk drifted from practical to dreamy and back again. Brooke planned a ‘war room’ for the business; Emma wanted a kitchen garden on the patio. They both wanted me, every night and every morning, and the confidence in their voices told me there was no power on earth could break what we’d built.

The future shined, wide open.

I drew them both tighter, one arm around each, and let the pleasure of the moment burn through all the old fears.

The last thing I saw before sleep: the moon rolling over the water, the women I loved locked in my arms, and the thrum of anticipation at what came next.

“Whatever happens in Miami,” I promised, voice rough with pride, “we face it together.”

And I meant it.

All of it.

The next adventure was waiting.

But for now, we belonged here: naked, tangled, sure of who we were and what we wanted.

Whatever the world had in store, it would never be enough to break us.

Not this family.

Not ever.


Chapter twenty
Showtime


The last run of the Bahamas got a man sentimental, even if he was too proud to say it out loud. The True North was eating up the miles under open sky, hull knifing through blue so bright it hurt the eyes. The engine’s hum was background music to a day that felt bigger than luck, bigger than dreams, almost too good to be real.

We were out past Exuma, somewhere between the known world and Miami, and the whole deck was on fire with sunset. Cotton-candy clouds to the west, water so clear you could count the ripples under the hull, and a wind that promised homecoming with every salty breath. If that didn’t make you grateful for second chances, nothing would.

Maya had the deck transformed for the girls final confessionals. Cords and battery packs lined up bow to stern, her best tripod rigged at the stern rail, all of it aimed at a battered folding chair that looked more like a throne than a cheap plastic seat. She wore her signature baggy shorts and a True North tank, hair wild, glasses perched on the end of her nose, one hand glued to a gaffer-taped tablet she used as a monitor. Even the seasick wristbands seemed like a badge of honor at this point.

“Okay, Bluebell,” Maya called, her voice a mix of nerves and pure command, “you’re up!”

Lila blushed so hard I thought she might vaporize, but she climbed onto the chair, legs folded neatly, her skin glowing gold in the low light. Instagram would have lost its mind, but in real life, it was all heart. Maya checked the focus, then counted her down: “Three…two…one…”

Lila tried to smile, but her lips quivered. “I’m not…um, great at this part,” she said, voice a hush. “But I guess that’s the whole story.”

She exhaled. Her eyes shimmered, blue and wide, and for the first time all day, the deck fell silent.

“I never thought I’d belong anywhere,” Lila admitted, brushing a wild lock of hair behind her ear. “Growing up, I was always the extra piece, you know? Never quite fit. But here…” She looked out over the rails, searching for the right words. “Here, I finally feel safe. Like maybe being too much was the best thing that could have happened to me. Like I don’t have to hide behind a pretty dress or a smile, not with you girls, not with Cap.”

She stopped, swallowing hard, blinking back a fresh round of tears.

“It’s stupid, but when I see the rings on our hands, I still can’t believe I’m allowed to wear one. I’m not the ‘star’ of anything, but you all make me feel special anyway. That’s…everything. You’re my family now. For always.”

She went quiet, hands twisting in her lap, as a single tear traced down her cheek.

Even Maya got choked up. She turned away, blinking rapid-fire, then reset her focus with a weird little grin.

“That was perfect,” Maya said. “Seriously, you nailed it.”

Next up was Brooke, striding in like she’d just conquered the Supreme Court and wanted seconds. She was pure spectacle: white skirt, black tank, her wedding band glittering as she moved. Every platinum strand of her hair glowed in the dying light.

She settled on the chair, posture so perfect it could have been a challenge, and crossed her legs, the move telegraphing raw confidence.

Maya pointed the lens and let her rip.

“I used to think control was everything,” Brooke said, her voice the same steely music she used to win arguments. “Do what’s expected, be who you’re supposed to be, and never, ever let anyone see you sweat. That worked…until it didn’t.”

She paused, running her fingertips through her ponytail, the platinum flash catching fire in the sun.

“My father raised me to be bulletproof. Perfectionist. But you know what? Being perfect is exhausting. And lonely. Out here, I figured out that real power isn’t control, it’s trust. It’s letting yourself fall, even when you’re terrified. Sometimes especially then.”

She glanced at the lens, then at me, and I saw something unguarded in her eyes.

“I’m still a work in progress. I’ll always chase the red line. But now? Now I want to lead because I’m worth following, not just because I’m afraid of failing. I’m proud to be a captain, a partner, a wife, even if it’s not the version anyone pictured for me. Especially if it’s not.”

She smiled, not the lawyer-shark smirk, but something softer.

“Cap, if you’re listening, I hope you know I’d choose this over any courtroom in the world. That’s the truth.”

The words hit like a gut punch, all the better for being so damn real.

Maya mouthed “wow,” then waved Tessa forward with a little flourish. “You’re next, Little Star!”

Tessa slid onto the chair with a grace that looked accidental but wasn’t. Her sundress billowed, bare feet propped on the lowest rung, hair catching every fleck of sun. She didn’t wait for a countdown, just breathed in, closed her eyes, and started.

“I used to think the world was a book I could only read, not write,” Tessa said, her voice dreamy but steady. “That I wasn’t the main character in my own story, just someone passing through.”

She opened her eyes, and I’ll be damned if she didn’t look straight into my soul.

“But here, with all of you, I learned that sometimes you have to climb the mast and shout into the wind, even if nobody’s listening yet. That your words matter, even if they’re scary, even if you’re not sure they’re enough.”

She fiddled with her ring, the gold glinting against her tanned fingers.

“Every sunrise on this boat was a new poem. Not always happy, but always honest. I learned that being quiet didn’t mean being invisible. And that loving someone, really, truly loving them, means letting them see your weird parts, and maybe even liking those parts best.”

She smiled, tiny but fierce, green eyes still bright with the memory of all the nights she’d held the crew together when everything else threatened to come apart.

“I don’t want to be a passenger anymore,” she said. “I want to be part of the crew. I want to tell our story so no one forgets what it’s like to belong.”

She was soft, but every word landed harder than a wave in a squall.

Maya gave her a round of applause. “That was pure poetry. Nailed it!”

If anything, Tessa looked shy about the praise, but she didn’t hide. Not anymore.

Kylie was next, and she made an entrance like always: hip cocked, muscles on display, tattoo peeking just above the waistband of her shorts. She didn’t even sit at first. Just grinned at the camera, shading her eyes, one hand on her hip.

“Alright, I’m gonna keep it real,” Kylie said, flashing a wolfish grin. “I came on this boat ready to win. Didn’t matter if it was beer pong, who could tie a knot blindfolded, or who got Cap’s attention first. For me, it was all about beating the next best thing.”

She finally dropped into the chair, folding her arms across her chest like a satisfied predator.

“But somewhere along the way, I figured out there’s no leaderboard for happiness. You can’t win at family. Or at love, for that matter. You just show up, every day, and fight for the people who matter.”

She shrugged, almost sheepish, but her eyes glittered with pride.

“We still compete, me and the girls. But now it’s to see who can make Cap blush at dinner, or who can make Summer laugh so hard she snorts her drink. And I’ll admit, some of these girls are damn tough to outshine.”

She winked at the camera, then softened.

“I used to think being wild meant you couldn’t be gentle. Turns out, you can have both. As long as you’re real about it. And this family? Yeah, we’re as real as it gets.”

The words were simple, but the honesty behind them was lethal.

Summer bounded over, skipping the chair entirely to prop herself on the rail, bare feet dangling, every inch of her more alive than the deck itself. Bikini top and cutoffs, hair wind-whipped, smile built for trouble.

She locked eyes with the lens, that signature Summer energy pouring out.

“You ever notice how the ocean doesn’t give a shit about your plans?” she said, voice smoky and bright all at once. “You can chart every mile, prep every sail, but in the end, you’re just here for the ride. Best thing you can do is surrender, let the waves teach you something.”

She spun a bead bracelet on her wrist, blue and green, then gestured wide, taking in the whole bay.

“I fell in love with this water when I was a kid, but nobody ever let me get close enough to matter. Not until here. On this crew, I’m not just background fun or the ‘hot friend’. I’m the marine nerd, the wildlife queen, the one who gets to show off how insane it all is, if you pay attention.”

She stopped, gaze narrowing.

“And that’s what I want to do, Cap. I want to run boat safaris for people who never even touched a starfish before. Teach them how the world should work, not just how Instagram says to stage it. I want to protect the wild stuff, and yeah, maybe break a few rules doing it.”

She grinned, a flash of perfect white teeth.

“If you ask me, this is the only harem in the world where you can be a wife and a wildlife goddess, and nobody thinks that’s weird. I love that. I love you guys.”

She threw up both hands in a mock cheer, then blew a kiss for Maya’s rig.

It was impossible not to smile. Maya grinned too, then motioned for Emma to take her place.

Emma went last, but she didn’t waste any time. She eased into the chair, sundress fluttering, hair half-up and a little wild, her cheeks still pink from the kitchen heat.

She settled her hands on her knees, wedding band catching the last of the sunset, and looked straight into the lens.

“I always thought caring for people had to look like a job. I trained as a nurse, I learned how to handle emergencies, and I got used to fixing things for everyone but myself. That meant food, too, I guess. Feeding people felt like love, even when I didn’t have the words to say it.”

She smiled, soft and honest.

“But you know what? With this family, I’m finally learning how to feed myself, too. Not just the kitchen stuff, but the things I want. I want to make this yacht famous for food. I want to run chef’s tables and private dinners and teach city people how to love the ocean, one perfect plate at a time.”

She shrugged, humble but proud.

“I love being your harem mommy, your comfort blanket, your chaos manager. And I love being Cap’s wife, more than I thought possible. I never imagined getting to build a life that’s so…full. I don’t want to go back. Not ever.”

There was a lump in my throat the size of a golf ball, and I wasn’t alone. Even Maya’s voice wobbled as she called “Cut!”

For a minute, the deck went silent, all six women glowing in the sunset, rings sparkling like someone had poured stardust over the whole boat.

I just stood there. Pride and awe and something like worship duked it out in my chest.

I watched their faces, saw the aftershocks, and knew I’d never see anything this beautiful ever again.

If this was the last ride before Miami, it was worth every mile.

***

As darkness swallowed the last of the Bahamian sun, the salon on True North lit up like the inside of a production trailer. The air was thick with the hum of electronics, the snap of open champagne, and the low drone of conversation drifting in from the galley.

Maya had claimed one corner, laptop perched on her knees, every outlet fighting for bandwidth. Next to her, Evan was all focus, shoulders hunched but relaxed, face rinsed free of the old nervous tics. Seeing him with her now, you’d never guess this was the same guy who used to triple-check his work before risking an opinion.

The two of them were so close together they might have shared a pulse. They pored over footage, arguing in whispers about which confessionals to cut, which to leave raw and unfiltered. Maya pointed at the screen, talking a mile a minute about crossfades and sound beds, sometimes gesturing so wildly she nearly knocked over her mug. Evan just grinned, let her run, then steered her back on course with a word or a squeeze at her hip.

“Pause there. Rewind, I want to see Brooke’s bit again,” Evan said, fingers flying on the trackpad.

Maya obliged, her smile pure adrenaline. “She’s a force of nature now. Watch her hand at the end. She does that hair flip when she’s feeling powerful.”

Evan caught it instantly. “Totally. That’s the money shot. It needs to close out act one.”

He slid his arm around Maya’s waist, and she leaned right in, head tilting to rest on his shoulder for a second. Even in the low light, you could see the color rise up her cheeks.

“This final episode is going to break streaming records,” Evan said, confidence blasting straight through the old insecurities. “I mean, look at these confessionals. It’s all killer, zero filler.”

Maya wiggled, pleased as hell, glasses slipping down her nose. “The transformation arcs are incredible. I’ve never seen anything like it.” Her hand strayed to Evan’s thigh, fingers drumming a fast rhythm. “You and I are gonna be the team to beat, you know that?”

He nodded, pulling her closer, pride written all over his face. “All the best stories are about found families, right? If people don’t fall in love with this crew, I’ll eat my bucket hat.”

They cracked up in stereo.

When they thought nobody was watching, Evan leaned in and caught Maya’s lips with his. It lasted maybe half a second, fast and almost shy, but the tenderness in it was obvious from across the salon.

I caught the whole play, and it made me smile. They weren’t just coworkers anymore. Maya was fully in the family now, part camera queen, part prankster, part sister. She fit with the girls like she’d been built in the same factory, swapping jokes with Summer, troubleshooting rigs with Kylie, even braving Lila’s pastry experiments in the galley (sometimes with hilarious consequences). There was no wall left between her and the rest. She showed up for every dinner, every game night, every last-minute deck wrestling match meant to “test camera durability.”

Evan, too, wasn’t the anxious new guy anymore. With Maya at his side, he laughed louder, stood up for his edits, called out the best ideas without fear. He’d learned to take up space, in the best way. He wasn’t just the tech; he was family, and he knew it.

Watching the two of them bent over that laptop, plotting their future, I realized what a homecoming was supposed to look like. Not just the dream of Miami, or the fantasy of blue water forever, but the chance to build something that lasted, with people who gave a damn about you just as you were.

Maya let out a low whistle, then turned and kissed Evan again, this time slower, lingering.

“Save it for the wrap party, Pixel,” Evan teased, the old shyness totally gone.

She snorted, straight-up delighted. “Wrap party? I thought we were just getting started.”

I shook my head, grinning at the scene. With these two on the job, our story was in good hands.

Let the world watch. This crew was built to last.

***

I’ve had my share of fancy dinners in some of the wildest places on earth, but nothing came close to the vibe in that main salon. The night before Miami, everything and everyone was dialed up past eleven. The table gleamed, set with heavy glasses and my favorite battered sailing plates, all of it ringed by enough candlelight to melt a minor glacier. Every harem queen took her place, legs bare, hair loose, and hands flashing those wedding bands like it was the first day of forever.

Emma ran the food show, obviously. She’d gone full Iron Chef: mango and habanero ceviche, brisket with a spicy pineapple glaze, sweet-potato buns, and for dessert, personal-size key lime tarts that looked too good to eat. She floated around the table like a fairy godmother, topping off everyone’s champagne and making sure nobody’s plate ever went empty.

The real surprise? Not one person got up to break for phone calls, or “just one more video for the fans.” Tonight was a family huddle, no distractions.

We started with a toast, the real kind, no stilted speeches or weird jokes:

“To the best damn crew ever to hit the water,” I said, raising the bottle.

The glasses went up, rings catching every flicker of light. The sound it made was sharp, clear, like the universe wanted to mark the moment.

Brooke locked eyes with me over her rim, that perfect platinum cascade falling past her shoulders, the ends catching gold in the candlelight. For her, I let my hand drift over, just a light, lingering caress of her wrist. The tension in her shoulders dropped a full inch.

Next to her, Tessa was all poise but zero chill. Her cheeks were bright, her eyes even brighter. We traded a knowing glance that said, “I see you,” the way only two shy people could manage without a word.

Across the table, Lila caught my eye, looked away, then burrowed into my attention like it might disappear if she blinked. I leaned in, close enough for her ears alone, and whispered, “You’re the heart of this, Bluebell. Never forget it.” She froze, then squeezed my hand under the table, her breath coming fast.

Kylie was in full party animal mode. She’d dressed up (kind of), pulling on a sundress that made her legs look about six miles long, but she refused to wear shoes. I shot her a wink, and she rolled her eyes in reply, then stuck out her tongue for effect.

Summer had skipped pretense entirely, showing up in a bikini and some wild sarong, her hair down and barely tamed. She reached for my hand, fingers sticky with pie filling, and when I bent in, she kissed me like there was no camera, no future, just this. It was electric and totally her.

Emma, last but never least, hovered at my left. I placed a steady hand on her bare shoulder, grounding both of us in the noise. She leaned into me, eyes gone soft, and looked like she might cry, but in a good way.

The whole time, the rings glowed, making the table look less like a random crew dinner and more like the coronation of an empire.

Conversation started sentimental but ramped fast. Brooke started unrolling blueprints for my revamped Miami townhouse like she was forcing the issue. I’d spent a fortune on the remodel but when the girls laid eyes on what I’d done, it would all be worth it.

Emma passed her a pink marker. “Let me guess, you’ve already planned a week’s worth of kitchen overhauls?”

Brooke smirked. “Try three weeks. But we’re prioritizing the master suite. Captain’s orders.”

Kylie piped up: “Summer gets the terrace room, I get the one with the power shower. I sweat a lot, okay?”

Lila and Tessa drifted in, laying diagrams flat and color-coding the hell out of every closet, pantry, and secret escape route.

“Deck lockers go here, and here,” Tessa said, tapping spots with a pen. “Laundry runs every other day, and no more mixing up towels with cleaning rags, Ky.”

“Rude,” Kylie shot back, but she was grinning.

Summer took a healthy gulp of champagne, then pointed at the diagram. “Where’s the spot for wild animal stuff? I need office space for the reef guides and the marine lab unless you want it cluttering the galley.”

Emma’s eyes went wide, mock horror. “The galley is a sacred zone. But you can have the patio storage. We’ll fill it with shells, or maybe lost tourists.”

Brooke took control, classic move. “Here’s how it shakes out. Cole and I split co-captain duties. Emma rules the kitchen, and all things guest. Kylie and Summer, you’re the adventure queens. Every client wanting a workout, a hike, or a swim, you make it happen. Tessa and Lila, you keep everything running inside: bookings, guest comfort, troubleshooting, and secret spa nights if somebody needs it.”

Every woman at the table nodded, faces gone sharp with purpose.

I added, “We rotate, like always. When we’re off charter, everyone gets time to chill. Nobody burns out. That system saved us once, it’ll work on land, too.”

They agreed, in a chorus that sounded more like battle cry than consensus.

Someone, probably Kylie, segwayed straight to the drama: “What about when we go public? Miami’s not exactly subtle, and we’re kind of…loud.”

Brooke fielded it with classic lawyer cool: “We get ahead of it. Post the charter site, get our story out first. Show the world the real us, not some tabloid ‘bikini wives go wild’ headline. Tessa and Lila control guest communication, I’ll manage the press. Nobody gets close unless we say so.”

Summer, lips sticky and honest: “They’re gonna come for us anyway. At least we’ll give them something worth watching. I say we run a launch party so wild even the critics can’t resist.”

Emma, voice soft but strong: “Whatever happens, we protect each other. No exceptions. If the gossip gets ugly, we lock down and focus on the real clients. This family comes first.”

The table went quiet for a second.

I made sure each woman looked at me before I spoke.

“We face it together,” I said, slow and sure. “Just like we’ve faced everything else. We’re a family. Nobody gets left behind, nobody loses their spot. If you wear my ring, you have my protection, now and always.”

Brooke’s hand found mine and squeezed, hard. Tessa’s eyes shimmered with tears.

Lila beamed, cheeks pink, as if she’d never heard anything sweeter.

Kylie and Summer fist-bumped, then stole an extra tart each, like the future was already theirs.

Emma buried her face in my neck, whispering a thousand-watt “thank you” as her breath tickled my collarbone.

The rest of dinner was a blur: more food, more drinks, more laughter than seemed possible. The blueprints got coffee stains and pie-filling fingerprints, but nobody cared. Every woman had a job, and a piece of my heart, and we wouldn’t have had it any other way.

By the time the last of the rum ran out and the candles sputtered low, I looked around and saw not just a crew, but an unstoppable machine: six women, every one burning with purpose, their rings bright, their eyes brighter.

Tomorrow, the world could bring its best shot.

Tonight, we were already legends.

***

I’ve always believed that the last hour before landfall told you everything you needed to know about yourself. Alone on the deck, silence closing in except for the gentle pulse of the engines, the world got sharp and honest. Out here tonight, the darkness hummed, stitched with silver from bow to sky. But far off, maybe twenty miles, maybe less, Miami burned like a promise just out of reach, lights smudged into the haze, more myth than city.

I braced at the rail, breath tight against the wind. The hull carved forward, steady and unhurried, slicing through the ink-black water like it was built for the job. All those months of chaos, lust, heartbreak, and hope had led straight to this: one captain standing watch over a hundred dreams.

The air was soft, thick with salt and something electric. Every inhale reminded me of how much had changed. I could still taste the traces of champagne and citrus, Summer’s shampoo, the warmth of Emma’s arms locking me in after the last laugh died down in salon. The yacht rolled gentle, familiar, a thousand memories layered on every inch of varnished wood.

I stared at the ring on my hand, feeling the weight, the math, the miracle of it all. Once, I’d been an overworked nobody with too much grief and not enough future. Then I bet it all on this boat, this crew, this wild harem fantasy that was never supposed to last.

Now? The thought of going it alone was laughable.

I let my mind run through the tape: Brooke holding court at the nav desk, wedding band bright even when she thought nobody was looking. Tessa, curled up in her favorite corner, pencil tapping, eyes shining, always tuning in to the undercurrent nobody else caught. Lila, baking away her nerves in the galley, plotting flower arrangements and surprise turndown service plans. Kylie and Summer, wrestling with a coil of rope or each other, turning deck chaos into poetry. Emma, her laugh echoing down the corridor, bright and a little wild, the stone around which all of it orbited.

They didn’t just belong to me. I belonged to them. In more ways than a divorce court would ever understand.

For a second, nerves rattled my cage. I saw every headline, every smirk, every Miami asshole who’d ever said, “You can’t live like that.” Would they come for the girls? Would the stress break us, or make us even more unstoppable?

The wind whipped at my hair, daring me to doubt it.

In that moment, I knew exactly where I stood.

We were pirates, pioneers, the founders of a family that made its own rules. My job wasn’t to hope for smooth sailing, but to fight for these women every damn time it mattered. Whatever hit us, on land or at sea, would have to go through me.

I squeezed the rail, the ring biting deep, and let the fear and pride and endless want melt together. This was my tribe. My future. The crew I’d stake my soul on, over and over.

The hull surged, picking up the first hint of the Gulf Stream. Miami’s lights multiplied, growing sharper, more real, as if the city wanted to see for itself what kind of legend was headed its way.

I took a long, slow breath. Let it fill me.

It didn’t matter how weird or impossible our story looked from shore. We’d already lived the proof, a thousand times over.

I turned away from the rail, feet light on the deck.

Inside, six women, my wives, my miracles, waited under the soft glow of the cabin lights. Some were already asleep, some probably plotting breakfast or battle plans. All of them were mine, and I was theirs.

Tomorrow, we’d make it official.

Tonight, I just belonged.

The future was wide open, and I was fucking ready.

Let the world come for us.

We’d show them what family meant.


Chapter twenty-one
Dockside Madness


The first thing I noticed was the noise. A solid wall of screech and wail that made a hurricane sound like white noise. Miami Marina didn’t do subtle. We crested the channel, and suddenly we were the main event, every phone camera in the hemisphere pointed straight at us. The harbor flashed with drones, banners, even a couple of makeshift signs waving our names: “WE LOVE YOU, CAPTAIN DADDY!” “SHOW US THE RINGS!” One banner legit had all six women painted naked except for wedding bands and a strategically-placed yacht wheel. Subtlety was dead.

Brooke caught my eye at the bow, her posture perfect, platinum hair not moving even in a headwind. She ran point for the approach, charting the angle, radio clipped to her dress like she’d been born part supermodel, part admiral. Kylie and Summer had the lines ready on deck, muscles flexing. Tessa and Lila handled the fenders, while Emma triple-checked the guest manifest and waved at the sea of bodies already stampeding the boardwalk.

If this was how we were going to go out, we’d do it in style.

I eased the throttle, lined up between two hundred feet of luxury fiberglass, and drifted True North into her slip without a single jolt. The crowd must have sensed the perfection, because the screaming hit a new octave. I glanced down at my own hand, wedding ring winking gold and platinum in the sun, then up at the girls, six bands to match, each one a badge of pride, a hard-won promise.

Emma grinned at me from the hatch. “You ready for this?”

She looked so good it almost hurt. Sundress hugging her ass, hair pulled back for battle, ring front and center for the world to see. Her eyes flashed: pure nerves, pure adrenaline. The whole crew picked up the vibe. Even Summer, who usually played it wild and loose, looked dialed in, her hand locked around Kylie’s as they double-checked every line and bumper.

I hit the horn, one long blast, then two shorts, just like we’d practiced. Every press outlet in Florida went feral, cameras and phones and microphones all converging on the dock. The yacht shifted in, lines flying, fenders thumping, Summer tossing a rope to the dock crew like she was pitching in the major leagues. We hit the cleats, locked down, and suddenly, the world was waiting.

I strode out of the wheelhouse, the girls forming a wedge behind me. All of us in matching white: tank top for me, sundresses and sharp uniforms for the girls, rings gleaming on every finger. Security moved in, big dudes in black, sunglasses, earpieces. I counted three for the ramp, two for the van, and another shadowing us from behind. They didn’t look half as intimidating as my crew.

The second my foot hit the gangplank, the dock detonated.

Fans howled our names, mine first, then Emma’s, then a rolling chant for every woman, even Lila, who blushed so hard she practically vanished. Microphones lunged, drones buzzed, and the heat off that many bodies made Miami feel like a pizza oven.

“COLE!” “BROOKE!” “WE LOVE YOU, SUMMER!” “SHOW US THE RINGS!” It was like a stadium, but with bikinis and ESPN nowhere in sight.

I threw a look over my shoulder. “Stay tight. Don’t talk to anyone unless you want it on the evening news.”

Brooke gave me a side-eye. “As if I could say anything that wouldn’t end up as meme fodder anyway.” Tough as nails, but she squeezed Tessa’s hand, steadying her.

Emma pressed in at my left, fingers lacing with mine, her grip iron. Her ring glowed in every flashbulb. If she was nervous, it didn’t show.

Kylie and Summer took the flanks, shielding the rest of the girls, arms around each other’s waists as if daring the press to try them.

We made a slow, deliberate descent down the ramp. Every step triggered a new wave of shouts, photographers backing up into strangers just to land the shot. Security held the line, but nobody wanted to be the one to mess up the grand entrance. It was a full-on media riot.

Halfway down, Summer peeled off a fake curtsy, blew a kiss to the crowd, and winked at me. Kylie flexed her bicep for a fan with a hand-painted sign: “KYLIE, QUEEN OF MY HEART.” The crowd ate it up.

But the real action waited past the barriers, near the parked van. There, standing arms crossed, lips thin and eyes hard, was a woman who could have iced out the sun. Emma’s mother, Adam’s ex, impeccably dressed, white suit, sensible shoes, hair scraped back so tight it looked like a helmet, stood at parade rest. She stared straight at us, a one-woman firing squad.

Emma slowed, tension rocketing through her. She squeezed my hand for backup but didn’t stop moving. The rest of the girls stacked up behind us, silent but ready.

We hit the curb, security forming a wall between us and the cameras. Emma’s mother waited, not budging a millimeter.

I let Emma take the lead.

Emma squared up, her voice steady even with the world watching. “Hi, Mom.”

Her mother’s eyes flicked over the rings, over my hand holding Emma’s, then skipped to the rest of the crew lined up behind us.

“I see you’re making an entrance,” she said. The tone was pure surgeon, cool, precise, to the point. “Half the country’s seen the show. I couldn’t avoid it if I tried.”

Emma didn’t flinch. “Did you like it?”

It was almost cocky, but I saw the quiver in her jaw.

Emma’s mother let the silence hang. Then she exhaled, just a tick softer. “You looked happy. But this—” She made a sweep, taking in the girls. “Is this real, Em? This man, this…situation?”

I stepped in, not to answer but to ground her. Fingers tight in her palm, thumb stroking the back of her hand.

Emma nodded, voice clear as sunrise. “Yes, Mom. It’s real. Cole is my husband. We’re a family.”

Her mother’s mask slipped for half a heartbeat, then went surgical again. She focused the laser on me. “And what about her future? I thought you wanted to be a doctor, Emma. All those years dreaming of med school. Is someone getting in your ear, telling you that you can’t do it?”

Emma straightened, never backing away. “That was your dream for me, Mom. Not mine. I’m not giving up. My dreams just changed. I want to build a life with Cole and the girls. I want to be happy.”

For a second, the only sound was the scream of a distant fan, the rest of the world blurring out.

I could see the shift on her mother’s face. Her lips twitched, eyes crinkling at the edge. She wanted to stay angry, but what she saw was the proof: her daughter, strong, certain, wedding ring front and center.

“Is this what you want?” Her mother’s voice cracked, just a little.

Emma smiled, soft as sunrise. “It’s all I want. For the first time…I know what happy feels like.”

Her mother’s whole body seemed to sag. She stepped forward, head shaking, but her arms opened wide.

Emma crashed into her, the hug fierce and maybe a little desperate.

“I missed you,” Emma whispered.

Her mother squeezed her so tight Emma grunted. I almost laughed, but the moment was too raw, too loaded. You could hear the sniffle; you could see the tears shimmer as she pulled back.

Then her mom turned on me.

For a second, I braced for impact. Maybe a slap, maybe a scene.

But she hugged me. Hard.

The grip surprised the hell out of me. She was strong, no shake in it. Voice low, only for me, she said: “If you fuck up with Emma, I’ll personally kill you.”

I held her, not joking. “Wouldn’t blame you. I’m never letting her go.”

She released, sniffed, then looked over the women, Brooke offering a polite nod, Lila beaming pure hope, Kylie and Summer grinning like pirates, Tessa and Summer practically vibrating with vicarious relief.

Almost like an afterthought, Emma’s mom reached out and pulled Kylie into a hug. “Did you get another tattoo?”

Ky rolled her eyes, lips pressed tight with exasperated affection. “Love you too, mom.”

She stepped back and glared at the head of security. “Somebody get these girls in the van before the press or these crazy fans chews them up. I’ll call once the dust settles. I expect you all for dinner. No excuses.”

Emma grinned, hugged her mom again, then ducked inside the van. The rest of the women followed, Lila and Brooke sandwiching Emma in a wall of support. Even Summer, never sentimental, wiped at her eye.

I caught the mother-in-law’s gaze as I shut the door behind us.

She nodded, reluctant, but proud.

Mission accomplished.

As the van peeled away, security in chase, I glanced back one last time. Miami wanted a scandal; instead, they got a family.

And that was just the opening act.

***

I thought I’d seen everything, but nothing prepared me for the Miami house reveal. We barely made it out of the van before Kylie and Summer sprinted up the walkway, dragging the others behind them like human confetti. Brooke hit the intercom panel before I’d even found the keys. I punched in the code, the doors swung open, and six women rushed in like it was the grand opening at Tiffany’s.

The place was twice as big as the old townhouse, three stories of glass, teak, and ocean breeze with the kind of luxury touches that screamed “harem headquarters.” Every inch reeked of money and memory, white oak floors, art on every wall, a living room sized to shame any NBA player’s man cave.

They burst inside, scattering to their assigned corners like there was a couch-to-bed race at stake.

Brooke led the charge, zeroing in on the suite at the end of the hallway. She went stone silent at the threshold. Inside: navigation charts, framed and floating above a solid cherry desk; ivory model ships arranged in glass boxes; thick blue rugs underfoot, and a bed that looked built for World Domination, Queen-sized and dressed in navy-and-white stripes. Even the light switches were set with etched compass roses.

Brooke traced a finger along the edge of a barometer mounted by the bed, eyes wide with something like awe. “You didn’t,” she said, voice gone soft.

I grinned from the doorway. “I told the contractor: make it fit for a Princess.”

She shook her head, lips twitching. “It’s perfect. I can see the marina from here. I could plot hurricane tracks while naked in bed.”

“That’s the idea,” I said. “And if you want more maps, I’ll order them tonight.”

She hugged me, fast but fierce. For once, she was too stunned for clever comebacks.

Next up was Emma. She made a beeline for the kitchen, pulling Lila and Tessa along as support crew. She stopped dead in her tracks the minute she saw it, twenty feet of marble island, double ovens, pro-grade induction range, walk-in pantry, and a whole wall of fridge and freezer built for feeding a small army.

Emma’s hands went right to her mouth, eyes glossy.

“Holy shit,” she whispered. “Tell me I’m not dreaming.”

I laughed, loving the way she circled the island, opening drawers, poking every gadget, testing the faucet until water sprayed four feet high.

She threw a glance back, cheeks blazing. “This is everything I ever wanted. You even got the mixer I circled in the catalog.”

In the background, Lila peeked into the pastry fridge, her eyes going round as dessert plates. “There’s a whole shelf just for cakes, Em.”

“I noticed,” she said, voice thick.

I let her take it in. After all the cramped galley nights, this was her show. She spun in a slow circle, hands drifting over the marble, then just leaned in and hugged me. “Thank you,” she murmured, voice breaking.

“You earned it. Wait ‘til you see the rooftop grill.”

Emma looked like she might cry, but the happy kind.

Next stop: Tessa’s nook. She slipped away while the others argued over who got the first shower. I found her curled in a built-in window seat, barefoot, sundress pooled around her knees, green eyes gone wide with awe. The walls were lined floor-to-ceiling with books, real ones, classic and new, poetry, history, even a few I’d written myself. A slender desk stood by the window, sunlit and covered with stacks of creamy blank journals and colored pens. The view ran all the way to Biscayne Bay.

Tessa turned as if afraid to break the spell.

“I think I could write the rest of my life here,” she whispered.

“It’s yours,” I said, meaning every word.

She just hugged her knees to her chest, looking so content it nearly did me in.

Across the hall, Lila found her sanctuary: a meditation room facing the sunrise, all pale cushions and billowy curtains, with an ocean view that made you want to go barefoot and breathe deep. Incense sticks stood on a shelf beside delicate shells, and there was a little fountain trickling in one corner. Lila padded inside like she was entering a chapel. She actually teared up, hands to her lips.

“I could stay here forever,” she told me.

“That’s the idea, Bluebell,” I shot back. “This is family territory now.”

She nodded, bluebell eyes luminous.

Downstairs, the real chaos was unrolling by the pool. Summer and Kylie had claimed the double suite off the terrace. They burst through, saw the wall of glass facing the pool, and went nuts. The beds were huge, the closet held nothing but their favorite brands, and the bathroom came with a rain-head shower the size of a pizza box.

Kylie let out a rebel yell, diving onto the bed. Summer did a cartwheel, hair flying, then skidded to a halt at the window.

“Babe, you can see the whole skyline from the tub,” Summer said, voice all wild delight.

“No way,” Kylie shot back, sprinting for the bathroom.

There was some kind of shriek, then laughter. I stuck my head in and saw both girls popping champagne in the walk-in shower, already plotting who’d raid the fridge first.

If there was a sexier house in Miami, I’d eat my hat.

Evening fell fast, skyline burning neon, ocean breeze washing through open windows, the girls in various states of undress as they explored every inch of the new castle. I took a second to soak in the sound: giggles, cries of discovery, little moans from showers being tested and beds being, well, “stress-tested.”

I’d built the place for them, but watching them claim it was next level.

By sundown, the table on the terrace looked like a set for a Vogue shoot. Candles flickered in hurricane glass, city lights rolling forever in the background, bottles of champagne sweating in a silver bucket. Emma and Brooke teamed up on dinner: steaks, lobster, salads with edible flowers scattered on top. There was enough chocolate, fruit, and pastry to launch a second harem.

We gathered close, rings flashing, bare skin everywhere, everyone glowing from the inside out.

“Kinda beats the old Miami,” Kylie said, slouching into a lounge chair, fresh band-aid on her knee from a skate down the bannister.

“We still have to get used to walls that don’t move,” Lila joked, eyes dancing.

Emma straddled her chair, lips stained from wine, and raised her glass. “I say we toast to the only crew that didn’t get broken by a thousand miles at sea.”

Brooke clinked her flute to mine. “To our Captain, who’s crazy enough to marry all six of us and think he’ll survive.”

Summer giggled, cuddled up to Kylie. “We should get him ‘World’s Luckiest Bastard’ printed on his shorts.”

I snorted. “You six are going to kill me. But what a way to go.”

The toasts rolled in, one after the other, each woman claiming her future, her story, her corner of the house. We scarfed down the feast, finishing two bottles before the first slice of cake disappeared. Lila and Tessa snuck away early to organize the next morning’s coffee bar, while Summer and Kylie argued over pool etiquette.

Brooke and Emma lingered, the Princess and the Angel, watching the stars and the city like they owned both.

Then Kylie went full event planner, brandishing her phone. “According to the schedule,” she said, “tonight is Tessa’s night.”

Tessa almost spit out her drink. Lila giggled, clapping for her.

Emma winked at me, eyes gone molten. “She’s waited long enough, babe.”

Brooke, softer now, just took Tessa’s hand and gave her a sisterly squeeze. “Go have your fairytale, Little Star.”

Tessa blushed so red I thought she’d combust, but her eyes never left mine.

I set down the glass, wiped my lips, and crooked a finger. “Shall we?”

Tessa nodded, silent but steady. I took her hand, and the air was so charged I forgot the crowd, the city, the hullaballoo of the day.

Our first steps up the stairs were as slow and inevitable as a tide rising. Maybe, in a way, it was exactly that.

The primary suite was a dream. King bed, midnight-blue sheets, floor-to-ceiling glass with the city burning beyond, and enough space to lose yourself and then some. The minute the door closed, Tessa’s shyness dropped away like a mask.

She kicked off her sandals, walked straight to the bed, and turned, hair a wild red halo in the moonglow.

“This is…almost too beautiful,” she whispered. “Are you sure I’m not dreaming?”

“You’re not dreaming, baby. I’ve wanted this with you since the first night on deck.”

She bit her lip, eyes shining. “I want it too. I want all of you.”

I moved in slow, not wanting to spook her. Tessa was so sensitive, every gesture, every glance dialed up to eleven. She let me cup her cheek, draw her in. The kiss started soft, then deepened, hunger igniting so fast I nearly lost my mind.

She melted, arms around my neck, body pressing to mine, every inch of her trembling with anticipation.

I lifted her, bridal style, tossed her onto the bed. She bounced, giggling, then wriggled up until her back hit the headboard.

Her sundress rode high, sliding up her smooth thighs, revealing the perfect golden skin I’d dreamed of half a thousand nights. Her nipples tented the thin fabric, betraying her eagerness.

“Let’s take this off,” I said, tugging the fabric slow, exposing her inch by inch.

She shivered as I bared her breasts. full, soft, tipped with dark pink that begged to be tasted. I took a nipple in my mouth, rolling it with my tongue until she gasped. Her body arched up, offering more. One hand fisted in my hair, the other clung to my wrist like she never wanted to let go.

I trailed kisses down her belly, pausing at the waistband of her panties. Tessa watched every move, eyes wide, pupils blown.

I hooked my thumbs in the elastic and slid them down, revealing her pussy, bare, flushed, already glistening. The sight of her, legs parted and vulnerable, made my cock ache.

“You’re perfect,” I told her, voice gone rough.

Tessa blushed, but she didn’t look away. She drew up her knees, offering herself.

I knelt at the foot of the bed, spreading her open with gentle fingers. The scent of her arousal hit me, sweet and intimate, like nothing else.

I licked her, slow and deliberate, savoring the taste, the tiny shudders that rolled through her. My tongue circled her clit, teasing, then flicking just right.

She moaned, low and needy, hands fisting in the sheets.

I kept it up, working her slow, then fast, pushing her toward the edge. Tessa’s voice was music, pure and unfiltered.

“Please—don’t stop—I’m—Cole—”

She came with a soft, desperate cry, thighs squeezing my head, pussy pulsing against my mouth. The aftershocks left her limp, but the glow on her face made me want to keep going until she forgot her own name.

I crawled up beside her, kissing her lips, letting her taste herself. She kissed me back, greedy, fingers clutching my shirt until I shed it off.

She rolled on top of me, hair falling around her shoulders, straddling my hips. Her hands flew to my waistband, making quick work of my pants until my cock sprang free.

Tessa let out a little gasp, eyes going round. No matter how many hundreds of times she’d seen it, it was always the same.

She stroked me, reverent, as if she were learning the shape from scratch. Her fingertips trailed every vein, every ridge.

“I want to feel you inside me,” she whispered.

I flipped her, gentle but firm, pinning her to the mattress. Her legs opened in welcome. I lined up, teasing her slit, letting her feel the weight.

She whimpered, rolling her hips.

“Don’t tease me. Please, Cole. I want all of it.”

I eased in, inch by inch, her pussy clenching around me, heat and slickness drawing me deeper. The fit was so tight it bordered on torture. Her breaths came in ragged little hiccups, every thrust a new gasp.

“God, you’re perfect,” I told her, grinding in to the hilt.

She buried her face in my neck, moaning loud enough to rock the neighbors.

I set a steady pace, deep and slow, wanting to make it last. Every stroke drew a new sound from her, soft, wild, the kind of moans that made my control shatter.

Tessa clung to me, body arching to take me deeper. Her hands roamed everywhere, my back, my arms, my ass, hungry for every touch.

I started to lose myself in her heat, hips snapping with a drive that was half-drunken hunger, half a need to mark her forever. The slap of skin on skin was louder than I expected, echoing off the glass, off the polished floors, punctuating every thrust with something primitive, like a drumbeat.

She lost language, her cries rising into a single endless plea. “Don’t stop, please, don’t ever stop—” She was clutching at my shoulders, nails digging in, legs locked around my waist. With every piston-stroke, her body rose to meet me, desperate for more, for all of it, until her pussy squeezed me so tight I thought she’d snap me in half.

She came again, more violent this time, her head thrown back, eyes clenched shut, a ribbon of sound spilling from her lips. Her whole body arched, trembling, then shuddered in aftershocks that wouldn’t quit. She didn’t relax, not for a second. If anything, her need had only sharpened, her voice pitched into a hoarse, breathless whisper as she begged for everything I had left.

The sight and sound of her, bruised-rose lips, sweat beading at her temple, freckles vivid against her flushed cheeks, pushed me right to the edge.

I gripped her hips, hands spanning her waist, and started to fuck her with everything I had. She met every thrust, nails raking my back, mouth open in wild, shattered gasps. With each snap of my hips, her pussy clamped down, milking my cock, dragging me straight into the firestorm she’d started.

The pleasure wound up, unbearable, my balls drawing tight, a raw, liquid burn crawling up my spine. For a split second, I wanted to hold back, make it last, savor every goddamn second. But she wouldn’t let me.

Tessa held my gaze, her green eyes huge and glassy, voice barely audible. “Fill me up, Cole. Please. I want to feel you inside, I want—”

I lost it, the world narrowing to the perfect, frantic pressure of her, the scent of sweat and sex, the stars behind my eyelids as I buried myself to the root and came—hard. The orgasm hit like a punch, every pulse flooding her, the sensation so intense it left stars behind my eyes.

Tessa cried out, nails digging in, riding the wave with me.

We collapsed together, tangled, sweaty, hearts jackhammering as the aftershocks faded.

For a while, we just lay there, bodies fused, skin still buzzing from the high. I stroked her hair, kissing her temple, letting the scent of sweat and sex and city lights wash over us.

Tessa curled in tight, cheek pressed to my chest, arms holding me like I might disappear if she let go.

She hummed, a contented sound, and whispered, “I never thought I’d have this. Not in a million years. Thank you for making me brave.”

I squeezed her, pride and wonder all tangled up. “I should be thanking you, Little Star. I didn’t know I could be this happy.”

She giggled, barely awake, and nuzzled closer.

Heat radiated off her, bare skin pressed to mine, her breath warm and slow.

I lay there, eyes tracing the ceiling, and realized the truth: for the first time since my own childhood, I wasn’t just passing through. I’d built a home. A real one. A chaos of love and want and women who’d risk everything just to belong.

My ring gleamed on her finger, proof of the promise.

Down the hall, the girls’ laughter echoed, bodies moving and colliding, the house alive with possibility.

But in this bed, with Tessa naked beside me and the city stretched out beyond the glass, there was nothing left to chase.

I was enough. We all were.

“Love you,” Tessa mumbled, already half asleep.

“Love you more,” I said, and meant it.

I closed my eyes, her heartbeat tangled with mine.

Miami, storms, headlines, they could come for us.

But we’d be ready.

This was home. For good.


Chapter twenty-two
Business Formal, Harem Edition


Inever thought I’d live to see the day where a boardroom beat out the aft deck for raw sex appeal.

But there it was: sunlight blasting through the east windows, Miami skyline burning in the distance, and a custom conference table stretching twenty feet end to end, smooth as a runway. True North logos gleamed discreetly along the wall and glass doors, every detail sharp, every surface ready for war. It was so different from damp teak and salt spray, but the tension in the air was all harem, zero corporate.

I stood at the head of the table, coffee mug in hand, shirt open at the collar. I’d never been a suit guy, but with this view, hell, I could have swung a three-piece and still felt like king of my own kingdom. Waiting for my girls, I took in the spread: tablets set at every seat, spiral notebooks stacked in the middle like ammunition, and a breakfast arrangement worthy of a five-star cruise, croissants, tropical fruit, even a carafe of cold brew sweating in a bucket of ice. Lila had gone full Martha Stewart with tiny pastries arranged in a spiral, and I’m not afraid to say it turned me on a little.

There was a thump at the far door, followed by the unmistakable staccato of Brooke’s heels. She entered like the opening argument at a Supreme Court hearing, platinum hair slicked into a low twist, dark navy blazer hugging her curves, tailored pants so sharp they could have sliced through hull plating. Her wedding ring flashed as she worked her tablet, blue-white screen already aglow with whatever charts she’d cooked up for this morning’s takedown.

She arched one perfect brow, rolled her shoulders like a boxer warming up, and fixed me with a look that said, “You’d better be ready.”

“Am I first?” she said, voice low and razor-smooth.

“You’re always first, Princess,” I shot back.

Her lips twitched, but she didn’t let it break her stride. She claimed the power seat at my right, tablet down, notebook open, pen lined up military-precise. Brooke in business mode was a sight to behold, half dominatrix, half CEO, all appetite. My cock woke up maybe half a notch.

Next came Tessa, floating in on bare feet, green eyes wide, floral blouse tucked smart over slim black pants. She clutched her laptop like it was a diary full of secrets. No pageant makeup, just freckles and a shy glow that made her look both younger and way too old for the junior leagues. She paused at the door, a little overwhelmed by Brooke’s gravity, but then caught my eye and flashed a smile.

“I hope I’m not underdressed,” she said.

“You look perfect, Little Star,” I promised, and watched her cheeks light up three shades.

She nestled next to Brooke, careful not to take up too much space, but there was a steel in the way she opened her laptop and set out her color-coded notes. She’d come ready, and there was nothing fragile about it.

Summer and Kylie arrived together, loud as a parade. Both in skintight athleisure, both freshly showered, hair slicked back and ponytails bouncing. If Nike ever wanted to sponsor a harem, these two would have broken the internet on first sight. Kylie wore a cherry-red zip jacket over black leggings, her ring and tattoo both on shameless display. She carried three different notebooks, one for “training,” one for “operations,” and probably one for “making Cole lose his mind.”

Summer had gone bold, dyed sarong knotted over sport shorts, two buttons open on a white True North polo, her waist-long hair gleaming gold in the sun. She had a cheap plastic folder stuffed with sticky notes and, of course, no shoes. Her signature anklet glittered as she danced into the room, energy crackling.

“Is there a dress code?” Summer asked, voice syrupy with trouble.

“You’re both dressed for domination, so I’d say the code is working,” I said.

Kylie flexed, took the seat at my left, and propped both feet up on the lower bar of her chair. “We’re here to win, Cap. Hope you brought your A game.”

Lila slipped in next, quiet but unmissable. She’d styled herself like the world’s sweetest design prodigy, powder blue blouse tucked into a high-waisted skirt, hair up in a clip, a handful of color-sampled fabric swatches fanned in one hand. She’d even accessorized with a necklace that looked like an anchor, probably a nod to the True North theme. Lila moved with an ease I’d never seen her claim on deck, confidence soft but real. She smiled at the spread, then at me, then shyly at Emma, who brought up the rear.

Emma was last, but she made the grandest entrance by far. Starched chef whites, snug at the waist, ring and watch flashing, a tube of rolled blueprints like a baton in her left hand. She wore her wedding band outside her uniform, no apology, and her hair was in a perfectly messy bun that said “down to business, but keep it hot.” She clocked every detail in the room, food, drinks, even the lighting, and looked so in her element it about killed me.

“Sorry I’m late. The oven timer exploded,” she said, cheeks just a little flushed.

“You’re right on time, babe.” I pulled her seat out myself. She slid in with a grateful squeeze of my hand.

Within seconds, every woman had her setup dialed and her eyes on me. Their rings caught the sunlight, throwing out stray rainbows, and the energy in the room was more electric than any captain’s briefing I’d ever run on the water.

I cleared my throat, lifted my mug, and grinned at the lineup: six wives, six stories, every one more dangerous than the last. For a second, I felt the nervous flutter I used to get in college before a championship race.

“Alright, queens of chaos. Welcome to the first official True North business summit on dry land.” I set my mug down with just the right thump for gravitas. “We’re not on a boat anymore, but the stakes are the same. Each of you is here for a reason. You’re the best at what you do, and now it’s time to show me and each other how we’re going to own Miami.”

I took a second to scan the faces, the posture, the way every woman checked for cues from the rest. The teamwork I’d sweated blood for in the Bahamas was right here, alive and ticking. It made me want to fist-pump or maybe just break into applause.

“Brooke, you’re up. Give us the breakdown,” I said.

She flicked on her tablet, screen instantly mirroring to the wall behind me. Booking charts. Calendar grids. Revenue projections glowed in columns of blue and gold.

“Year one, we focus on the charter branding,” Brooke said, her voice pure confidence. She swiped: the logo filled the screen, then a series of sample guest lists, then a breakdown of top-dollar themed cruises. “We already have twenty-eight pre-booked charters for the first three months, with a seventy percent booking rate from the website. Average spend per party is double the Miami yacht club median. In short, we’re running circles around legacy competition.”

She tossed a look at Kylie, who winked back.

“Luxury guests want stories, not just amenities. The harem branding is driving viral press, but we’re also getting inquiries from traditional families who want the ‘captain and crew’ experience, private, safe, all-inclusive.”

She tapped again, this time showing a map: Miami, Exumas, all the way to Aruba, each route marked with a color-coded legend. “Emma’s already drafted custom menus for every run. Lila’s redecorated all guest cabins. She’ll get to that in a minute. If we keep this pace, we’ll gross seven figures by the holidays, even after upgrades and crew incentives.”

It was dazzling, cold logic married to pure ambition. A few months ago, Brooke would have aimed for safe. Now, she was playing offense.

Tessa, never one to waste a transition, piggybacked with a smile.

“I can show the social media impact,” she said. She turned her laptop and mirrored the dashboard on the wall. Numbers everywhere. Spikes. Follower counts that leapt from four digits to six in a matter of weeks. Even I had to blink and take it in.

“We’re averaging ten thousand new followers per day,” Tessa explained, voice soft but steady. “Our engagement rates are three times the top yachting competitor…which, by the way, is now messaging us for collabs. Every time Cap posts anything, video, photo, story, it gets reshared on a dozen platforms.” She paused, checked her notes. “Top clip this week was Kylie teaching a ‘barefoot winch’ class. It hit 2.1 million overnight.”

Kylie snapped her fingers. “That’s because I wore the shorts. Nobody can compete with the power thighs.”

Lila snorted into her coffee. Summer wiggled her eyebrows and made a squeezing gesture at her own thigh, as if to challenge her.

Tessa continued, unbothered. “We’ve also built a guest referral waiting list. People aren’t just following, they’re begging to book. For each season, I recommend letting guests ‘choose their crew’, let them select which two or three of us hosts their charter, and they’ll pay a premium.”

Brooke nodded, already sold. “I can write the contract to support that.”

I let it hang for a second, then pointed at Summer and Kylie. “Sounds like you’re starring in our own commando training montage. Hit me.”

Summer leaned in first, mischief written all over her face. “We split the deck drill curriculum. I handle wild water stuff, snorkeling, marine life, the whole ‘danger with a smile’ package. Kylie runs the athletic challenges. You should see her make the new hires cry in ten minutes flat.”

“I just ask them to try and out-lift me,” Kylie bragged, flexing her bicep for the table. The muscle popped, and for a second, every eye, including mine, was glued to her arm.

Summer rolled her eyes, but the affection was obvious. “Seriously, Cap, we’re building a system nobody else has. Each cruise, we run custom training, so even if the guests are couch potatoes, they feel badass by day three. I’m building wildlife tours, night dives, even a sandbar survival challenge.”

She flipped open her notebook, wild scrawl in five colors, a sticker of a dolphin by the top logo. “That’s where we get the viral stuff. ‘Real harem crew’ versus a bunch of luxury robots.”

Kylie chimed in, eyes bright. “We’re cross-training too. Tessa’s running the best spa nights in yacht history. Lila’s weirdly savage at guest service drills. She can fold a fitted sheet in five seconds. She beat me twice last week.”

Lila blushed, but didn’t argue. “Summer’s also amazing at the morning briefings. She’s not just a party mascot. She actually runs things when you’re not up yet, Cap.”

Summer shot Lila a grin, then stuck out her tongue at me. “See? I’m not just here to cause trouble. I nurture, too.”

The banter was perfect, like watching a pickup basketball game where everyone wanted to dunk but nobody missed an assist.

I pointed at Lila. “You’re up, Bluebell. Show us the magic.”

Lila shuffled her fabric swatches, then slid a full-color portfolio onto the big screen. The renderings popped: every cabin transformed. Fresh blues, corals, whites. Bedding that looked too soft to survive a single night with my crew, let alone charter guests. There were mood boards, samples of eco-friendly linens, even a suite dressed in gold and navy that mirrored the True North logo down to the last pillow.

“I wanted each room to have a story,” Lila said, her voice more confident than I’d ever heard. “We use the branding as a thread, but add personality. Families get extra storage, honeymooners get private balconies, social groups get connecting suites. And every guest gets a custom keepsake, bracelet, keychain, even a mini model yacht for the big spenders.”

She cast an anxious look at Brooke. “It’s not going to blow our budget, I promise.”

Brooke smiled, gentle and proud for once. “If it looks half as good in real life, it’ll pay for itself by Christmas.”

Lila relaxed a little. “Last thing is the event setup. We can turn the aft lounge into a party zone in less than fifteen minutes. I built out a color scheme so every charter looks different on Instagram, even if it’s just the same boat.”

She passed the swatches around. I rolled one between my fingers, soft as sin, with a lusty navy hue that lit up under the window light. The girls all ooh’d and ahh’d as they tested the fabrics, and I swear, for a second, Emma looked ready to commission a set of chef jackets to match the new bedding.

I turned to her, savoring the anticipation.

Emma straightened, tapped the blueprints, and took over.

“The galley’s getting a complete overhaul,” she announced, eyes fierce with purpose. “Double ovens, induction range, steam combi, new refrigeration for fresh seafood and custom pastries. Yes, Lila, I’ll be baking three times a week now. We’ll have a prep kitchen for off-charter events, and a private chef’s table for high-end bookings.”

She splayed out her renovation drawings, each one more ambitious than the last. “I also want to add a sushi station on the mid-deck, so Summer can run her wild ocean parties and I can plate fresh from the catch.”

She paused, scanning the room for resistance. There was none.

“If we want real buzz, we need to feed both the food bloggers and the private luxury crowd. Every meal is art. No corners cut, no pre-frozen crap for any charter, ever. I’ll even source local produce when we’re in port. We’ll smoke our own fish, do wine tastings at sunset, and offer vegan nights so nobody feels like an afterthought.”

Kylie piped up, face eager as a kid at the fair. “Are you still doing midnight cookies? Because the only reason I survived last April was your double chocolate bombs at two a.m.”

Emma grinned. “I’ll make twice as many. And for Summer, I’ll add gluten-free, since she’s still pretending carbs don’t count if you’re barefoot.”

Summer raised her coffee in salute. “Science says it’s true, babe.”

The laughter rolled around the table, and for a wild, feral heartbeat, I realized we were having more fun in this boardroom than most families managed at Christmas dinner.

I leaned in, elbows on the table, let the pride show. “I’ve run a lot of teams in my life, but I’ve never seen anything like this. You’re all legends, the kind who could eat up the Miami market and still have room for seconds.”

Brooke tilted her head, tone suddenly soft. “It’s because you let us lead, Cap. The only way this works is if we all have skin in the game.”

Her words hit something deep, but I played it cool. “You’ve earned it. Every chart, every number, every wild-ass idea that comes out of this room…that’s our legacy now. We’re not just selling a product, we’re building an empire.”

Summer, never one for restraint, whooped. “Harem world domination, here we come!”

Kylie high-fived her, nearly toppling a coffee cup. Tessa, bashful but beaming, glanced up from her laptop. “We could launch a publishing arm,” she said quietly. “Guest memoirs, sea adventure stories. I can ghostwrite, if the guests want. Nobody else does that.”

Brooke perked up immediately. “We can price it as high-end keepsakes. Signed by Captain Cole, or whoever their favorite harem queen is.”

The brainstorms blossomed fast, ideas flying. Lila wanted to do custom robes for newlyweds; Emma talked guest chef pop-ins; Summer lobbied for a marine biology bootcamp for kids. The to-do list grew six items in under a minute, and not a single one landed with a thud. They built, one on another, never cutting anyone down. For a pack of women who once competed for my cock and my attention, now they just wanted shared victory.

The sense of family was so thick you could have sliced it and layered it in Emma’s tiramisu.

Brooke recapped with a classic cross-examiner’s flare.

“Action items: Confirm vendor contracts, finish first-phase renovation by next Tuesday, hire two temp crews for training, and get the blog and guestbook live before the press drops the launch feature.” She licked her pencil tip, a move more pornographic than she realized. “I’ll follow up by four p.m.”

Emma chimed in. “Menus finalized by tomorrow, plus sample meal for crew tasting.” She winked at me, then at Lila. “If you want to help with plating, Bluebell, you’re in.”

Summer shot both hands up. “Who’s running the next captain’s night?”

Brooke didn’t hesitate. “You, obviously. But this time, keep the strip poker out of the public posts.”

“Never!” Kylie fake-groaned, then tapped at her phone, probably already making a promo video to break the house rules creatively.

Tessa, ever the quiet force, closed her laptop and looked around the room, green eyes wide with pure gratitude. “I used to dream about meetings like this. It’s nice knowing I’m not the only one who cares about every detail.”

“You’re the glue, Little Star,” I said, voice thick.

She blushed, but there was pride in it.

For a minute, the table went quiet, just the hum of sunlight and the clink of ice in coffee glasses.

I let the moment stretch, memorizing every ring and every echo of laughter. The conference room didn’t just feel like a set for a Netflix special, it felt holy.

“Alright, team,” I said, standing for the old-fashioned gavel routine. “I say we call this meeting a win. Anybody want to challenge that?”

Summer lifted her water glass. “Only if there’s an after-party.”

Lila giggled, almost covering her mouth. “We could move to the lounge?”

Emma shook her head, suddenly shy. “Wait. I—can I say something before we break?”

She rose, slow but sure, one hand unconsciously resting on her stomach.

The room stilled, every eye locking on her.

If anything, the harem heartbeat got stronger, all six of them bracing to hear what came next.

But that was tomorrow’s news.

Today belonged to the empire we’d just built. Family. Power. The promise of more.

And, for maybe the first time since I’d bought the boat, I didn’t miss the deck at all.

This was home, and I wasn’t going anywhere.

***

Emma didn’t say a word for a full beat after the table went quiet. She just stood, hand drifting to her belly, eyes wide, breath caught somewhere between laughter and tears. The sun through the window threw gold onto her ring, a spotlight on the promise we’d never dared to say out loud in this house.

“I have something to share with all of you,” she said, her voice trembling just enough to make every head swing her way. “I found out a few days ago…I’m pregnant.”

The words detonated. Air got sucked out of the room, then immediately slammed back in, louder and sweeter than any storm at sea.

Tessa’s eyes shot wide, jaw dropping as she clapped a hand to her mouth. For a second, she looked like she might faint, but then the tears came, pure happiness, no filter.

Brooke’s whole professional vibe shattered like glass in a blender. Her eyes went wild, lips breaking into a smile so vivid it made her look like a teenager. She half-stood, not sure whether to run over or just start calling international news outlets.

Summer lost all sense of gravity, howling with joy and leaping out of her chair, bare feet slapping the floor. She spun in a circle, hair flying, then made a beeline straight for Emma.

Kylie, never the subtle type, pumped both fists in the air like she’d just won the Super Bowl, then let out a full-throated “FUCK YES!” that might have carried three blocks down to the marina.

Lila squealed, hands flying together in a blur of clapping. She actually bounced in her seat, bluebell eyes leaking big, fat tears as she beamed at us.

Me? I didn’t breathe. Not for the first second, not for the second after. The words hung in my skull like a bell, vibrating in every rib and nerve ending. Then a wildfire of pride, shock, and want just surged up and took my legs out. Before I knew what I was doing, I was at Emma’s side, hands on her hips, then on her shoulders, then pulling her to me like I’d fall over without her.

She looked up, a mess of tears and laughter, and melted into my arms. For a second, it was just us, every memory stitched together: the late-night talks, the deck-shaking sex, the ring on her hand, the way we’d dreamed about this moment even before we could say it out loud.

I kissed her, slow, careful, but with a hunger I couldn’t hide. She clung to my neck, sobbing with happiness, then started laughing at herself.

The rest of the crew swarmed us. Tessa was first, wrapping around Emma in a blanket-squeeze of sisterly love. Brooke followed, hugging them both, her cheeks wet but her voice pure steel.

“I can’t believe I’m going to be an aunt,” she said. “No, scratch that, I can, but I still can’t believe you made it look this effortless, Em.”

Summer barreled in from behind, arms open. “We’re gonna need a baby seat on the bridge!” She squeezed in, pressing all three women into a giggling, squirming pile.

Kylie picked me up, no joke, pulled my shoulders into a half-headlock, then panted “Fuck, Cap, you did it. You actually did it. How many rounds did it take?”

I just wheezed, helpless with joy. “Ask your harem mom, she’s the expert.”

Lila, shy but desperate, squeezed in on Emma’s other side, hand gentle on her arm, beaming up like the world had just rewritten itself to make room for her.

“Does this mean you’re eating more carbs?” Lila said, soft and sweet.

Emma choked out a laugh, tears streaming. “I’ll eat anything you bake, Bluebell.”

The six of them pressed close, hands linking, arms draped over backs and shoulders. Every wedding ring in the sun sparkled like mad. Champagne glasses materialized out of nowhere. Summer found the bottle and popped it with a shriek, foam blasting onto the conference table. Emma got a flute of sparkling cider, but clinked it just as hard as the rest.

“To the first True North baby!” Summer called, raising her glass.

Kylie jumped in. “To the world’s hottest harem mommy!”

Brooke, voice gone clear and perfect: “To the family that actually made it, not just the brand.”

Tessa wiped her eyes and added, “To love that doesn’t have limits.”

The glasses clinked, loud and sure. The cider fizzed, the champagne burned, and the morning sunlight washed us all in a new kind of hope.

For a minute, nobody sat. We just stood there, wrapped around Emma, around each other, letting the future pile up fast and wild.

The girls took turns holding Emma, touching her, talking over each other about vitamins, cravings, “bump pictures,” and what gender the baby might be.

Summer, dead serious: “If you let me decorate the nursery, the first word’s going to be ‘ocean.’”

Kylie: “We could do a jungle gym at four weeks, if the docs approve.”

Brooke, plotting already: “I’ll start researching the world’s best nannies, but only after Emma says yes.”

Tessa’s eyes shone, all dreamy: “Do you think it’ll have your eyes, Em? Or Cole’s?”

Lila, true to form, was already sketching baby onesies on a notepad. “I can make little anchor hats!”

Emma, voice shaking but strong, looked around at her girls. “You don’t have to do any of that. Just stay with me. Please.”

Tessa hugged her again, fierce and soft. “Always. There’s no off-ramp here.”

For a while, it was just a blur: six women, one family, every laugh and cry overlapping. My mind spun on a loop, fuck, we were really doing this. I’d knocked up my wife, right there in the middle of our new Miami headquarters, and every woman at the table couldn’t be happier about it.

I drew Emma aside for a second, arm snaked around her waist, hand low at her stomach, greedy to feel the future under my palm. She relaxed into me, head on my shoulder.

“Are you happy?” she whispered.

I pulled her closer, letting my words land slow.

“Never been happier,” I said. “This is all I ever wanted. You. Them. This family. I don’t care if we never go back to sea.”

She shivered, her tears turning to laughter. “You mean it?”

“I mean it. My true north is right here. In this room. Now and always.”

She tilted up, her lips finding mine, and kissed me in front of the whole room.

The girls let out a chorus of teasing. Summer made wet smooching noises, Kylie cackled, Brooke arched a brow that was pure intent.

Champagne poured, baby names argued, napkin sketches of nurseries grew wilder by the second. Someone suggested “Captain Jr.” and nearly started a fight. I let the madness happen, soaking up every pulse of joy.

The rings blazed. Emma’s hand stayed glued to her middle, like she was defending treasure already.

And for the first time in a lifetime of crossing horizons, I wanted to stay anchored.

With these women. With our baby. With our family.

The harem had just leveled up. I’d gone from captain to dad, six times over. And the roar of it inside me was so strong, I knew nothing, not judgment, not headlines, not the old ghosts, could touch what we’d built.

Home had never felt so real.


Also by Rex Sterling


Harem Under Construction
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Three books. One lake house. Five women. And a love story built to break every rule.

Welcome to Harem Under Construction, the complete, scorching trilogy that brings together Nailed to the Frame, Screwed Together, and Hammered Home—plus a never-before-published bonus chapter you won’t find anywhere else.

When Matt Ford returns to a crumbling lakeside home with a tight deadline and too much unfinished history, he expects long days of sweat, sawdust, and second chances. What he doesn’t expect is to become the center of a dangerously intoxicating storm, one made up of desire, rivalry, loyalty, and women who refuse to share him quietly.

Fiona, his bold, grounding girlfriend, is all heat and devotion, steady enough to anchor him, daring enough to push him further than he’s ever gone. Riley, her reckless best friend and Matt’s first love, brings chaos, temptation, and a spark that never truly died.


Then comes Fiona's sister —June, elegant and commanding, who wants more than his body. Followed by Riley's sister Bella, furious and unforgettable, whose passion burns hot enough to leave scars. And finally the oldest Ross sister, Lily, the one who got away, standing on the edge of marriage to another man, forcing Matt to confront the one truth he can’t hammer down: some loves don’t stay buried.

As walls come down and bedrooms fill, lines blur between friendship and obsession, family and fantasy, love and possession. What begins as a summer renovation turns into something far bigger—a harem Matt never planned, a home built on trust and fire, and a future that demands everything he has.

Packed with high-heat encounters, emotional intensity, fierce female leads, and a slow-build poly romance that doesn’t play it safe, Harem Under Construction delivers the full, uncut journey from first temptation to final commitment.

🔥 This box set includes:

Nailed to the Frame — where it all begins

Screwed Together — where everything ignites

Hammered Home — where the harem is forged

Plus an exclusive bonus chapter available only in this collection

The house may be finished—but the love story is anything but simple.

Harem University: Complete Box Set
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A young man’s college adventure leads down a road paved with co-ed gold…

Nineteen-year-old Matt Parker was a late bloomer. After growing up as the runt of the litter, left out and left behind, Matt experienced a growth spurt that made him unrecognizable to all but his best friend, Luke Monroe.

After years of personal tragedy, Luke’s family took Matt in and gave him a home where he spent the last two years preparing for college.

Two years where Matt thrived and blossomed, growing from an undersized ninety-eight-pound weakling into a muscled hunk ready to take college by storm.

But his troubles are only beginning when a blown dorm assignment leaves Matt homeless. But Luke’s mother, Nora, won’t feed Matt to the wolves. The round and curvy mother of four rounds up her three daughters to brainstorm alternate living arrangements for Matt.

The dorm isn’t Matt’s only problem. He’s spent the last two years dodging Luke’s gorgeous college-aged sisters, and now it’s time to make amends.

First, Matt comes face-to-face with the oldest Monroe daughter, his former babysitter, Bella. The onetime homecoming queen is now the president of her sorority. When she meets Matt, the lithe, raven-haired beauty, doesn’t recognize him and neither does Mia, the middle Monroe sister, who is as beautiful and busty as she is sweet and innocent.

The youngest Monroe sister, fiery, golden-haired Zoe, isn’t as forgiving as her sisters. During high school, Zoe and Matt were best friends until Matt ghosted her.

It’s up to Matt to make good with Zoe and solve his housing crisis while traversing the raging rapids of the Monroe’s sister’s sibling rivalry, as they each lay claim to Matt’s heart.

Harem University follows nineteen-year-old, Matt Parker, as he settles in at college and builds the harem of his dreams!

This full box set contains the entire Harem University trilogy including Tempting Tutor, Co-Ed Comfort and Day Trip!

Includes a brand new, never released bonus scene not available in the original series!


18+ Only!

Back Home Harem: Complete Box Set
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One man proves you can come back home again…

Steve Erickson’s life is a mess. Five years ago, Steve moved his family west to build a thriving business. Where his business flourished, his marriage crumbled. But Steve and his beautiful buxom wife Angie, aren’t ready to throw in the towel. On the brink of divorce, the couple agrees on a wild plan. They want to move home where they first fell in love and left behind their old friends.


Eager to rekindle their old flame, Steve and Angie move home, bringing their son, Max, with them. There’s only one problem — their new house isn’t ready.


Steve’s lifelong best friend, multi-millionaire Jim Fields, and his stunning blonde wife, Gretta, open their home to Steve and his family. When Steve arrives, he discovers paradise is exactly what it seems. Now it’s time to heal old wounds and restart old friendships.


But every relationship comes with temptations. For Steve, those temptations start and stop with his best friend’s wife, Gretta, and their three drop-dead gorgeous, college-aged daughters. During a welcome home party, Steve reacquaints himself with bratty blonde Lillie and her sisters Jenna and Becca. Their brazen flirtations make Steve realize he’s treading deep water.


When someone shows up in Steve’s bed in the middle of the night, that deep water threatens to pull him under. Is it his wife Angie who had a few too many cocktails during the welcome home party? Or is the mystery lady Gretta Fields who shares a secret past with Steve? Or is it one of her three daughters, each jockeying for a position to win Steve’s heart? It’s up to Steve to unravel that mystery one lady at a time.


With summer in full swing, the bikinis are on and the pool’s wide open. Can Steve resist temptation? Or will his marriage flame out?


This box set contains all four books in the Back Home Harem series, including Mystery Lady, Dream Dates, Bachelor Auction, and Pageant Princess! Read the entire series from start to finish that follows forty-two-year-old, Steve Erickson, as he comes back home to build his dream life, save his marriage, and build a harem along the way.
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