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Chapter One

◆◆◆

Willow Mae’s Point of View

“You have to fuck me harder and deeper, Dad.”

I craned my neck to watch him pounding me. My stepdad. The man who raised me was mounting me.

My boyfriend.

The word had arrived without announcement. Somewhere in the last two days — between the family disclosure conversation and the morning I surfaced with a grouper in one hand and a lobster in the other and heard him say you’re providing for a family — it had stopped being something I was reaching for and become something I was standing in. Not declared. Just true.

“The boat will rock, Willow Mae.”

“I don’t fucking care. I’ll scream if you don’t slam me harder.”

He slammed me harder. My face buried into the pillow, and I screamed anyway, chewing the spiky ends of goose down through saliva-drenched cotton. Leo’s cock drove deep on the next stroke — past the tender ridge his head always caught on the way in, all the way to my cervix.

The compression was sharp, specific, a pressure that radiated outward through my pelvis and settled in a low pulse behind my clit.

My walls gripped his shaft and yielded and gripped again. The swollen tissue clenching around his girth, the friction building heat that my body answered with a fresh flood of slick. The wet sound of his cock fucking me filled the cabin — thick, rhythmic, the sound of a cunt that had learned his shape in less than a week and now opened for it on instinct.

“I love being stretched by you.”

“I love stretching you, Willow Mae.”

“Keep fucking me, Dad.”

“Margot—”

“—Will wait another fifteen minutes at the airport while I get my hole fucked off me.”

“Wow.”

“What?”

“Filthy talk.”

“I’m a filthy girl.”

Leo’s fingers gripped me tighter around the waist, pressing into aching muscle that still carried bruises from when he’d fucked me the night before—layered on bruises from the night before that. They felt like grip points on my body — precious places where only his hands belonged, fingerprints pressed into my skin that mapped the last four days of being fucked by the man who raised me.

He got into his stride, his cock buried balls deep on every in-stroke, my knees off the mattress because he’d half fucked and half dragged me there. My arms braced against the bulkhead. My back arched. My ass tilted high and open for him.

From virgin to whore was an eight-inch journey I’d taken up and down my stepdad’s cock for a matter of days and more than fifteen fucks.

I was a fast study. My body learned him the way I’d learned a reef — by feel, by repetition, by paying attention to every ridge and contour until I could navigate his cock blind. The slight leftward curve of his shaft that pressed my right wall on a deep stroke. The flare of his head catching the rim of my entrance on every pull-back, the drag that sent a spark straight up my spine. The thick vein on the underside throbbing against the floor of my canal when he held still and I milked him with muscles I hadn’t known I owned a week ago.

I knew all of it now. Leo’s cock was as familiar to me as the boat, and I loved them both for the same reason — they were the two things he’d built his life around and then given to me.

He groaned.

I forced my body back onto his cock, powering my arms through hands pressed against the bulkhead, meeting his thrust. The collision was wet and loud — his hips against my ass, the slap of his balls against my swollen clit, the hull creaking in answer. We were docked at Simpson Bay. Other boats on either side. People on their decks with coffee.

Good. Let them hear.

“Fuck me harder, Dad.”

“Willow—”

“I’m not fragile. Fuck me like you mean it.”

He fucked me like he meant it. Both hands gripping my hips tighter now, his strength pulling my cunt onto his cock as he drove forward, the double motion slamming his full length into me on every stroke. The head compressed my cervix, and the ache bloomed — not pain, but the deep structural pressure of a cock reaching the place that made my stomach clench and my thighs shake.

“Daddy. Oh, Daddy.”

The smell rose from between us. Salt, sex, the mixture of his body and mine that had become the ambient scent of the cabin over the past four days. His musk, my arousal, the warm animal closeness of a man fucking the girl he raised in a berth that smelled like both of them and nothing else.

I could feel the slick mess of his precum and my arousal coating his shaft, leaking around the seal of my lips, running warm down the crease of my inner thigh. The sheet beneath my knees was already soaked. I didn’t care. The boat was keeping a record of us, and I didn’t want to erase a single page.

He’d met a woman and her baby when he was twenty-three. He’d built a life around them. Then the woman left when he was twenty-six, and the baby stayed, and he locked the boy away — the one who’d bought a wrecked catamaran and planned to sail the world — and became a father instead. Fourteen years of being responsible for everything and touched by no one.

I was unlocking him.

Not taking from him. Giving back. Every time I told my dad to fuck me harder, and deeper, giving me more cock — I was handing him the permission he’d never given himself. The permission to want. Not just me. Everything.

The pillow was in my mouth. I screamed into it as the orgasm built — not from the sharp, bright clit-centered place I could give myself in the dark, but from deep inside, from the spot where his crown pressed my front wall on every stroke, the pressure doubling, the heat spreading through my pelvis.

“I’m going to cum, Dad.”

“Cum for me, Willow Mae.”

“Don’t stop. Don’t you fucking stop—”

My cunt clamped around his cock, and the orgasm broke open. Rolling, clenching waves that started behind my pelvic floor and pulsed outward — my walls gripping his shaft in rhythmic spasms, my thighs shaking, my face buried in cotton and spit. I screamed. The sound carried through the hull, through the cockpit, across the dock. I didn’t care who heard.

Leo groaned, slammed balls deep, and held. His cock kicked inside me — the first hot pulse of cum against my cervix, spreading, filling me. His fingers dug into my waist. A second pulse hit me, then a third. His hips shuddered against my ass, his shaft throbbing between my walls, his cum pooling in the deepest part of me in thick jets that leaked around the seal of my lips.

My walls pulsated around him. Milking. Pulling. The involuntary contractions of a cunt that had learned to wring every drop from the man inside it. His heartbeat throbbed through his shaft — fast, hard, slowing.

The morning seed I needed. It would soak into me all day, and Margot wouldn’t know, and the knowledge of that — the secret I’d carry inside my body while I hugged my best friend at the airport — sent a final tremor through my cunt that made us both gasp.

Leo pulled out.

The absence hit instantly — the sudden emptiness deep inside me, the stretched tissue gaping around nothing, his cum spilling in a warm rush. I slammed my thighs shut to hold it and rolled into him, kissing him. His mouth tasted like morning and the coffee he’d had before I woke up and pulled him back to bed.

“I am out of shape, Willow Mae.”

“Not at all. You’re doing all the work. You’re fucking me hard, and plenty, and I need it. Since you broke me in, I can’t go more than a few hours without your tongue, fingers, or cock inside me.”

He nodded.

“You are insatiable.”

I gripped the sheet where it had bunched beneath my hips. The stain was growing — cum and squirt and the evidence of a morning that started with his cock and would end with my best friend’s arms around my neck.

I was dominating. I knew it. I wasn’t doing it the way some women dominate men cruelly. I wasn’t in charge — not of the boat, not of the decisions that mattered. In that regard, I was learning and listening to the man who raised me.

But in our relationship, inside the sex and the mornings after it, I was deliberately accelerating beyond that. Bringing the boy my age out of the man twice my age who’d locked that boy away when his father died and he inherited a business at nineteen and a daughter at twenty-three and spent the next fourteen years being responsible and untouched.

I was giving him permission to want. Not just me. Everything.

I rolled off the bed and offered him my hand.

“Shall we get dressed, Dad?”

“No shower?”

“We’re running late.”

“Won’t Margot smell us?”

“I hope so.”

I giggled and opened the drawer beneath the berth and fished out a fresh pair of simple white cotton panties. I peeled the wrapper off a pad and pressed it into the gusset before I pulled them on.

I didn’t mind Leo’s cum leaking — I liked the warmth, the feel of it shifting inside me when I moved, the private knowledge of what was still inside me. But I drew a line at evidence below my thighs where anyone could see. That was mine to keep.

I pulled on tight pink shorts and Leo’s gray t-shirt, tying it in a knot at the front so it sat above my hip bones. His shirt on my body. The gesture had become deliberate — three days of wearing my father’s clothes, marking myself in the small ways that said I am with this man without saying it to anyone who wasn’t paying attention.

I wrapped up a ponytail and threaded it through the gap in the back of my PADI baseball cap.

I looked at myself in the long mirror bolted to the back of the cabin door.

I was eighteen. Six feet tall. Tan lines from a week of bikinis. My stepdad’s cum inside me, his t-shirt on my back, and a face that looked like a woman who knew exactly what she was doing.

I was ready.

Leo was always ready. Cut-off jeans at the knee, a white vest, and a San Diego cap I hadn’t seen before. He pulled it on, and I read the logo in the mirror.

“San Diego?”

“Danny sent it with the provisioning run. Before we left.”

Danny. Leo’s manager at the rental lot. He’d sent it because he knew where I was headed in the fall. Everyone knew, but they couldn’t know how my father and I were only now starting to understand that September meant something neither of us had figured out how to say.

Leo looked me up and down. Then he looked at himself in the mirror.

“We’re not an odd couple, Dad.”

“I’m trying to decide what we are.”

“We are together. We don’t need any label.”

He stared for another second. I could see him doing it — the calculation that crossed his face when the mirror showed him what the world would see. The gray at his temples. The lines that deepened when he squinted. The body that was lean and tanned and capable and forty.

And me beside him. His t-shirt. His cum. His daughter.

His girlfriend.

“What’s the deal with Margot?”

“I’ll explain everything to her when she and I are alone later. Until then, you are just my Dad.”

“Who doesn’t kiss you?”

“Maybe.”

I laughed, grabbed his hand, and pulled him up the companionway steps. Through the salon, through the sliding glass door into the cockpit. The morning hit us — tropical heat already thick at nine, the marina smell of diesel and fiberglass and someone grilling something three slips down.

I stepped off Willow Mae onto the dock. Leo followed. His hand found the small of my back — the same place he’d put it at prom, the same place he’d put it a thousand times when I was small and crossing a street. Fatherly. Or the thing that used to be fatherly and now lived in the space where fatherly met boyfriend.

I let it stay.

We were walking through a marina with people on their boats, coffee in their hands. I knew how to manage this if anyone asked, even if he didn’t. Not yet.

The taxi was a white van with no air conditioning and a driver who played soca at a volume that killed conversation. I sat in the back. Leo sat beside me. His knee touched mine. Neither of us moved it. The driver didn’t look.

Princess Juliana Airport was small and loud and ten minutes from the marina. The building was low, concrete, and functional. Arrivals was a single door with a crowd of taxi drivers holding signs and sunburned tourists blinking at the Caribbean light.

I saw her before she saw me.

Margot came through the doors in denim shorts, a black tank top, and oversized sunglasses pushed up into her hair. Her bag — a duffel, not a suitcase, because Margot had once told me that wheels on luggage were for older people — hung off one shoulder. Her dark hair was shorter than the last time I’d seen her. Cut above the shoulders. It suited her.

She looked like my best friend. She looked like the girl who’d held my hair at Hannah Cho’s party and taught me to shave my cunt the same semester and sat in the third row at graduation, biting her thumbnail because she was nervous for me.

She saw me, and her whole face opened.

“Willow!”

I ran, closed the distance at a sprint, and hit her hard enough that her duffel swung and she stumbled, laughing. I wrapped my arms around her and held on. She smelled like airplane, coconut shampoo, and the vanilla perfume from the drugstore that cost eleven dollars and that she’d bought in twos since sophomore year.

“You’re so tan.”

“You’re so pale.”

“Bitch.”

“I missed you.”

“I missed you, too, Willow Mae.”

My name in her mouth sounded different from my name in Dad’s. Smaller. Familiar in a way that had nothing to do with sex and everything to do with fifteen years of friendship — the sleepovers, the homework, the boys we’d rated on a scale from useless to tolerable. She was the only person besides Leo who called me that, and hearing it in her voice after a week of hearing it only in his cracked something open in my chest I hadn’t expected.

I pulled back. Her eyes dropped to my shirt.

“Is that your dad’s?”

“Yeah.”

She raised an eyebrow but said nothing. Margot was good at saying nothing. It was one of the reasons we were friends.

Leo stood ten feet behind me. Hands in his pockets. The San Diego cap shading his face. He looked exactly like a dad waiting for his daughter’s friend at a Caribbean airport, because that’s what he was.

That and everything else.

“Hey, Margot.”

“Hey, Leo.”

She went to him and hugged him briefly, one arm, the casual contact of a girl who’d been in and out of his house since middle school. He patted her back once.

“How was the flight?”

“Long. Bumpy. The guy next to me smelled like salami.”

Leo laughed. The real one. Started slow and changed his whole face.

I watched them. My best friend and the man I loved, standing in the sun outside a Caribbean airport. She saw the simplest version of what Leo and I were to each other, which was exactly what I wanted it to look like.

Leo and I were the only people who knew the rest.

For now.

“Come on. The boat’s ten minutes away, and Dad made the cabin up for you.”

I grabbed her duffel and slung it over my shoulder. Margot looped her arm through mine and leaned close.

“So. Tell me everything.”

“Later.”

“Willow Mae.”

“Later, Margot. I promise.”

She looked at me sideways. The girl who’d known me since we were three. The girl who’d told me on the phone, a week ago from a thousand miles away, that Leo had stayed off women until I’d reached adult age.

She told me to snap him up.

“Something happened, Willow Mae.”

“Get on the boat first.”

She squeezed my arm and didn’t push. Good. Because the thing that happened was still inside me — Dad’s cum, his name, the entire architecture of what we’d become in six days on open water — and I wasn’t ready to share it with words yet.

I’d share it with Margot when the moment arrived. When the boat was under us, and the wine was poured, and her feet were in the water, she was ready to hear it.

Leo walked behind us. I could feel him there without turning around — the same way I’d felt him at every swim meet, every recital, every moment of my life where the thing I needed most was to know he was watching.

He was still watching.

The taxi took us back to Simpson Bay. Leo in the front. Margot and me in the back. She talked about her flight, her week, a boy named Jude who’d texted something so stupid she’d screenshotted it for me. I laughed in the right places and held her hand and felt the pad soaked with Leo’s cum shift between my legs.

When we pulled up to the marina, Margot looked at the water — turquoise, flat, impossibly bright — and went quiet.

“Holy shit, Willow.”

“Wait until you see her.”

I meant the boat. I meant everything.

Willow Mae sat at the end of the finger dock — white hulls bright against the turquoise, her name painted in navy on the port transom.

Margot stopped.

“She’s named after you.”

“Always has been.”

“It’s big.”

“Thirty-eight feet. Two hulls. Come on board.”

I swung her duffel onto the cockpit sole and offered my hand. She grabbed it and stepped aboard — one foot on the transom step, the other reaching for the cockpit before she trusted the gap.

Landlubber.

She’d learn.

Leo was already at the helm, checking the engine panel. He’d prepped while we were at the airport — fenders rigged, dock lines singled up, ready to leave as soon as we were aboard.

“Welcome aboard, Margot.”

“Thanks, Leo. This is insane.”

“It’s a boat.”

“It’s a yacht.”

I touched her wrist and grinned.

“Don’t call it that. Dad will lecture you.”

Leo smiled. The small one — not the real laugh, just the quiet warmth of a man whose daughter’s best friend had arrived and the world was, for the moment, exactly what it looked like.

“I’m going to motor us to a bay up the coast. Quieter. Better swimming. Get settled below — Willow Mae will show you your cabin.”

I led Margot through the salon. She ran her hand along the galley counter, looked at the panoramic windows, the pale blue cushions, the nav station with Leo’s paper chart still folded across it. Down the port companionway steps.

“Careful. Hold both rails.”

“How do you do this in the dark?”

“Practice.”

The port aft cabin was ready. Leo had made it up that morning while I was still asleep — clean sheets, a folded towel on the berth, the porthole cracked for air. It was smaller than ours across the beam, but adequate with a double berth, hanging locker, and a few small shelves.

“This is yours. Bathroom through that door — it’s called a head on a boat. Don’t ask why.”

Margot set her duffel on the berth and looked around. She touched the hull — curved fiberglass, warm from the sun outside.

“I can hear the water.”

“You’ll hear it all night. You’ll love it.”

We were unpacking her duffel when I heard the engine start.

The boat moved.

Margot lurched sideways, and I grabbed her arm before she hit the locker door.

“You’ve got to move with the boat. Knees bent. Let your hips do the work.”

“Sorry.”

“You’ll get used to it. Dad’s moving us out of the marina to a bay nearby. He’ll cook us dinner, and we’ll drink wine.”

She raised both eyebrows.

“Drinking wine now, are you?”

“Only moderately. Dad’s teaching me about it.”

“Of course he is.”

She said it without edge, but I heard the tone underneath. Margot had watched Leo parent me for fifteen years. She knew the mode — Leo teaching Willow something, Willow absorbing it, the two of us operating in a rhythm that looked to the outside world like a father and daughter who’d never needed anyone else. She’d been closer to that rhythm than any person alive.

Margot smoothed her pile of panties and set them on the small shelf in the locker. I noticed at least a dozen pairs — some lacy, sheer, the kind you wear for someone or for yourself when you want to feel like someone’s watching. Others were sensible. Cotton. Tuesday pants.

“Will you get your period here, Margot?”

“Yes. I wanted to ask how—”

“Small sanitary bin in your head. I’ll help you empty it every day.”

“Thank you.”

“We’re on a boat. Bodies do what they do.”

She nodded. This was the honest language we’d always lived in — practical, direct, no squeamishness about what it meant to be a woman. Margot had been the one to explain tampons to me in seventh grade, after Leo tried and got every detail almost right in the earnest, slightly clinical way that single fathers do.

She’d brought me Advil and a hot water bottle the first time cramps bent me double at her house. We’d synced our periods in junior year and decided our uteruses were codependent.

The boat picked up speed. The marina chop smoothed into deeper swell as we cleared the breakwater, and the hull began the long lift-and-settle rhythm of open water. Willow Mae finding her stride.

Margot braced herself against the berth. I stood with my legs apart, knees absorbing the motion without thinking. A week ago, I’d have braced too. Now my body moved with the hull the way Leo’s did — automatic, structural, the sea in my balance.

We continued sorting her things. Toiletry bag on the shelf. Sunscreen. A novel I recognized — she’d been reading it before I left. Sandals in the locker. Three bikinis folded flat.

Her handbag tipped.

The swell caught it as the boat rolled to port, and the bag slid across the berth and spilled. Lip balm. Phone charger. Passport. A pack of gum.

And a pink rabbit vibrator.

I picked it up before she could. Turned it over in my hand. Smiled.

“Six inches.”

Margot snatched it back.

“I need it, Willow Mae. I don’t have Leo’s cock to slide up and down.”

The gasp came out of me before I could catch it. A sharp breath, my hand halfway to my mouth, heat climbing from my chest to my ears.

“How the fuck did you know—”

“It’s written all over your face.”

She laughed. Not a giggle — a full, unguarded, belly-deep laugh that tipped her off balance and sent her onto the berth. The vibrator bounced once on the mattress beside her.

I fell next to her.

The cabin was too small for what had just filled it — his name in her mouth, my secret on the sheets between us, the boat rocking gently as Leo motored us toward a bay he’d chosen for dinner while his daughter and her best friend lay side by side with the truth in the air like a change in pressure before a storm.

I stared at the ceiling. The curved underside of the hull, white fiberglass, close enough to touch.

“I love him.”

“I saw that too.”

Not I knew you were fucking. Not how long has this been going on. Not are you okay.

I saw that too.

“I saw the love before the sex. Leo always loved you. You always loved Leo, and that’s why you waited. That was the order.”

The order was the reason I knew Margot could come aboard — because she would see the thing that mattered first and the thing that shocked second, and she’d never confuse the two.

“When did you first make love?”

“The birthday trip. Our first night on the boat.”

“The first night you were legal? Willow.”

“He didn’t start it. I did.”

“Of course you did.”

“I needed it. I need it a lot. Sorry for the noise.”

“Don’t worry. I have my rabbit. I can play along and add my own tune.”

I turned my head.

She was already looking at me. The laugh was gone. In its place was the expression she wore when something mattered — the same one she’d worn at Hannah Cho’s party when she held my hair and said I was done drinking, the same one at graduation when she grabbed my hands backstage and told me I was going to be incredible.

“Are you happy, Willow Mae?”

“More than I’ve ever been.”

“Does he treat you well?”

“He’s treated me well for seventeen years.”

She breathed out. A slow exhale that carried something with it.

“Then I’m happy for you.”

I reached for her hand. She gave it. We lay side by side on a berth in the port hull, the engine humming through the fiberglass, the boat carrying us away from the marina toward open water. My best friend and the only person in the world besides Leo who knew what I was.

“Margot.”

“Yeah.”

“Thank you for not making it weird.”

“Willow Mae, I have watched you look at that man since we were fifteen. The only person who didn’t know you wanted him inside you was him.”

Something in my chest released. Not a sob. Not relief exactly. The feeling of a second person standing inside the truth with me, and the ground not breaking under the weight.

The engine note dropped. The swell softened. I felt the boat slow and turn to starboard, and then the rattle of the anchor chain running through the bow roller — Leo dropping the hook.

“That’s the anchor. We’re here.”

“Where’s here?”

“Somewhere Dad picked. Somewhere with a reef and good water and no one around.”

Margot squeezed my hand.

“One more question.”

“Yeah.”

“Eight inches? It’s a guess.”

I turned my head. She was grinning.

“You are unbelievable, Margot. You’ve been staring at my dad’s cock?”

“For years. You measured it. I know you measured it.”

“Margot.”

“You absolutely fucking measured it.”

The laugh came from somewhere below my stomach and broke the last wall between us, and we were fifteen again — lying on her bedroom floor, rating boys, eating cold pizza, being the version of ourselves that never needed to be anything other than exactly this.

Except I wasn’t fifteen. I was eighteen, and the man dropping the anchor above us was my lover, and the girl beside me knew, and the world hadn’t ended.

It had gotten bigger.

We came up the companionway into the cockpit, and the bay hit us.

Turquoise over white sand, the bottom visible through six meters of glass-still water. The reef dark and defined a hundred yards off the port bow — brain coral, sea fans, shapes I could name in my sleep. No other boats. No docks. No sound except the water on the hulls and a pelican circling beyond the reef line.

Margot turned a full circle.

“This is unreal.”

“This is Tuesday.”

She stared at me.

“I’m serious, Margot. This is what it’s been. Every day. A new bay, a new reef, and Dad cooking whatever we pull out of the water.”

“What’s for dinner, then?”

“Whatever you and I catch.”

Her face was worth everything.

“I can’t catch a fish.”

“You can snorkel. I’ll catch. You watch.”

Leo was at the transom, laying out gear — two masks, two snorkels, fins for both of us. My pole spear leaned against the cockpit coaming where I’d left it after the last hunt.

He looked at Margot.

“Can you swim?”

“I can swim. I just can’t swim like your daughter.”

“Nobody can. Keep your mask clear, breathe through the snorkel, stay on the surface, and don’t touch anything that looks pretty. Willow Mae will be with you.”

“And you?”

“I’ll be here. Watching.”

Margot looked at me.

“He’s serious?”

“Always. About the water.”

I handed Margot a mask and showed her the prep — spit on the lens, rub it in, rinse. She recoiled.

“That’s disgusting.”

“That’s how it works.”

“There has to be a spray.”

“There’s spit. Put it on.”

I adjusted the strap, checked the seal against her face, and showed her how to purge the snorkel if she swallowed water. She listened the way she listened to everything — attentively, with the skepticism of a girl who’d rather learn by getting it wrong first.

We slipped off the swim platform. The water was warm — bathtub warm, the same temperature I’d stopped noticing days ago. Margot gasped.

“Oh, my god.”

“I know.”

“I can see the bottom.”

“We’re in six meters. Stay beside me.”

We swam out from the boat. Margot face-down, breathing through the snorkel in short, panicked bursts that fogged her mask inside a minute. She lifted her head and coughed.

“I can’t see. The mask—”

“Flood it and clear it. Tilt your head back, press the top of the frame, and blow out through your nose.”

She tried. Water shot up her snorkel. She coughed again.

“This is harder than it looks.”

“Breathe slower. Long breaths. The snorkel isn’t going anywhere.”

She tried again. This time, the mask cleared, and she put her face in the water and went still. I heard her breathing settle — slow, steady, the rhythm clicking into place the way it does when the panic falls away, and the reef appears.

“Oh.”

One word, muffled through the snorkel. She’d seen it.

I swam beside her for ten minutes while she found her stroke. Long, slow glides over brain coral and sea fans and the schooling fish that scattered beneath us in silver clouds. She pointed at things. I named them — parrotfish, blue tang, sergeant majors clustering around a coral head. She kicked too hard, which tired her legs. She breathed too fast, which fogged her mask. She reached for a fire coral, and I grabbed her wrist before she made a mistake she’d feel for a week.

But she was in the water. And the water was doing what it always does — making the world simple, reducing everything to the body and the breath and what was right in front of you.

We reached ten-meter water.

I left her floating over a sandy patch and dove.

Three breaths from the diaphragm. Jackknife. The surface closed over me and the world went quiet.

The reef opened — detailed, alive, the corals sharper at depth. A school of yellowtail snapper held station in the current beside a ledge. I picked the largest — three pounds, broad-bodied, the yellow stripe bright along its flank — and pulled the sling back.

The prong hit behind the gill plate. Clean hit. The fish kicked twice and stopped.

I surfaced with the snapper in one hand and the spear in the other. Margot was treading water ten feet away, her mask shoved up on her forehead.

“Did you just kill that?”

“I just caught dinner.”

“Willow Mae.”

“What?”

“You’re terrifying.”

Leo was at the transom. He pulled Margot up first — she came out of the water graceless and laughing at herself. Then he hauled me up, snapper and all. The same hand that had pulled me out of the water a thousand times.

He took the fish and turned it over.

“Yellowtail. Nice size. Plenty for three.”

Margot touched it.

“Willow caught that while I watched.”

“Willow catches everything we eat. She learned how to feed a family years ago.”

Margot looked at me. I’d seen that look before — at swim meets, at graduation, at the moments where the distance between my life and hers showed itself. Not envy. Recognition. Her best friend had been built for something she hadn’t, and she admired it without making it about herself. It was one of the reasons I loved her.

Leo filleted the snapper in the cockpit. The fillet knife — the short, flexible blade he’d owned longer than he’d owned me — moved through the fish in clean strokes. Skin, bones, two pink fillets on the board. He carried them below. The cast-iron skillet came out. Olive oil, salt, and a squeeze of lime went in. I heard the fish hit the oil before the first glass of wine was poured.

He fetched three glasses for us and set them on the cockpit table — still folded down, the Bordeaux stain still there. Leo opened a Sauvignon Blanc I hadn’t seen before. A New Zealand label. Different from the Casablanca Valley Chilean he’d been teaching me on. A new student, a new bottle.

He handed a glass to Margot first.

“Look at the color.”

“It’s yellow.”

“Pale gold. Smell it before you taste it.”

I watched him teach her. The same patient instruction he’d given me on the dock the first night — color, smell, sip. Margot smelled the wine and said it smelled like grass, and Leo said that was right, and she looked pleased the way people do when Leo tells them they’ve gotten something right.

I sipped my wine and watched.

My dad was good at this. Not the wine. The teaching. The way he gave a person his full attention and made them believe the thing they were learning mattered because he’d decided it mattered. He’d done it with me for eighteen years. Now he was doing it with Margot, and what I felt wasn’t jealousy.

It was closer to pride.

Dinner was the snapper with roasted potatoes and a salad from the last of the Costco produce. We ate in the cockpit. The sun was dropping off the starboard bow, the sky moving from blue to gold to the pink that only happens when there’s nothing between you and the horizon.

Margot ate like a girl who’d been on a plane for hours. She took seconds and drank two glasses of wine. She asked Leo about the boat, and he told her — the auction, the wreck, the restoration. She knew the name story already. Everyone who’d been in our house knew the name story. But she listened like it was new, and I understood she was listening for the parts that only showed themselves when Leo talked about Willow Mae, the boat, and meant Willow Mae the girl.

“Dad.”

“Yeah.”

“Will you teach Margot to dive?”

He looked at me. Then at Margot.

“Do you want to learn?”

“I was terrible today.”

“You were snorkeling. Diving is different. Easier in some ways — you’re not fighting the surface.”

“Would you teach me?”

“If Willow says you’re ready, you’re ready. She’s the dive instructor.”

“She’s the instructor. You’re the teacher.”

Leo tilted his head. The distinction had landed. I watched him hear it — the difference between the person who certifies you and the person who makes you believe you can breathe underwater.

“Tomorrow morning. We’ll start in the shallows.”

Margot looked at me. I nodded.

“He taught me when I was twelve. You’re in good hands.”

The evening settled. The wine went quiet in our glasses. The conversation drifted from diving to Margot’s week to the boy named Jude, whose text she finally showed me on her phone. It was worse than I’d imagined. Leo cleared the plates. I helped. Margot sat with her feet on the coaming, and her face turned toward the last strip of light on the water, and for a few minutes nobody spoke.

Margot sighed.

“What’s wrong?”

“I have a question.”

“Ask it.”

“It’s for your dad.”

I looked at Leo. He looked at me and shrugged. Then he looked at Margot.

“Ask me anything.”

“I know you two are an item now.”

Dad looked at me. I nodded and reached across, threading my fingers through his.

Margot watched our hands come together. Something moved across her face — not surprise, not discomfort. Something I didn’t have time to read before it was gone.

She smiled.

“When did you know you were in love with Willow Mae?”

He sat up a little and smiled awkwardly.

“If I’m overstepping, tell me. It stays here.”

“It’s not overstepping, Margot.”

I watched my dad consider the question carefully, from more than one angle, like he was studying a weather system before committing to a passage.

“I can’t say exactly when. I’ve always loved Willow Mae. But I think the distinction is between that and sexual and romantic attraction, right?”

“That’s what I was thinking too.”

He stretched out and stared up at the stars, his fingers gripping mine tighter.

“Somewhere between sixteen and eighteen, I would say.”

“And do you think it’s possible to fall in love with someone that way?”

“What way?”

“You know them one way your entire life, and then one day the lens shifts and you can’t shift it back.”

Her voice had changed. Quieter. The sass was stripped out of it. She wasn’t performing a question. She was asking one that even I wanted to hear answered.

“It doesn’t happen overnight, Margot. It creeps up on you, unwelcome at first—”

“Is that what happened with you?”

“Yes. At first.”

“But then you knew it was love, and that made it okay?”

He laughed softly.

“That’s very intuitive.”

“Philosophy major. These are the questions I live in. Still waiting to hear from my top choice.”

She pulled her knees up to her chest and wrapped her arms around them. She was looking at Leo, but her foot was resting against my knee. I don’t think she knew she was doing it.

“I am glad you found each other.”

Another silence fell.

The silence wasn’t awkward. It was the kind that arrives when three people run out of the need to perform and land in a place where being together is enough.

Margot yawned.

“I’m dead.”

“Extra blanket in the locker if you need it.”

“I won’t need it. It’s a thousand degrees.”

“Goodnight, Margot.”

“Goodnight, Leo. Thank you for dinner.”

She hugged me — tighter than the airport, longer. She smelled like salt water and sunscreen now, not airplane. The boat was already changing her.

“Goodnight, Willow Mae.”

“Night.”

She went below. Her footsteps down the port companionway. The soft click of the cabin door.

Leo and I sat in the cockpit. The anchor light on — a white point at the mast top. The stars coming out the way they only do on open water, thick and low and absurd.

“That was easy, Dad. I told her when we were alone.”

“I know.”

“How?”

“Margot looked at you the same way she looked at you at graduation.”

I hadn’t expected that. Leo seeing what Margot saw. Leo seeing Margot.

“Is she really okay with us, Willow Mae?”

“She said she’d been watching me look at you since we were fifteen.”

He was quiet for a moment. The halyard tapped the mast.

“That long?”

“Apparently everyone knew except you.”

He reached for my hand. I gave it. We sat in the dark, the bay flat and black around us, and for a moment it was just the two of us again — the way it had been for six days, the way it had been for eighteen years.

“I think it’s right I took longer to get there than you, Willow Mae.”

“Yeah. Me too, Dad. Now… bedtime. I need you inside me.”

Then we went below.

The salon was dark. Quiet. The water slapped against the hulls, the soft tick of the barometer, the warm stillness of a boat at anchor with three people aboard instead of two.

I was halfway to the starboard companionway when I heard it.

A buzz. Low, steady, from behind Margot’s cabin door in the port hull. And threaded through it — soft enough that I might have imagined it if the boat weren’t so quiet — a moan.

I stopped. Leo’s hand found my waist from behind. He’d heard it too.

We stood in the dark salon. My best friend fucking herself with six inches of pink rabbit. The sound a girl makes when she’s alone with something she can’t put down.

I didn’t know what I felt. Not jealousy. Not embarrassment. Something that didn’t have a name yet — warm, curious, low in my stomach, not unpleasant.

I took Leo’s hand and led him down the starboard companionway steps.

The owner’s cabin door closed behind us.


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

I was sucking my stepdad’s cock when he woke up.

His body registered me before his mind did — a slow exhale, his hips shifting on the mattress, the sheet sliding off his stomach as his back arched into a stretch that stopped the moment his brain caught up with his nerve endings.

I kept my rhythm steady.

My lips were sealed around the rim of his circumcised head, tongue pressing flat against the underside where the thick vein pulsed with his heartbeat.

He looked down. His eyes found mine — half-open, sleep-blurred, the confusion clearing into something warmer and darker in the space of a single breath. His cock thickened against my tongue.

“Morning, Daddy.”

I said it around his shaft and went back to work.

His hand found my ponytail. He wrapped it once around his fist — not pulling, not forcing depth, just holding me in place the way you hold a line you don’t want to lose. I set the pace. Slow, deliberate strokes with my lips from tip to root, my tongue tracing the ridge of his head on every upstroke, my spit coating his shaft in a warm sheath that let my mouth glide without friction.

My father was fully hard now. The taste changed — the overnight salt of sleep-warm skin giving way to the sharper, cleaner burn of fresh precum leaking from his slit. I caught it with my tongue and swallowed. His hips jerked.

I took him deeper. His cock hit the back of my throat, and I breathed through my nose and relaxed the way he’d taught me — the same instruction he’d given me learning to breathe at sixty feet, repurposed for the thing I was doing to him now. His hand tightened in my ponytail. His stomach rose and fell with a breath he wasn’t controlling.

“Willow Mae—”

“Daddy.”

I didn’t stop. I drove my mouth down until my lips met the base and held, his entire cock buried in my throat, his balls warm against my chin. My eyes watered. My cunt clenched around nothing — the ache of wanting him inside me while my mouth was doing the work my body craved lower down.

He came with a groan that started in his chest. The first pulse hit the back of my throat — hot, dense, the bitter salt I’d learned to love. I swallowed around his shaft, felt the second pulse, the third, his cock kicking against my tongue with each spasm, his hips grinding upward with the last of it.

I swallowed everything and pulled off slowly, his head dragging across my lower lip, a thread of cum and spit connecting my mouth to his cock for a second before it broke.

I kissed the tip, sat up, and wiped my chin with the back of my hand.

“You can fuck me later, Dad.”

“You should have let me fuck you instead of you taking care of me.”

“This is what I wanted. I can wait.”

I couldn’t wait. I wanted to be fucked long and hard, but I also wanted to be teased by my father, held in sexual suspense, edged until I could bear it no longer and then straddle his thick, long cock and take the orgasm he made me wait for.

I was forcing the waiting.

I showered while Dad relaxed. The water was warm, and I stood under it longer than I needed to, my hand between my legs, two fingers resting against my clit without moving. The temptation was beautiful and cruel.

I didn’t give in.

When I came out of the head, he handed me a towel.

“You’re insatiable, Willow Mae.”

“Yes, I am.”

“Then what happened?”

I stared at him and let the towel drop to the floor.

“I like the buzz of waiting.”

“Do you want to take more control?”

“Yes.”

I almost came then and there.

“Why?”

“I want us to enjoy what you missed.”

“That’s sweet, but—”

“Blowjobs are a gift from me. You fucking me is a gift from you.”

He nodded.

“You wanted to give me a gift?”

“I want to honor you. The man who hunted everywhere for me. You are that man. You made sacrifices, and I want to repay that just a little.”

“So this morning you sucked my cock?”

“Yes. It’s intimate.”

“It is.”

I pulled on my bikini and Leo’s gray t-shirt, tying it at the front the way I had yesterday. His scent was fading from the cotton. I’d need to steal a fresh one soon.

Dad didn’t shower. I followed him on deck into the morning, and the heat hit us — already thick at eight, the air heavy with salt and the warm fiberglass smell of the hulls baking in early sun.

He smiled at Margot, who was lying face down on the trampoline, her dark hair fanned across her shoulders, her black bikini still damp from a swim she must have taken before we were up. She’d found the position — mesh cradling her body, the water visible through the net beneath her, the sun direct and total.

Leo pulled on swimming shorts, walked forward past her without breaking stride, collected his mask and fins from the cockpit locker, and grabbed the pole spear from where it leaned against the coaming. He stepped off the transom into the water. No snorkel. No hesitation. The surface closed over him, and he was gone.

Margot lifted her head.

“Good morning, Willow Mae.”

“Morning.”

“Your dad doesn’t need a snorkel?”

“Nope. One dive is all it’s going to take him. Three minutes underwater.”

“Fuck!”

“Yep. That’s Leo.”

She raised an eyebrow.

“Leo now?”

“It has to be.”

“That’s serious, Willow Mae. You are preparing to normalize.”

I nodded.

“But you can still call him Daddy when he’s fucking you. I would.”

I tossed a damp towel at her. She laughed and threw it back.

I would.

Two words that landed below my stomach and stayed there. Margot saying she’d call my father Daddy while he fucked her — she’d delivered it as a joke, the sass, the laugh, the towel tossed back. But underneath the performance was something that didn’t sound like a joke at all.

The feeling from last night stirred. The buzz of her vibrator through the hull, the low warmth I couldn’t name. It had faded overnight, pushed aside by the blowjob and the morning and the practical business of a day starting. Now it was back, sharper, sitting in the space between my edged body and the image of Margot saying I would with her chin on her forearms and her dark hair falling across tanned shoulders.

I watched the water where my father had disappeared. His shadow moved along the bottom — six meters down, gliding over sand toward the dark shapes of the reef.

Margot was watching me.

I didn’t turn around, but I knew. The same way I’d always known when she was looking — at swim meets, at graduation, at every moment when the thing I needed most was to know someone was there.

Dad surfaced three to four minutes later with a red hind grouper on the spear and a mesh bag in his free hand. He hauled himself onto the swim platform — water running off his shoulders, the dark hair below his navel glistening — and set the bag on the cockpit sole. Dark, spined shapes moved inside it.

“That went well, Dad.”

“Not bad. I found breakfast. And something extra.”

He opened the mesh bag and tipped six sea urchins onto the cockpit table beside the conch shell from a week ago. Round, dark brown, covered in short white spines — not the long black needles that could put you in the hospital, but the blunt, sturdy spines of Tripneustes ventricosus. Sea eggs. A Caribbean delicacy I’d read about at Dr. Alderman’s desk but never tasted.

“Do you eat those?”

Margot had come down from the trampoline. She stood at the edge of the cockpit in her bikini, arms crossed, staring at the urchins the way she stared at things she wasn’t sure she was allowed to refuse.

“You eat the inside. Willow Mae, will you take the fish, please?”

I took the grouper to the galley. It was two pounds — enough for three with bread and whatever produce survived in the cooler. I lit the burner under the cast-iron skillet, added olive oil, and started filleting while Leo set up at the cockpit table with Margot.

Through the pass-through window, I watched him teach her about the sea urchins.

He picked one up — careful, not cautious, the difference between a man who knew where the spines could reach and a man who was afraid of them. He held it in his left palm, belly up, and used the fillet knife to cut a circle around the mouth. The shell split in two halves, and the inside opened to the morning light.

Orange roe was arranged in a five-pointed star against the dark interior of the shell. Briny water pooling in the cup of it. The smell reached me at the galley — concentrated ocean, clean and mineral, like the reef distilled to a teaspoon.

“You eat the orange part, Margot.”

“Is it safe?”

“I wouldn’t let you do anything to hurt yourself.”

“I know that. I’ve always known that about you and Willow.”

“Mae.”

He smiled at her and looked at me.

“Sorry. Willow Mae.”

“It took me a moment.”

Her cheeks burned, and she bit her bottom lip.

“How do I eat this?”

My father scooped a finger through one of the lobes and held it out to her.

“Take it from my finger. Just put it in your mouth, suck it, and swallow.”

“And pretend I like it?”

“Something like that.”

Dad didn’t see the joke. I turned around and giggled.

Margot leaned forward. Her lips closed around my father’s fingertip, and she pulled the roe off with her teeth. Her eyes stayed on his while she chewed.

“It’s sweet.”

Leo nodded.

“What else are you getting? Close your eyes and focus on the flavors.”

She closed her eyes. I closed mine and could almost taste it too.

“It’s briny first, then sweet.”

“The roe is the reproductive organ — concentrates everything the ocean gives it. Best eaten within minutes of cracking the shell.”

“That’s beautiful.”

“It’s breakfast.”

“Like a starter?”

“Exactly.”

He cracked the next one and showed her how to scoop it herself — where to put her thumb, how to avoid the dark gut in the center. His hands guiding hers, their fingers touching over the shell. Patient. Close. The same energy he’d brought to the wine teaching, but more physical — his fingertips against her knuckles, adjusting her grip, his palm cupping the back of her hand to steady the angle.

I stood at the galley counter with the fillet knife in my hand and watched.

My stomach did something that wasn’t jealousy. I knew jealousy — I’d felt it once, briefly, watching Mrs. Calloway adjust her hair when Leo walked past at prom, and it had burned sharp and possessive. This wasn’t that. This was warm. Low. The same frequency as the feeling from last night, from twenty minutes ago on the trampoline — I would — but steadier now, less like a flicker and more like a current running beneath everything.

Leo’s fingers near Margot’s mouth. Margot’s lips closing around something he gave her. His patience. Her trust.

I wanted to be closer to what I was watching.

The fish hit the oil. I turned back to the skillet.

We ate in the cockpit. Blue enamel plates, grouper fillets with salt and lime, the last of the cherry tomatoes halved, bread torn from the loaf. The sea urchin shells sat between us with the remaining roe — three each. The Bordeaux stain was still on the pale blue cushion, dried to a dark crescent neither of us had cleaned.

Margot ate three urchins and asked for another. Leo cracked the last one and split it between her and me, feeding both of us from the same finger.

“There’ll be more tomorrow. The reef is full of them.”

Margot licked her lips after the last piece of roe.

My cunt clenched.

I looked at the reef instead.

After breakfast, Leo laid out the dive gear in the cockpit. Tank from the starboard locker. BCD, regulator with octopus and gauges, mask, fins, weight belt. He arranged them on the cockpit sole the same way he’d arranged them for me when I was twelve — each piece in order of use, nothing overlapping.

Margot stood in her bikini with her arms at her sides, studying the equipment the way she’d studied the sea urchins — uncertain but too proud to admit it.

“This is a BCD. Buoyancy control device. It holds the tank on your back and controls whether you go up or down. You inflate it to rise, deflate to sink. This button here — press it.”

She pressed it. Air hissed into the vest. Leo nodded.

“This is the regulator. You breathe through this. In through your mouth, out through your mouth. Slow, deep breaths. Don’t hold your breath — ever. That’s the one rule that matters more than any other.”

He held the mouthpiece up. Margot opened her mouth, and he placed it between her teeth.

“Bite gently. Breathe.”

She breathed. Her chest rose and fell. Leo watched her the way he watched a weather system before committing to a passage — patient, reading the data, waiting for the signal that said it was safe to proceed.

“Good. Now the mask.”

He fitted it to her face — his fingers tracing the silicone skirt along her cheekbones, pressing gently to check the seal against her skin. His thumbs brushed her temples as he pulled the strap over her hair and settled it.

Margot didn’t flinch. She didn’t stiffen or hold her breath or perform comfort. She leaned into the adjustment — tilted her shoulders back to give him room, shifted her weight toward him the way a body does when it trusts the hands touching it.

She was comfortable with my father’s hands on her body. Not performing comfort. Actually comfortable.

I noticed.

He helped her into the BCD. His hands across her chest, tightening the waist strap — knuckles pressing into the sides of her stomach. Then the chest strap — fingers working across her ribs, adjusting the buckle, snugging it without making it bind.

“Too tight?”

“It’s fine.”

“You’ll feel the weight of the tank when you stand up. In the water, it disappears.”

They went in off the swim platform. I was already in the water — mask, snorkel, fins. I’d told myself I was there for safety. The certified instructor present while the teacher worked.

That was true.

It wasn’t the whole truth.

Closer to the shore, the bottom was sand, four feet down, the reef starting ten yards to starboard. Leo had Margot stand in chest-deep water and practice breathing from the regulator with her face submerged. I floated on the surface five yards away, watching through my mask.

Her breathing was fast at first. Short, panicked pulls that fogged the exhaust in a stream of tight bubbles. Leo put his hand on her shoulder.

“Slower. Take long breaths. You’re breathing air, not sucking it through a straw.”

“Sorry.”

“Don’t say sorry again.”

“Okay… thank you, Leo.”

“You’re welcome.”

The bubbles slowed. Margot’s shoulders dropped. Leo gave her the nod — chin up, one motion. The same nod he’d given me at my first swim meet at nine. At graduation. At the helm when I trimmed the genoa before he called it.

The nod I’d thought belonged to me.

It didn’t sting.

It opened something.

He took Margot’s hand, and they descended together. Four feet to the sandy bottom. Margot’s legs kicked wrong — too fast, from the knee. She rolled, and Leo steadied her with a hand on her lower back. She knelt on the sand. He knelt beside her.

Through six feet of clear water, I watched my father teach my best friend to breathe in a place where breathing shouldn’t be possible.

Leo signaled for mask clearing. She tilted her head back, pressed the top of the frame, and blew. Water shot out the bottom in a clean stream.

She looked at Leo.

Thumbs up.

She gave one back, and her eyes crinkled behind the glass. She was smiling around the regulator.

He had her practice buoyancy next — adding and dumping air from the BCD, trying to hover an inch off the sand without rising or sinking. She over-inflated twice, shot toward the surface, and Leo caught her wrist and pulled her back down. His hand on her waist. Patient. Steady. The same hands that had steadied me on this boat since I was small enough to stand on his feet in the shallows — now steadying another girl, in the same water, with the same care.

Something moved through my body that wasn’t jealousy and wasn’t pride and lived in a place I hadn’t mapped yet. My cunt pulsed in the warm water. The denied orgasm from dawn had been sitting in my pelvis for hours, and now it responded to the image below me — my father’s hand on my best friend’s waist, Margot’s eyes crinkling behind her mask, two people I loved touching each other with trust between them.

I wanted to be part of what I was watching. Not above it. Inside it.

They surfaced after fifteen minutes. Margot pulled off her mask, laughing, water streaming from her dark hair.

“I breathed underwater, Willow Mae. I actually breathed.”

“I know. I was watching.”

“Was I okay?”

“You were amazing.”

“Thank you for this. Thank you for including me.”

“No thanks are needed. You’re family to me, Margot.”

Leo pulled himself onto the swim platform and reached down for Margot. She took his hand. He hauled her up — the same grip that had pulled me from this water a thousand times.

She found her feet on the deck and didn’t let go of his hand for a second longer than she needed to.

“Thank you, Leo.”

She said it with warmth I recognized. Not the “Leo“ of a girl who’d known her friend’s dad for fifteen years. Closer. The tone she used when something mattered, and the sass couldn’t carry it.

My chest tightened.

Not pain. Recognition.

The afternoon drifted. Margot read her novel on the cockpit cushion with her legs drawn up, turning pages slowly, stopping sometimes to watch the water as if she’d forgotten the book in her hand. I snorkeled the reef alone, cataloging species in my head — parrotfish, blue tang, a juvenile hawksbill turtle cruising along the drop-off.

Leo checked the engine room, topped off the freshwater from the jerry cans, and spent an hour with a screwdriver tightening something in the port hull that had been rattling since Simpson Bay.

We moved around each other without collision. Three bodies on a thirty-eight-foot catamaran, and nobody bumped. It didn’t feel like avoidance. It felt like a rhythm establishing itself without discussion — each of us knowing where the others were, adjusting course instinctively, like boats in a fleet holding formation without calling it out.

Leo cooked dinner.

The remaining potatoes, roasted with olive oil and salt. Grouper in the cast-iron skillet — the last fillet from the morning. Margot had volunteered for the salad, and her knife work was cautious but thorough. She diced tomatoes and cucumber into pieces that got progressively smaller until Leo looked over her shoulder.

“The first ones were fine.”

She threw a cherry tomato at him. He caught it in his mouth.

He opened a bottle of Sauvignon Blanc. A new label. South African. He poured three glasses and didn’t teach anyone anything.

We’d moved past that.

We ate as the sun dropped off the starboard bow. The sky went through its changes — blue to gold to the rose that only happens when there’s nothing between you and the horizon. Margot had changed into a loose white dress that hung off one shoulder, her bikini underneath. Her bare legs were crossed beneath her on the cockpit cushion. The Bordeaux stain sat three inches from her knee.

The conversation moved the way water moves — no single direction, no urgency, finding its own level. Margot talked about the dive.

“I’ve been in pools my whole life. In the ocean twice before this trip. And today your father put me on the bottom of the Caribbean, and I breathed. I can’t stop thinking about it — breathing in a place where breathing shouldn’t be possible.”

“That’s what Scuba does.”

“Is that what it did to you?”

“Every time.”

She looked at me. Something in that look that I couldn’t read, or could read but wasn’t ready to translate.

Leo talked about Danny — a GPS problem on two of the fleet cars, a new corporate contract that needed his sign-off. The real world, far away but tethered to him by satellite and email. He talked about it the way he talked about weather. Something to note, not something to worry about.

Margot asked about San Diego.

“Will you be near Willow Mae?”

“We haven’t decided.”

“I see.”

He looked at me. I looked at him. The space between the question and the answer held everything we hadn’t said in front of Margot — that the plan was still forming, that “near” might mean “aboard,” that the separation we’d dreaded was becoming something neither of us had expected.

“I will never be far away.”

“Good.”

Margot said it with her wine glass at her lips, her eyes on the water, and something in the word that was too heavy for a single syllable. I heard it. My Dad may not have.

The sun went down. The anchor light came on — white point at the mast top. Stars beginning, low and thick, the way they only show themselves on open water.

Leo refilled Margot’s glass. His fingers brushed hers on the stem.

Margot’s knee was touching mine under the cockpit table. She hadn’t moved it since she sat down. I hadn’t moved mine.

“Have you discussed the long term? Marriage and babies?”

She looked at me and laughed.

“Am I overstepping?”

“Not really. I just wasn’t ready for the question.”

“It’s important. It’s not like you two just met. When you know people this long—you know, right?”

Her cheeks were crimson.

“Yes.”

Dad poured water. Three glasses. He handed one to each of us.

Again, there was contact.

I watched both contacts — his fingers on hers, her knee on mine — and felt them in my body as if they were happening to me. The edging from this morning had never stopped. It had been sitting in my pelvis all day, amplified by every image of Leo’s hands on Margot’s body, every glance from her that held half a second too long, every moment where three stopped feeling like two-plus-one and started feeling like something I didn’t have a word for.

A silence fell.

Not the awkward kind. The kind that arrives when three people run out of the need to perform and land in a place where being together is enough.

This is what it looks like when the world gets the right number of people in it.

Leo stretched and checked his watch.

“I need to deal with Danny. He’s sent three emails about the GPS, and if I don’t answer tonight, he’ll call at six in the morning.”

“Go, Dad. We’re fine.”

He stood and gathered the plates. I helped — the automatic rhythm of clearing up, me washing, him stacking, that had been ours since the kitchen at home. Except now Margot was at the table watching us work, and the rhythm had space in it for a person who hadn’t learned the steps yet but was paying attention.

Leo kissed my forehead on his way past.

He touched Margot’s shoulder — brief, warm. The touch of a man who’d known this girl since she was three and was still her friend’s dad even when he was something else to her.

My father went below. The soft glow of his laptop through the salon windows. The tap of his keyboard carrying up through the companionway.

Margot and I were alone in the cockpit.

We had more wine and the water to rehydrate.

The sky was vast—stars everywhere. The boat rocking gently on the swell. The same shape as a thousand sleepovers — two girls, the dark, the conversation that only happens when nobody else is listening. Except this time it was a catamaran anchored in the Caribbean, and my body had been telling me something all day that my mind was only now prepared to hear.

I took a breath.

“We’ve always been honest with each other, Margot.”

She turned her wine glass in her fingers. Slowly, the way you turn something when you’re deciding.

“What does that mean?”

She laughed — short, tight. Not the full laugh from yesterday. She stood, lifted the bottle of Sauvignon Blanc my father had opened, and topped up both glasses.

She sat beside me. Closer than before. Her thigh touching mine on the cockpit cushion, her shoulder near enough that I could smell her — coconut shampoo, salt water, the vanilla from the drugstore perfume that cost eleven dollars.

“What do you mean, Willow Mae?”

I stared at her. The anchor light caught the edge of her cheekbone. Her dark hair fell across one shoulder, still damp from the shower she’d taken after the dive. She was beautiful in a way I’d always known but never let myself look at directly — the way you know the sun is bright without staring into it.

I was staring into it now.

“Why did you come here, Margot?”

She never took her eyes off me.

“For this.”

She rested a hand on my thigh and stroked gently.

My skin burned where she touched me. The entire day converged on the five inches of thigh under Margot’s fingers — the blowjob, the shower, I would, the sea urchins, my father’s hands on her BCD, the knee under the table, the warmth I’d been carrying since the vibrator through the hull.

“I’m with my Dad.”

“I know.”

“Then—”

“Don’t complicate it, Willow Mae. Please.”

Her hand stayed on my thigh. Her thumb moved in a slow circle that sent a signal straight through the denied orgasm I’d been carrying since dawn.

“Then what, Margot?”

“I was always in love with you.”

She said it the way you set down something you’ve been carrying too long — carefully, with both hands, because putting it down takes more effort than holding it ever did.

“Not since college. Not since this trip. Since before I understood what the word meant. Since the floor of my bedroom with cold pizza and boys we pretended were worth talking about.”

I didn’t speak. She needed the space.

“The boys were real. I dated them. I kissed them. I let them try — the same way you let yours try. But I never slept with any of them, Willow Mae. And I told you I did because you were talking about wanting Leo, and I couldn’t say the truth, which was that I wanted you.”

“And you kept it a secret?”

“Just like you did with your father.”

Something in my chest cracked open. Not surprise. Recognition. I’d dated boys because none of them measured up to my Dad. She’d dated boys because none of them were me. Both of us performing a version of desire we didn’t feel, both waiting for the person we actually wanted, both virgins longer than anyone guessed.

Both.

“The vibrator—”

“I only use it on my clit.”

One sentence that reframed everything. The pink rabbit wasn’t practice for a man she hadn’t met. The lacy panties were for a boyfriend who didn’t exist. The sex she’d described at sleepovers — confident, specific, the girl who’d had threesomes and experimented and knew what she liked — none of it was hers.

“You lied?”

“Yes.”

“You’re a virgin.”

Not a question.

“Yes.”

“Margot.”

“The panties aren’t for boys. They’re for me — for the version of myself I wanted to be. The vibrator is the closest I’ve come to being touched by someone I actually want. And the sex I told you about — the stories I brought to sleepovers, the details I had ready when you asked — I made them up. All of it.”

Her voice had changed. The sass was gone. Underneath it was the girl I recognized from the moments when performance was no longer possible — Hannah Cho’s party, holding my hair, saying you’re done drinking. Graduation backstage, grabbing my hands, telling me I was going to be incredible. The real Margot. The one who showed up when the masks came off.

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Because you were in love with your father, and I was in love with you, and there wasn’t room for both truths in the same friendship. If I told you, I’d lose you. And losing you was the only thing I was more afraid of than carrying this.”

“Is that all?”

“No.”

“Tell me everything and don’t lie.”

Her thumb had stopped moving on my thigh. Her hand lay still, warm, open — as if she’d offered it and was waiting to see if I’d take it or push it away.

“I came because the ship was sailing, Willow Mae. You and Leo are becoming something real. I watched it happen from miles away — the phone calls, the way your voice changed when you talked about him, the way you stopped pretending he was just your dad. And I knew if I didn’t get on this boat, I’d spend the rest of my life wondering what would have happened if I’d told you the truth before it was too late.”

She paused.

“And it’s not just you.”

I waited.

“Leo. I have feelings for Leo. Not instead of you. Alongside. I’ve been watching both of you for years. I have watched you look at that man since we were fifteen. I said that yesterday, and it was true, but it wasn’t the whole truth. I was watching him too. I was watching both of you love each other, and I was outside the glass, and I wanted in.”

She looked at the water. Her eyes were wet. The anchor light turned the tears to points of light on her lower lashes.

“This morning you said I would.”

“I know what I said.”

“You meant it?”

“Every word.”

I took her hand and turned it over, then laced my fingers through hers.

“I feel it too.”

Her breath caught.

“Since when?”

“Since forever. But I didn’t realize until I heard the vibrator through the hull. I didn’t know what it was. I spent all day trying to figure it out — watching Leo teach you the sea urchins, watching his hands on your gear in the water, watching you smile behind your mask. My body knew before I did.”

“Did you feel jealous?”

“No.”

“And now?”

“Now I know.”

“What do you want, Willow Mae?”

I looked at her. My best friend since we were three. The girl who’d held my hair and taught me to shave my pussy and explained tampons and carried a secret for half her life because she loved me too much to risk the friendship. A virgin. Eighteen. In love with me and with my father.

The same girl.

A completely different person.

“I want you to go below with me so we can share this lovely wine with my Dad.”

“Is that all?”

“No.”

“What else?”

“I want to watch my Dad fuck you on your hands and knees while you lick my pussy.”

Margot’s eyes didn’t waver.

“I want that too.”

I stood.

She stood.

I picked up the bottle of Sauvignon Blanc and my glass. Margot picked up the other two — hers and Leo’s. The glass his lips had touched.

We went down the companionway steps into the salon. Dark except for the warm glow from the owner’s cabin — Leo’s laptop, his keyboard, the light falling in a strip under the closed door.

The tap of his typing carried through the thin wood. He didn’t know yet.

I looked at Margot. She looked at me. Her hand found mine in the dark, and her fingers were trembling, and mine were steady, and the distance between the cockpit and the cabin door was the shortest walk I’d ever taken and the longest decision I’d ever made.

The world had gotten bigger again.

I reached for the handle.


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

“Wait, Willow Mae.”

My fingers stopped on the handle.

“What’s wrong?”

“I shaved. This morning.”

The companionway behind us was dark. Leo’s laptop glowed under the cabin door — a thin strip of blue across my bare feet. Margot stood close enough that I could feel the heat off her skin and smell the coconut shampoo underneath the nerves.

“You taught me to shave my pussy. What’s the problem?”

She cringed.

“I had my anus bleached before I came here. I had a waxing, and this morning I shaved. It means I am as hairless down there as the day I was born. You can see the pockmarks where every follicle was pulled out.”

“Sounds gorgeous. I can’t wait to see.”

“I’m fucking soaking wet too—have been since I came on board. I’ve used five pairs of panties.”

“Fuck. You must be desperate for a cock.”

“I am.”

Her voice dropped the sass like a weight she couldn’t carry anymore.

“Is your Dad okay with pussy being shaved completely bare?”

“He loves it. Smooth, pink inside and juicy. Can’t get enough of going down on me.”

“Oh, Christ.”

She almost crossed her thighs in squeezing them together. I let go of the handle and took her hand. Her fingers were trembling. Mine weren’t.

“Are you ready for this, Margot?”

“Oh god, yes. I need your dad to fuck me, and I so want to spread your legs wide and eat your pussy. The number of times I wanted to during sleepovers—”

“You should have.”

“Have you tasted pussy, Willow Mae?”

“No.”

“Neither have I.”

“I want to taste yours after—”

“After?”

Her eyes widened.

“Yeah, Margot. You heard me right, and you know exactly what I mean.”

“I take birth control.”

“I’ve known you since you were three—duh!”

“Of course. That means—”

“My Daddy can cum inside you. Let’s hope he’s up for this.”

“Open the door.”

I opened the door without knocking. It was my cabin and his, and even with Margot beside me, knocking was absurd. If my stepdad were naked, all the better — we could skip the discussion and get straight to servicing his cock.

He wasn’t naked.

Leo sat at the small desk in boxer briefs, his laptop open, Danny’s GPS email on the screen. The blue light caught the dark hair below his navel and the outline of what was already half hard beneath the cotton.

“Hi, girls.”

“Hi, Dad.”

He smiled. We smiled back.

“What’s wrong?”

I nodded toward the berth. Margot went there and fell back against the pillows, propping herself on her elbows the way she’d done on my bed or floor a hundred times. She parted her knees — enough for my father’s eyes to drop, not so much as to announce it.

I smelled his precum. Salty, warm, the sharp note underneath that my mouth watered for. His body was already answering.

Dad looked at Margot.

Dad looked at me.

“What’s wrong?”

“Margot has a problem.”

He nodded and paused, then looked at both of us.

“No sanitary bin in the head? I’m sure I put one in.”

“It’s not that.”

“Willow Mae?”

“Margot wants you to break in her virginity.”

His jaw dropped.

The cabin went quiet. The laptop hummed. The hull ticked against the water.

“You’re fucking joking?”

He stood.

He sat.

He took the wine bottle from my hand and drank from it, glugging down at least half a glass. He kept the bottle, then looked at me again.

“Is this a joke?”

“I’m being deadly serious, Dad.”

He leaned back in his chair, inhaled deeply, exhaled deeply. His brow furrowed, his nostrils flared, his eyes sparkled, and my cunt clenched, more sticky arousal leaking from my throbbing hole, soaking my thighs.

“What about us, Willow Mae?”

“I love you with all of my heart, Dad.”

“As I love you.”

His eyes shot to Margot, and I saw a flash of guilt ripple through his burning cheeks.

“You must have wanted to fuck us both at the same time, Dad. It would only be natural—two hormonal late teens ovulating on the exact same cycle.”

Margot giggled.

Dad gasped.

He was about to speak. Leo’s mouth was open, and I could almost see the words forming on his tongue and lips.

“Don’t deny it, please. Not if it’s true.”

Margot got there first.

“I don’t deserve a lie. I’ve never lied to you. I’ve always been a good girl for you, Leo.”

He nodded.

“You were both good girls.”

“I rebelled against my parents and school, but never you, or Willow Mae.”

“Why not?”

She slipped her legs apart a little further. I saw the white cotton triangle at the top of her thighs, a dark stain running the length of her slit, which was swollen and pronounced.

The smell in the room changed — Dad’s salty precum now laced with the sweetness of two girls, one a virgin.

“Be honest, Margot. I have been with you.”

“You haven’t said anything, Leo.” She looked like the word sounded wrong. “Can I also call you Daddy?”

He half gasped, half laughed.

“Jesus. Answer the question, Margot.”

She sighed.

I saw a few tears welling in her eyes. I joined her on the bed, sat behind her, my thighs wide apart as I pulled her into my safety net. She shuffled backward, her ass pressing against my soaked panties, and she pulled my arms around her.

“I wanted to be part of your family. My parents aren’t nice. I was beaten a lot. Not as bad as some, but enough to make me stay at my grandmother’s when I wasn’t at your house.”

“I’m sorry, Margot.”

“I’m not. Watching you with Willow Mae taught me everything I ever needed to know about love. I grew up in your house. I was never away from it. You just didn’t notice.”

“I saw you.”

“I was being a good girl so I could stay.”

“You were a good girl. You are a good girl. Both of you.”

I felt her body tighten. The praise reached inside her, not like a cock does — really inside, everywhere all at once.

“It’s nice to be told you’re a good person, Leo.”

“You are. You and Willow Mae are the best human beings I know.”

“We were always there for each other.”

She cried and turned into me. I held her tightly, compressing as much of her as I could in a bear hug. My Dad joined us on the bed and stroked her back, the same way he stroked mine when I was sick, during storms while I slept, or just when I needed a fatherly touch.

Margot responded slowly. Her crying broke, and her body relaxed.

“Thank you, Leo.”

“No, darling. Thank you. You picked up scuba in no time today, and I loved teaching you so much it gave my life meaning.”

She looked up at me, her big brown eyes wide and teary, and she smiled.

I smiled back.

“You’re an amazing teacher. I remember when I was thirteen, and Gran bought me a mountain bike so I could ride with you and Willow Mae.”

“I remember that.”

“You set my bike up, and between the two of you, you taught me to ride. Even a drop-off after two weeks.”

“And now we’re all as good as each other.”

She turned to face my father. He smiled. She smiled back.

“Because of you.”

“Because of both of you. You and Willow Mae have skills.”

He reached out and took both of her hands. She looked down. She looked up and smiled at my father—not the girl who grew up around him—the woman who bleached her anus and waxed and shaved because she wanted him inside her.

“You see, Leo. I don’t have a single happy memory in my life that one or both of you are not in.”

I breathed deeply and choked up.

Dad didn’t.

He just smiled and leaned in.

“I’ve loved you for some time, too, Margot.”

And then, while I held her, my father kissed my best friend.

Their lips parted.

The only sound was the ocean, a swell slapping gently against the hull, barely enough to move us. I felt love. Just that. No jealousy.

Margot turned and stared at me.

“Will you kiss me too, Willow Mae?”

“I would love to.”

We stared at each other for a minute, maybe more. She cupped my cheek in her palm. I held her chin with a finger and thumb. Her eyes were still wet, the lashes dark and clumped, and I could see my own reflection in them — a girl about to kiss a girl for the first time, and the girl she was kissing was the girl she’d known longest in the world.

I leaned in.

Her mouth was softer than my father’s. Smaller. She tasted like wine and the salt from her tears and something underneath — sweet, warm, the taste of a girl’s mouth instead of a man’s. Her lips moved against mine gently, learning, and then her tongue found mine, and she made a sound in the back of her throat that I felt in my cunt. A low, quiet moan. The sound of a girl who’d wanted this during sleepovers and had kept it locked inside herself for years.

I kissed her deeper.

My hand slid from her chin into her hair — dark, still damp from the day, the coconut shampoo warm against my fingers. Her hand moved from my cheek to the back of my neck, and she pulled me closer.

When I pulled back, her lips were swollen. Her eyes were wide open.

“I’ve wanted to do that since I was fifteen.”

“So have I.”

“Liar.”

“I’m not lying, Margot.”

She searched my face and found the truth there.

“Okay. You’re not lying.”

Dad watched us from the edge of the berth. His cock was fully hard now, tenting the cotton of his boxer briefs, the head pressing a dark wet spot into the fabric. He hadn’t touched himself. He didn’t need to. Two girls he loved had just kissed in front of him, and his body had answered the way bodies do when the thing you’ve imagined becomes real.

“This is one night, Dad. Then we see where we are. We all say yes, or we don’t do it.”

“I say yes.”

“Margot?”

“I’ve been saying yes since I got on this boat.”

I pulled my t-shirt over my head — his gray one, the one I’d knotted at the front, still smelling of his deodorant and my skin. I unclipped my bikini top and dropped it on the cabin sole. My breasts settled in the warm air, nipples already hard.

Margot watched me. Her eyes moved down my body the way they’d moved at sleepovers — except now she wasn’t pretending she wasn’t looking.

I went to her and lifted the white dress over her head. She wore a black bikini top underneath. I unclipped the top and saw her breasts were smaller than mine — compact, round, dark nipples puckering in the cabin air. I’d seen them a hundred times through fabric and in changing rooms, and I’d never let myself look.

I was looking now.

I hooked my thumbs in her white cotton panties and pulled them down. The fabric caught on her inner thighs — damp, warm, the gusset clinging to the seam of her swollen cunt lips before it peeled away with a quiet, wet sound. The cotton was ruined. She hadn’t been exaggerating about the five pairs of panties she’d soaked through in twenty-four hours.

“My god, you are shaved bare.”

“You won’t find a hair or grain of stubble down there. As I was at birth.”

She was shaved bare. The skin was smooth, the faint shadows of the follicle pockmarks she’d described visible under the reading light, her lips closed and pale with a thin line of moisture glistening along the seam.

She’d prepared every surface.

The offer was total.

My cunt clenched.

“You’re beautiful, Margot.”

“So are you.”

I stood and slid my shorts and panties off. Two girls. Naked. The reading light casting us in gold. She spread her legs wider for my father to see the virgin offering. She looked hopeful.

She tracked his face and saw something that made her smile like I’d never seen her smile before.

“Do you like it?”

“Beautiful, Margot.”

“I want you to ruin it. Break me in, Daddy.”

The word sounded right. Just as right as if I had said it. Still no jealousy, just love and lust and a desperation to get started.

I turned to Leo.

“Stand up, Dad.”

He stood.

I hooked my fingers in the waistband of his boxer briefs and pulled down. His cock came free — thick, hard, standing against his stomach with the slit glistening. The vein on the underside was raised and dark. The circumcised head flushed smooth. The shaft I’d had inside me every day since and including my birthday, and still couldn’t look at without my mouth going wet.

Margot’s breath caught.

She’d guessed eight inches in the cockpit. The guess was one thing. The cock and its presence — the width, the heft, the ridge I could trace from memory — was something else.

“That’s our Daddy’s cock, Margot.”

“I can see.”

“And it’s going to be inside you tonight.”

Leo sat against the headboard, the reading light above his left shoulder. Margot beside him. I climbed over both of them, my knees on either side of Margot’s hips, and I cupped her face and kissed her again — slower this time, deeper, my breasts pressing against hers, my nipples dragging across her skin.

She arched into me.

Dad’s hand found the small of my back. Warm. Steady. The hand that had guided me through a hundred firsts — my first bicycle, my first dive, my first time swallowing his cock to the base. His thumb traced my spine.

“Touch your baby girl, Dad.”

His hand moved from my back to Margot’s breast. His fingers closed around it gently — the callused palm against the soft weight, his thumb circling the nipple until it stiffened under his touch.

Margot gasped into my mouth.

I pulled back and lowered my head to her other breast. Took the nipple between my lips and sucked — gently, then harder, drawing it between my teeth the way Leo drew mine when he wanted me to squirm. Margot’s hands found both our heads, one in my father’s hair, one in mine. She held us there, a breast in each mouth.

“Oh god.”

It was the sound of a girl being touched by two people who loved her.

I felt Leo’s hand slide across Margot’s stomach, his fingertips trailing the flat plane of skin below her navel, heading for her cunt.

I caught his wrist.

“Not yet, Dad.”

He looked at me.

“I have an idea.”

I sat up and moved to the foot of the berth. Leo lay back against the pillows. His cock stood thick above his stomach, the slit wet, a thread of precum catching the light.

“Margot. Come here.”

She crawled to me on her hands and knees, her breasts swaying, her eyes on his cock.

I wrapped my hand around Leo’s shaft. Familiar. Mine. The heat and the weight and the heartbeat pulsing through the vein against my ring finger. I held him upright.

“This is what you’ve been thinking about.”

“For years.”

“Wrap your lips around our Daddy’s head. Just the rim. Tongue on the underside where the vein runs.”

“And then?”

“Let him marinate in your mouth. Taste him, savor it, and close your eyes. Only think about Leo, his flesh, the shape, the way he fills your mouth. Remember the burn, let it run across your tongue—”

“Hardwire him to me?”

“Yes.”

She lowered her mouth. I watched her lips part around the crown of my father’s cock — stretching at the corners, pink before whitening, accommodating the width. Her tongue worked under her cheek, mapping the ridge, finding the frenulum, tasting the sharp salt of his precum for the first time.

She closed her eyes.

The sound of my best friend sucking my father’s cock hit the cabin — wet and intimate. My cunt flooded. The warm rush of slick soaking through nothing because I was already bare, my skin slick and sticky.

“Good. Breathe through your nose.”

Margot breathed. Her eyes found mine — wide, looking for the girl who’d guided her through everything since they were three.

“Take more of his cock. You might gag. Try to manage it. You’ll be glad once you can take it all and let Daddy fuck your throat.”

She did it enthusiastically. Two inches. Three, and I saw her gulp. Her cheeks hollowed. The sound deepened — rhythmic, thick, my best friend’s mouth learning the shape of my father’s cock while I held the shaft steady for her.

Leo groaned—low from his chest. The sound that came when sensation hit a place his control couldn’t reach.

“Breathe through your nose. Relax your throat. Don’t fight it.”

I said it in the same voice he’d used teaching her to clear a flooded mask that morning. His instruction had passed through me. I was teaching Margot the same way Leo had taught me — patient, close, the knowledge passing hand to mouth to mouth.

She took his cock deeper, managing the gag reflex. Her nose brushed against my knuckles. His hips lifted — involuntarily, the body answering before the man could stop it.

He ran his fingers through her hair, leaned closer, and whispered.

“Good girl, Margot.”

The same words that had reached inside her ten minutes ago when she was crying in my arms. They reached inside her again now, and her moan traveled through his shaft and into my hand.

I had an idea.

“Daddy.”

He looked at me. Eyes dark. The expression he wore when I used that register.

“Would you like to lick virgin pussy before ruining it?”

Margot pulled off his cock. A thread of spit connected her lower lip to his crown and broke, falling to the sheet. Her mouth was wet. Her chin was wet. His cock was slick and hard, glistening with my best friend’s spit from head to base.

“Yes.”

“Margot. Straddle his face, spread your knees as wide apart as you can, and keep sucking our Daddy’s cock.”

She understood. She shifted — one knee over Leo’s chest, turning, her body rotating until she faced his feet. I guided her hips, positioning her knees and making sure her cunt was lined up above his mouth. Her shaved lips parted as she widened her knees — the moisture glistening along her engorged seam, the pink of her inner lips opening, the soaking wet entrance clenching and softening with her breathing.

She was open and offered.

Leo’s hands found her thighs and pulled her down.

My Dad’s tongue touched her cunt, and Margot’s whole body jerked. A sound came from her that I’d never heard — high, sharp, raw. The sound of a girl who’d only ever touched herself with a finger or a six-inch pink rabbit on her clit, feeling a man’s tongue inside her for the first time.

“Oh fuck. Oh—”

“Breathe, Margot.”

She spread wider, her lips opened, and she dropped her mouth back onto Leo’s cock. The position locked — her cunt on Dad’s face, her mouth on his shaft, the wet sounds of both filling the cabin.

I moved behind Margot.

Her ass was inches from my face. The bleaching had lightened the skin around her anus to a pale pink, smooth, the tight pucker clenching and softening with each stroke of Leo’s tongue below it. I could see everything. My father’s tongue parting Margot’s folds from underneath, his chin slick, his nose pressed against her perineum. Her thighs were shaking on either side of his head.

I put my hands on Margot’s ass cheeks and spread them apart.

The muscle opened fractionally — the ring responding to the stretch, relaxing. I held her open, my thumbs pressing into the soft flesh, giving my father room to lick deeper inside her.

His tongue pushed further inside Margot’s cunt. I could see the flat of it dragging through her folds, gathering the slick, circling her clit. Her hips rocked. His hands tightened on her thighs.

“Daddy, can you reach inside her?”

The sound he made with his mouth full of virgin pussy was the only answer I needed.

I leaned in.

My tongue found the ridges around Margot’s anus. Warm skin, taut, the muscle clenching against my mouth. I circled her rim — slow, flat strokes with the broad of my tongue. The taste was clean. Skin and warmth and something underneath that was purely her. I circled again. Then the tip — pointed, pressing the center of the ring.

Margot pulled off Leo’s cock.

“Willow Mae. What are you—”

“Shh.”

“I—”

“You bleached your anus for us. Now let me enjoy it.”

I pressed harder. Her muscle yielded — not surrender, choice. The deliberate opening of a body that trusted the mouth behind it. The tip of my tongue breached the ring, and the heat inside was different. Hotter. Tighter. The tissue gripping my tongue in a way nothing else could.

Below my chin, Leo’s mouth worked on Margot’s cunt. I could hear him — wet, rhythmic, the suction when his lips sealed over her clit, her moans muffled by the cock in her mouth. His hands were gripping her thighs, holding her cunt positioned over his face while I rimmed her from behind.

Three mouths. Three bodies. My father’s tongue inside my best friend’s cunt. My tongue inside my best friend’s ass. Her mouth was wrapped around my father’s cock, and the sounds she made were obscene—squelching, sucking, and moaning.

The cabin rocked gently on the swell, the water slapping against the hulls, the reading light casting everything in gold.

Margot’s body convulsed — a shudder that started in her thighs and traveled through her stomach and broke from her throat. Her ass clenched around my tongue, and her cunt ground down onto Leo’s face, and her hand gripped his shaft so hard her knuckles whitened.

She was close. I could feel it in the trembling of the muscle around my tongue, the involuntary clenching, the way her body was trying to pull everything inside and hold it there.

I didn’t pull back.

I pressed deeper — my tongue licking inside her ass, feeling the soft walls that kept tightening as my father found her spot. My thumbs spread her wider, my chin wet with the slick from where Dad was licking her cunt.

Below me, Leo’s mouth sealed over her clit and held. I heard him suck — hard, deliberate, the sound of a man who knew exactly what he was doing to a girl’s body because he’d done it to mine every morning.

Margot broke.

Her orgasm didn’t build. It detonated. Her thighs clamped around Leo’s head, her ass clenched so hard around my tongue I couldn’t move it, and a sound came out of her that I’d never heard from anyone — not a moan, not a scream, something between the two, guttural, the sound torn from a body that had never been touched by another person and was now being eaten in two places by a father and daughter who loved her.

She came on my father’s face.

I felt the squirt through her body — the contractions rippling from her cunt through the thin wall of tissue to the muscle gripping my tongue, rhythmic, involuntary, her pelvis grinding down onto Leo’s mouth as the orgasm pulsed through her in waves.

Her thighs shook. Her stomach clenched. Her hand tightened on Leo’s cock, and the moan that was still pouring out of her vibrated through the shaft and into him.

Leo came.

I saw it from behind — his hips lifting off the berth, his stomach tightening, and then the first pulse hit Margot’s throat. She gagged — a small, wet sound — and pulled back far enough that the second rope of my father’s cum landed across her tongue.

She held him in her mouth, her lips sealed around the head, swallowing, her throat working while her own orgasm was still shuddering through her. His cum in her mouth. Her cum on his face. The mixture of it filled the cabin with a smell I knew from my own mornings — salt and musk and the sharp sweetness of a girl’s cunt — except now there were two of us, and the scent was layered.

Margot collapsed sideways off Leo’s body and onto the berth. Her chest heaving. Her thighs slick. A thread of cum connecting her lower lip to nothing, broken, glistening on her chin.

Leo lay still. His cock was softening against his thigh, still wet. His face was wet. His chest was wet where Margot’s cunt had dripped onto him.

The cabin was quiet.

The hull ticked against the water. The reading light hummed. Somewhere above us, a halyard clinked against the mast in the swell — a small, ordinary sound, the boat doing what boats do while the three of us lay naked and spent in the owner’s berth.

Margot rolled onto her back and stared at the ceiling.

“I just came harder than I’ve ever cum in my life. And all I’ve ever had is a vibrator on my clit.”

“I know.”

“Your father’s tongue, Willow Mae. Your tongue. I can’t—”

Her voice broke. Not crying. Overwhelm. Her body was trying to process what the mind hadn’t caught up to.

“You were both inside me.”

“And our Daddy was inside you.”

“Yes. He was. You were right. His cum tastes amazing.”

“I can’t get enough.”

“Can we share, Willow Mae?”

“We can suck his cum out of each other.”

She giggled and nodded.

I lay down beside her. Leo shifted onto his side and put his arm across both of us — his hand on my hip, his forearm across Margot’s stomach. The three of us on a queen berth built for two, our legs tangled, our skin cooling in the cabin air.

“Willow Mae. Margot.”

“Yeah, Daddy.”

“Yes, Dad.”

“You’re both extraordinary.”

“So are you.”

I kissed Margot’s shoulder. She tasted like sweat.

“Margot?”

“Yeah?”

“That was foreplay.”

She turned her head. Her eyes were still glazed. A smear of Leo’s cum at the corner of her mouth that she hadn’t wiped away.

“Daddy hasn’t fucked you yet.”


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

We kneeled on the bed staring at each other while Dad showered.

“Do you need something to rinse out the taste?”

“No way. I love it. The burn. The salt. I could swallow our Daddy’s cum all day.”

I laughed and kissed her. His cum was still on her tongue — thick, bitter, the salt-musk taste I knew from every morning, except now it was inside Margot’s mouth, and I was licking it off her teeth and swallowing what she hadn’t. The burn hit my throat. My father’s cum passing between two girls’ mouths like something we were sharing because it belonged to both of us.

Margot pointed to the head.

“He’s showering instead of fucking me?”

“Dad wants to be clean for you. We didn’t give him a chance to prepare.”

“I need him inside me.”

“It has to be an event, Margot. Leo wouldn’t forgive himself if it wasn’t.”

“I need this fucking so much.”

“You’ll get it, honey.”

“I want to enjoy what eight inches of someone else’s body feels like when it’s inside mine.”

“You will.”

I sat back on my heels and looked at her. My best friend. Her cunt was shaved and swollen from Dad’s tongue, the taste of his cum still on both our lips. Asking me to describe what she was about to feel.

“When he pushes in, your body fights it. Not because you don’t want it, because he’s thick and you’re tight and your cunt doesn’t know yet that it can take him. The head stretches you open, and you think that’s all there is, and then the shaft follows, and it keeps going. Deeper than you thought you had room for. You feel him in your stomach, Margot.”

Her breath changed.

She glanced down and saw what I did.

A soaking wet hairless pussy.

“Your walls grip every ridge along his cock. Every vein. And his heartbeat — you can feel Dad’s heartbeat through your walls. This slow, heavy pulse that isn’t yours, deep inside your cunt, and your body starts matching it. Your pulse wraps around his cock and squeezes in time with his heart, and you realize your body is trying to keep him there.”

“Did you stretch for him?”

“That was the best part.”

I leaned closer.

“The stretch is the crossing. Your cunt opens for his cock, and it burns, and it’s so tight you think it can’t — and then it gives. The muscle surrenders. He slides to the hilt, and his cock presses up against your cervix, and the heat of him there is — it’s animal, Margot.”

Her chest heaved, and her eyes widened.

“Don’t stop there.”

“This thick, hard, living thing filling every inch of you, and his balls resting against your ass, and you can’t tell where your body stops and his starts. You’re full of our Daddy. Full of a man who’s been sleeping ten feet from you your entire life, and now he’s inside you as deep as a body goes.”

Margot’s thighs pressed together.

“What does it feel like when he cums?”

“His cock swells. The shaft thickens, the head flares against your cervix, and then the first pulse hits. It’s hot. Hotter than you think. Each rope fills you deeper, and your cunt clenches around him and milks him, and you can feel every contraction — his body emptying itself into yours. The cum pools where his head meets your cervix. This thick warmth that keeps coming and keeps coming until it leaks out around his shaft and runs down the crease of your ass, and you’re so full of him that when he pulls out, it floods.”

She gulped.

“I love you, Willow Mae. I love Leo too. I meant every word, but I’ve been the only virgin in the room for more than a day.”

Dad walked in dripping wet and grinning from ear to ear. Water ran off his shoulders and down the dark hair below his navel, the line I’d been watching since the morning at the stove. His cock was already thickening — not fully hard, but heavy, the head flushed and swinging as he crossed the cabin.

“Have you girls been discussing us?”

“Yes. Margot wants you to cum inside her so much it aches.”

“Me too. Do you have any ideas?”

He looked at Margot. He looked at me.

“On the trampoline, Dad. Take Margot under the stars just like when you fucked me.”

“Good idea. No clouds, not much moon, and the sky is full of stars. I suggest we take her together.”

“How?”

“I’ll fuck our girlfriend. You sit on her face and watch everything.”

“Girlfriend?”

“You said we do this and see what happens.”

“I did.”

He sat on the bed. We both went to him, wrapping ourselves around his body. Margot’s fist wrapped around his cock first, so I held hers as she stroked him slowly, coaxing more blood into the shaft until I could feel his heartbeat thumping through her fingers into mine.

“What is it, Dad?”

“Nothing.”

“Please tell me. Don’t hide it.”

He kissed me. He kissed Margot.

“You don’t tell people you love that this is a one-off.”

“Do you want more?”

“Don’t you.”

Margot nodded.

I sighed and nodded too.

“I didn’t want to pressure anyone, Dad.”

“You aren’t. This began a long time ago. Too long to ignore the history between us. Love that was one thing has grown to be another, and who knows — maybe it will be something else again in five years.”

“Who knows?”

“Nobody does, Willow Mae. Nobody knows. So we make the most of it.”

The silence that stretched excited me. Margot was in my life, not as a friend who I talked to whenever I could. We were accountable to each other in an intimate way. Not clinging. Just more than friends.

“Lovers?”

“I think we’re more than that, Dad. Girlfriend is right. You are our boyfriend.”

“It will take time to settle.”

“Yes.”

I turned to Margot.

“Can you stay?”

“I can.”

“Good.”

Margot shifted on the berth and faced me. Her dark hair fell across one shoulder, still damp from the day. Her eyes were wide and wet and fierce — the look she wore when the sass couldn’t carry what she was feeling and the real Margot surfaced.

“Can you hold your Dad’s cock while he slides inside me and then again when he cums inside me, Willow Mae?”

“Yes. Of course.”

“It’s just that — at that moment Leo splits my hymen, I want your hand right there. And your pussy in my mouth.”

“My my. You are a fucking naughty girl.”

“You have no idea how tempted I was to finger you when I taught you how to shave your cunt.”

The image flashed — sophomore year, her bathroom, the razor in her hand, my legs spread on the edge of the tub. Her fingers guiding the blade along my lips, steady and close, the shaving foam washed away, and my bare skin under her knuckles. I’d been so focused on the blade that I hadn’t noticed her breathing.

She’d wanted me then.

“Like this, you mean?”

I leaned in and kissed her.

Her mouth opened against mine — soft, warm, the taste of wine and my father’s cum still on her tongue from the blowjob. I kissed her deeper and felt her hand tighten around Leo’s cock, her grip squeezing as my tongue found hers. She moaned into my mouth. A small sound, swallowed between us, the vibration traveling through my lips into my chest.

My hand slid from her waist down her stomach. I felt the muscles tighten under my fingers — the flat plane of skin below her navel, the smooth absence of hair where she’d shaved and waxed and bleached because she’d wanted this badly enough to prepare every surface. My fingers found her cunt. Bare. Soaking. The lips swollen and parted, the seam slick with arousal that had been building since the foreplay, since the cockpit, since the vibrator through the hull — since before she’d boarded the boat.

I traced her slit with two fingers. Slow. Top to bottom, parting the folds, gathering the slick. Her clit was hard under its hood — I circled it with the pad of my middle finger, and her hips jerked against my hand.

“Willow Mae—”

“Shh.”

Her hand found my cunt. Her fingers slid between my legs, and I gasped — her touch was different from Leo’s. Lighter. Smaller. Her fingertips traced my outer lips, tentative for half a second before she found her nerve and pressed. Two fingers parting me, sliding through the wet mess of my arousal, finding my clit with the accuracy of a girl who’d been touching her own for years and knew exactly where it was.

She rubbed my swollen clit with one fingertip in slow circles—counter-pressure to my fingers on hers.

I worked her clit, and she worked mine, and we knelt on the berth kissing while our hands moved between each other’s legs — slow, deliberate, the wet sounds of two girls fingering each other filling the cabin.

My fingers slid lower, tracing softly along her inner lips, through the slick, to the rim of her entrance. I felt it. The trembling edge of her hole, tight, clenching against my fingertip. And behind it — the resistance. Thin. Specific. The membrane I wasn’t going to break.

I pulled back and circled her clit instead.

“Please—”

“Not me. That belongs to Dad.”

Her breath shuddered against my mouth.

Leo watched us from the edge of the berth. His cock was fully hard now — thick, standing against his stomach, the slit glistening with precum that had been leaking since Margot’s hand first wrapped around him.

He hadn’t touched himself.

He didn’t need to.

Two girls he loved were kneeling naked on his bed with their fingers inside each other, and his body had answered the way bodies do when the thing you’ve imagined becomes real.

He stood and took both our hands.

“Come with me.”

We climbed the companionway steps into the night. The air hit my bare skin — warm, heavy with salt, a breeze carrying the faint smell of the reef at low tide. The teak deck was still holding the day’s heat under my bare feet. Above us, the sky was open — no clouds, the moon a thin crescent low on the horizon, and the stars thick enough to cast shadows on the water.

Dad led us forward past the salon, past the mast, to the trampoline.

The mesh stretched between the hulls — knotted rope, taut, dark water visible through the gaps six inches below. I could hear it — the soft lap of the swell against the fiberglass, the boat breathing on the current. The anchor light made a white point at the mast top, and beyond it, nothing.

Sky.

Water.

The three of us.

Margot stepped onto the mesh and looked down. The ocean moved beneath her feet — black, alive, the starlight catching its surface in shifting points of silver. She lowered herself onto her back, and the rope pressed into her skin — I could see the pattern forming on her shoulder blades, the knotted weave imprinting itself on her body.

She spread her legs wide open, and my nostrils flared.

Margot’s cunt glistened in the anchor light. Her shaved lips were parted, swollen from forty-five minutes of tongue and fingers and edging, a thin line of moisture catching the light along her seam. Her inner lips were pink and full — engorged, the entrance visible, her arousal running in a slow trickle from her hole down the crease of her ass onto the mesh.

She looked up at the stars.

“I’ve wanted this since I was fifteen.”

“I know.”

“Both of you. At the same time. I used to lie awake in your guest room and imagine it — Leo between my legs and you above me and nothing else in the world.”

“You’re not imagining it anymore.”

Dad knelt between her thighs. The mesh bowed under his weight, and the water rose through the gaps, warm against my ankles as I knelt beside them. He put his hands on Margot’s knees and spread them wider. She opened for him — no hesitation, no reflex to close — and I saw her cunt stretch further apart, the entrance dilating slightly as her legs widened.

“Margot.”

“Yeah, Daddy.”

That word in her mouth did something spectacular to me. Not the first time — she’d said it in our foreplay, called him Daddy when she asked to be broken in. But this was different. Quieter. The word she’d been saving.

“Are you ready?”

“I’ve been ready since I got on this boat. Before that. Since the mountain bike and the dive lesson, and every time you said goodnight to me in Willow Mae’s guest room, and I wanted to follow you down the hall.”

“You sound certain.”

“Please fuck the virgin out of me.”

“I will. We will.”

My father’s cock stood between them, the head dark, the shaft slick with the spit from Margot’s blowjob that had dried and been replaced by fresh precum leaking steadily from his slit. The vein on the underside of his solid shaft was thick and raised, the same vein I’d mapped with my tongue the first time I took him in my mouth.

I wrapped my hand around his shaft.

It felt familiar and mine.

But it wasn’t mine alone any longer, and I felt no sting because of it.

The heat and the weight of my father’s cock and the heartbeat pulsed through the vein against my ring finger. I’d held this cock every day since my eighteenth. I’d had it inside me every morning and most nights, and sometimes around midday. I knew the ridge of his head, the taut string that made his breath catch, the way his shaft thickened in the seconds before he came.

Now I was holding it for someone else.

I positioned the head at Margot’s entrance. Dad’s crown pressed against the trembling rim of her hole — wide, smooth, slick with precum. Her lips spread around the tip, the tissue stretching at the edges, the way her mouth had stretched around it twenty minutes ago. The wet heat of her cunt radiated against my knuckles where I held the shaft.

“Breathe, Margot.”

“I’m breathing.”

“Dad. Go slow.”

“Are you both ready?”

“Fuck her, please, Daddy.”

He pushed forward. I felt it through the shaft — the pressure of her entrance resisting, the tight ring of muscle gripping the head, her walls clamping around the crown as it began to spread her open. My hand steadied him, keeping the angle, keeping the depth controlled. The head eased forward. Margot’s lips stretched wider — whitening at the edges, the tissue thinning around the widest point of his rim.

Margot’s breath left her in a rush.

“Oh — fuck—”

“Breathe.”

“He’s so — Willow Mae, he’s so wide—”

“I know. Breathe through it. Your cunt will open for him. Mine did.”

My father’s head slid past her rim. I felt the pop through the shaft — the moment the widest point cleared her entrance, and her lips closed behind the ridge, gripping the neck of his cock. Her walls seized around him. Her thighs shook.

I pushed him deeper. Slowly. An inch. The ridged skin of his shaft dragging against the inside of her cunt — I could feel the friction through my grip, the tight wet heat of a virgin passage accommodating a width it had never known.

The resistance came halfway.

I felt it in my hand — a slight catch, the shaft meeting something thin and specific. Margot’s body went rigid. Her hand shot to my wrist and gripped.

“I can feel it.”

“I know. Dad — push through. One stroke—go balls deep nice and slow.”

Leo’s hips pressed forward. Through my hand, I felt her membrane give — not a snap, not a tear, a yielding. Something thin parting under the pressure of his head, the tissue separating around the cock I was holding steady inside my best friend’s body.

Margot cried out. Not pain — or not only pain. The sound of a body opening for the first time, the sharp sting of the hymen collapsing into the deeper, structural stretch of a cock pressing past it into territory that had never been touched. Her cunt clenched around the shaft so hard I felt the squeeze in my fingers.

“Don’t stop, Daddy. Don’t you dare stop fucking her.”

“I won’t.”

“More. I want all of you inside me, Leo.”

I guided my father’s cock deeper. Two inches. Three. His shaft disappearing into Margot’s body while I held it steady, feeling every ridge of his skin drag against the slick grip of her walls. Her arousal flooded around the shaft — a hot rush of slick that coated my fingers and ran down over my knuckles. Mixed with something else. A faint warmth. The trace of blood from the membrane, thin and pink, blending with the clear arousal until my hand was wet with the evidence of Margot’s virginity ending on my father’s cock.

“All the way, Dad.”

“Slowly.”

“But fill her. Stretch her.”

“She’s tight—like you.”

“Is she stretching?”

“Obediently.”

Dad slid the rest of his cock inside her. His pelvis met Margot’s, and the head pressed deep — I felt his balls settle warm against the back of my hand where I still gripped around the base.

Margot’s mouth was open. Her eyes were closed. Her chest rose and fell in shallow, shaking breaths, her breasts trembling with each exhale. The mesh pressed into her back in a diamond pattern, the knots visible against her skin, the dark water moving beneath her through the gaps.

“How does he feel?”

“Full. I’m so full of his cock I can feel him pressing my stomach. The sting is fading — it’s turning into something else. Something warm.”

“That’s your cunt learning Dad’s shape.”

“I can feel every inch of him, Willow Mae. Every single inch.”

I let go of his shaft. My hand came away slick — arousal, precum, the faintest trace of pink. I held it up to the anchor light. The evidence glistened on my fingers.

“That’s yours, Margot.”

She opened her eyes and saw.

“I don’t care. I saved it for this. For him. For both of you.”

Leo held still inside her. His arms were braced on either side of her body, his hands gripping the mesh, his shoulders taut with the effort of not moving. The restraint I’d watched crack when he fucked me — the same held breath, the same man waiting for permission.

“Fuck her, Dad.”

He fucked her.

First, his hips drew back in a long, slow withdrawal — the shaft of his thick, long cock emerging slick and wet from Margot’s cunt, the head dragging against her walls, her lips clinging to the ridge before stretching as the crown reappeared.

Then Dad drove back in—deeper. The wet sound of his cock filling her — thick, rhythmic, the slick percussion of his shaft driving into a cunt that was gripping him from entrance to depth.

Margot moaned. Her hands found the mesh above her head and held — fingers lacing through the rope, knuckles whitening, her body arching as Leo’s cock found a rhythm inside her.

I moved.

I swung my leg over Margot’s head and straddled her face — my knees on the mesh on either side of her ears, my throbbing cunt above her mouth. I faced Leo. My father looked at me over Margot’s body, his cock buried inside her, his hips rolling in long strokes, and his eyes found mine with an intensity that made my cunt clench around nothing.

“Margot.”

My voice was thick. Low. The tone I used when I needed something, and the need was past the point of pretending.

“Yes, darling?”

“Eat my pussy.”

“I want it all.”

“You have it.”

“I meant your cum too. I want that.”

Her hands came up and gripped my thighs. She pulled me down onto her mouth.

Her tongue hit my cunt, and the world split in half.

It felt soft and wet. The flat of Margot’s tongue dragged through my swollen lips from entrance to clit in one long stroke that gathered every drop of arousal I’d been leaking since dawn. She felt different from Leo — no stubble, no roughness, no wide jaw pressing my thighs apart. Just the soft heat of a girl’s mouth, a girl’s tongue, finding my throbbing clit with the precision of someone who’d been circling her own with a finger or toy every night for years.

She sucked my clit into her mouth and held.

I felt it engorge as the nub dragged itself out of my protective hood.

I gasped. My hands found Leo’s shoulders. He was still moving — his cock driving into Margot’s cunt beneath me, each thrust pushing her body against the mesh, each thrust sending a wave through her that traveled up through her mouth and into my cunt. Every time my father drove his cock balls deep inside her, the force pressed Margot’s face harder against me. Every time he pulled back, my clit dragged across her tongue.

Two rhythms. One body between us.

“Dad. Fuck her harder.”

“Are you sure?”

“Trust me. She needs it. Her tongue is licking inside the hole you fucked this morning.”

Dad fucked her harder. His hands moved from the mesh to Margot’s hips, gripping, tilting her pelvis, and the sound changed — wetter, louder, the slick slap of his cock bottoming out in a cunt that was soaking his shaft and dripping onto the mesh below.

I could see it from above — my father’s cock emerging dark and glistening from between Margot’s stretched lips, the pink tissue gripping him, the mess of arousal and the thin trace of blood coating the shaft before he drove it back inside her.

Margot moaned into my cunt. The vibration of it shot through her chin into my clit and traveled up my spine and detonated at the base of my skull. I ground down onto her face — shameless, past caring, my arousal coating her chin and running down her cheeks.

“Margot. Don’t stop. Whatever happens — his cock inside you, my cunt on your face — don’t stop licking me.”

She didn’t stop eating me.

Her tongue worked my clit in fast, tight circles while Leo fucked her beneath me. I could feel the impact of each thrust through her body — the jolt traveling up through her jaw into my cunt, the rhythm of a man fucking a woman transmitted through the woman’s mouth into another woman’s body.

I leaned forward and kissed Leo.

His mouth was warm. He tasted like salt and coffee and the night air. I kissed him deep, my tongue in my father’s mouth while my best friend’s tongue was deep in my cunt, and the fact of it — his taste, her mouth, his cock inside her, her mouth inside me — made my vision blur at the edges.

“I love you, Dad.”

“I love you, Willow Mae. I love Margot too.”

“Fuck her harder. I can feel every thrust through her tongue.”

He drove into Margot with a force that made the trampoline shudder. His cock slamming into her cunt, the mesh swaying on the ropes, the water splashing up through the gaps and wetting our knees.

Margot’s moans were muffled by my cunt — thick, guttural, the sound of a girl who’d never been fucked and was now being driven into the mesh by a man she’d wanted since she was fifteen while his daughter rode her face.

I watched my father’s cock fuck my best friend.

From above, I could see everything. His shaft — thick, slick, dark with the blood-flush of exertion — sliding in and out of Margot’s stretched cunt. Her lips gripping the ridge of his head on every outstroke, the wet thread of arousal connecting them when he pulled back, the obscene sound of re-entry as he pushed deep again. His balls swinging forward with each thrust, heavy, tightening.

The arousal was running down Margot’s inner thighs. Pooling on the mesh. Dripping through the gaps into the dark water below.

“Dad. She’s close. I can feel it.”

I could.

Margot’s tongue had lost its rhythm — her licking had become frantic, unfocused, the desperate mouth of a girl whose orgasm was building from a place she’d never felt before. Her thighs were shaking against Leo’s hips. Her stomach was clenching in waves I could see from above. Her fingers dug into my thighs hard enough to leave marks.

“Cum for us, Margot. Cum on our Daddy’s cock.”

Leo’s hand came down between Margot’s legs. His thumb found her clit — the same thumb that had traced my cunt through a bikini in the cockpit, the same thumb that had started everything — and he pressed. Circled. Rubbed with the rough pad while his cock drove into her in long, deep strokes.

Margot broke.

Her orgasm hit like a shudder through the mesh. Her cunt clamped around Leo’s shaft — I knew the sensation, the involuntary grip, the rolling pulses. Her thighs locked around his waist, and her back arched off the rope, and her mouth opened against my cunt in a scream that vibrated through my clit and traveled through every nerve I had.

Margot came on my father’s cock.

The spasm traveled through her body into mine. Her mouth sealed over my clit and the vibration of her orgasm — the moan, the contraction, the shuddering exhale — hit me in the place I’d been carrying the denied orgasm since dawn.

I came on Margot’s face.

It started behind my clit and detonated outward — not the rolling waves of Leo’s mouth, not the sharp focus of penetration, something new. A girl’s mouth. My best friend’s mouth. The soft wet pressure of her tongue against my clit while she came on my father’s cock beneath me.

My cunt clenched and released and clenched again, the pulses squeezing against her chin, my arousal flooding her mouth, and I heard myself saying something — her name, his name, words that weren’t words, sounds torn from a body that was cumming harder than I’d thought was possible on the mesh of a trampoline between sea and sky.

I gripped Leo’s shoulders. His eyes were on mine. Watching his daughter cum on his girlfriend’s face while his cock was inside her.

“Cum inside her, Daddy. Now. I want to feel it.”

I reached behind me and wrapped my hand around the base of his shaft where it entered Margot’s body. I could feel the junction — his cock, her stretched lips, the slick mess of arousal coating everything. I squeezed.

His cock swelled in my grip. The shaft thickened, the head flaring somewhere deep inside Margot, and I felt the first pulse travel through the vein under my fingers — a kick, a throb, the unmistakable contraction of his cock delivering the first rope of cum into my best friend’s cunt.

Leo groaned. Low. From the chest. The sound I knew — the sound he made when he came inside me, the sound of his body releasing what it had been holding.

I felt every pulse through the shaft. Three. Four. Five. Each one a hot contraction that I could feel beneath my fingers, each one sending his cum deeper into Margot — filling her the way he’d filled me every morning, the thick warmth pooling where his head met her cervix.

Margot’s cunt gripped him through it — the aftershocks of her orgasm milking his shaft in rhythmic squeezes that I could feel against my hand. The mixture of it running out around the seal of her lips — his cum, her arousal, the faint pink from her virginity — leaking down over my knuckles in a slow, warm rush.

My father emptied himself inside her.

The last pulse faded. His hips stilled. His forehead dropped to my shoulder, and I felt his breath — ragged, hot, slowing against my collarbone. My hand was still wrapped around his shaft where it joined Margot’s body, and I could feel his cock softening inside her, the spent warmth of him.

Below me, Margot’s tongue had stopped. Her mouth rested against my cunt — warm, wet, her breath coming in shuddering exhales that I felt on my swollen clit. Her fingers loosened on my thighs. Her body sank into the mesh.

I lifted myself off her face. Her chin was slick — my arousal coating her from chin to cheekbones, her dark hair damp against the rope, her eyes open and staring at the stars.

Leo pulled out. His cock slid from Margot’s cunt with a sound that carried in the quiet — wet, intimate, the soft pop of the head clearing her entrance. His cum followed — a thick, warm rush that spilled from her dilated hole and ran down the crease of her ass onto the mesh. I could see it in the anchor light — white against her flushed skin, mixed with the thin trace of pink, pooling in the diamond gaps of the rope before dripping through into the dark water below.

The boat held all of it.

Nobody moved.

Three bodies lay on the trampoline. Stars above. Ocean below. The mesh swaying on the swell, the ropes creaking, the water lapping the hulls. The smell of salt and sex and the specific combination of three people who’d just done something that couldn’t be undone — cum and arousal and sweat cooling on skin in the warm night air.

Margot reached for my hand. I gave it. Her fingers were trembling.

“I just came on your Daddy’s cock while you came on my face.”

“Yes, you did.”

“And I can feel his cum inside me.”

“Good.”

Leo lay down beside Margot. His arm went across her stomach. His hand found my hip. The three of us on the mesh — tangled, slick, the rope pressing patterns into our skin, the evidence of everything we’d done pooling beneath us and dripping into the Caribbean.

“Dad.”

“Yeah, Willow Mae.”

“She’s staying with us.”

“I know.”

Margot turned her head and pressed her mouth to Leo’s shoulder. Her eyes found mine over his chest.

“I’m staying.”

We stayed like that.

Nobody moved toward the cabin or reached for clothes or said what happens now. The mesh held us — three bodies sinking into the diamond weave, the rope pressing patterns into the backs of our thighs and shoulders, the water visible through the gaps beneath us. Black water. Stars above and stars below, the sky reflected in the flat Caribbean, and somewhere in between — us.

Everything was suspended.

The breeze had come up. Light, warm, carrying salt and the faint sulfur of the reef at low tide. It moved across my skin, and I felt the coolness wherever we were wet, which was everywhere. The cum drying on Margot’s thighs. The arousal drying on my own. The mixture of all three of us cooling in the night air, and every surface of my body aware of it.

My legs were knitted through both of theirs. Margot in the middle. I lay on my side and kissed her shoulder. Her skin was warm, salt-sticky, and when my lips pressed down, I tasted her and Leo and myself — the three of us mixed on her body in a way that would take a shower to undo and that I didn’t want to undo.

On her other side, Dad did the same. His mouth on her shoulder, his arm across her stomach, his hand resting against my hip. The same hand that had gripped the mesh while he came inside her. The same hand that had been inside my bikini three days ago on a morning that felt like it belonged to a different life.

“I feel different.”

Margot’s voice was quiet. Not uncertain — she wasn’t asking a question. She was naming something her body had told her and her mind was just catching up to.

“I did after Dad made love to me.”

I’d meant it as comfort, but the truth of it settled through me in a way I wasn’t expecting. I’d felt different. After that first night — after the stars and losing my virginity and the crossing — I’d woken up, and my body had known it before I opened my eyes.

The weight of him on the mattress. The smell of him on my skin. Something had reorganized itself inside me overnight, something cellular, and I’d spent every morning since living inside the architecture it built.

This was different again.

I couldn’t name it. The same way I couldn’t name what I’d felt hearing Margot’s vibrator through the hull that first night she came aboard — the warm, low thing that wasn’t jealousy and wasn’t curiosity and wasn’t arousal, or was all three, or was something else entirely that didn’t have a word because the world hadn’t needed the word until three people on a catamaran made it necessary.

Whatever it was, Margot was inside it now. Not visiting. Living there.

She lifted her head. Looked at Dad, then at me, then lay back down and stared straight up at the sky.

“We did make love. Didn’t we?”

“Yes.”

“I felt loved when you both took me.”

The simplicity of it hit me in the chest. Not sex. Not fucked. Loved. Taken. Both words landing with the weight of a girl who’d saved herself for something she couldn’t have described until it happened — and now it had happened, and she was lying between the two people who’d given it to her, and she was telling them what it was.

Dad rose onto one elbow. He looked down at Margot, then at me, and his face did something I hadn’t seen before. Not the expression past pride — that was mine, had been mine since the valedictorian speech, the look that lived behind his eyes when I did something that made him forget he was supposed to be the steady one.

This was quieter.

His jaw was soft.

His eyes moved between us slowly, taking in what was in front of him — two girls on his trampoline, naked, slick, his cum inside one of them, his daughter’s arousal drying on the other’s face. A man whose life had just rearranged itself around a shape he hadn’t planned for, and who wasn’t fighting the shape.

“I felt love too. I connected with both of you — even though Willow Mae was sitting on your mouth, Margot, I still felt you and her.”

His voice was low. The after-sex voice. The one that lived in a tone between the father and the man and the lover, all three of them present, none of them pretending to be absent.

“You know it’s been like this for a long time, Leo?”

Margot’s hand found his chest. Her fingers rested on his sternum — light, proprietary in a way that was new and that I watched without flinching.

“I know.”

“You’ve felt this before, though. Willow Mae’s mom?”

The air on the trampoline changed.

Dad stared up at the stars for a long time. The mesh swayed beneath us — a swell passing under the hulls, the water shifting, the boat adjusting. I watched his jaw work. Not anger. Something older than anger, further back, living in a room I hadn’t known existed until Margot opened the door to it.

“We’ll talk about that soon. I promise.”

He meant it. I could hear the promise in the specific way he said it — the same voice he’d used when I was seven and asked why my mother didn’t come back. We’ll talk about it when you’re older, Willow Mae. And he had. He’d told me what he could, when he could, in pieces I could carry. This was the same man, the same promise, but in a different room.

But Margot’s question had cracked something open in me that I wasn’t expecting.

I’d grown out of a daughter’s love into a girlfriend’s love, and that transformation had consumed me — the sheer fact of it, the navigation, the word boyfriend arriving without announcement in my mind. I’d spent days inside it. Living inside the crossing. Managing my duality.

I hadn’t thought about what came before.

Fourteen years. Dad had raised me alone. He’d slept in the cabin next to mine and never brought a woman aboard. He’d taught me to dive, to sail, to read a reef — and at night he’d gone to bed alone in a berth that smelled like salt and diesel and nobody else.

Had anyone touched him? Had he lain in the dark on this boat and wanted someone the way I’d wanted him — not abstractly, not theoretically, but with the desperate ache of a body that knows exactly who it needs and can’t have them?

The scale of it hit me. Not what I’d given him. What he’d gone without.

I pressed my mouth harder into Margot’s shoulder and closed my eyes.

Margot sighed. Her breath moved through the warm air and I felt it on my collarbone.

“I think I was always supposed to lose my virginity to you two, here, under this sky. I won’t ever forget these stars or this night.”

“What do you want to do next, Margot?”

She turned onto her side, facing me. Her hand left Dad’s chest and found my hip — her thumb tracing the bone, the same bone Leo’s thumb had traced through a bikini in the cockpit three days ago. Her eyes were dark and certain. The cum was drying on the inside of her thigh. Dad’s hand rested on the curve of her waist from behind, and she leaned into him without breaking my gaze.

“I want to watch Leo make love to you. I want to see what he looks like inside the girl he raised.”

Her thumb pressed into my hip.

“And then I want to make love to you, Willow Mae. While he’s still inside both of us.”

I didn’t answer. I didn’t need to. My body had answered the moment her thumb found my hip — the pulse, the clench, the warm rush that I’d been carrying since her first night aboard and that I could finally feel the full shape of.

Dad’s arm tightened around Margot’s waist. His forehead pressed against the back of her neck. His eyes found mine over her shoulder — steady, sure, the eyes of a man who’d spent fourteen years alone and was now holding two girls on a net between the ocean and the sky and wasn’t letting go.

Nobody spoke.

The trampoline swayed on the swell. The water lapped the hulls. The anchor light swung its slow arc across the deck, and the stars held their positions above us — fixed, indifferent, bright enough to see by, old enough to have watched everything that had ever happened on every ocean that had ever held a boat.

The boat held the water. The water held the night. The net held us.

Margot raised herself onto her knees and looked at both of us.

“I want to say something to both of you.”

“About what?”

“What happens when this trip ends?”

“I don’t know.”

“You should also know I was accepted to USD three weeks ago. I wasn’t going to mention it, but then your father came inside me, so the timing felt right.”


Chapter Five

◆◆◆

I woke up covered by a large comforter, lying on the trampoline, my pussy aching from my stepdad’s cock. The sun was bright — heaven knows how Margot and I slept through it.

Margot.

She was my girlfriend now.

I turned, and she was there — watching, smiling. Her dark hair was pressed flat against the mesh on one side, the diamond pattern from the knots printed across her shoulder blade like a tattoo she hadn’t asked for. The comforter was the blue one from the salon — a spare my father kept in the starboard locker. He’d covered us in the night.

“Good morning, Willow Mae.”

“Morning. I’ve woken up beside you many times, but never with the taste of your pussy on my lips and inside my mouth.”

She giggled and shuffled forward, folding into me. Her body was warm — bare, salt-tacky, the specific warmth of a girl who’d slept naked on a trampoline over Caribbean water with the cum of a man she loved still drying between her thighs.

“Last night was amazing, Willow Mae.”

“Yes. It was.”

“Leo fucked us so many times.”

“Dad was planting his seed. I can feel it, and I see it in his eyes.”

She pursed her lips, and something about her face suggested I’d struck a chord.

“What is it, Margot?”

“I shouldn’t say.”

I nodded.

“I want to have his babies too.”

“I never said that.”

“You meant it, though.”

She sighed, kissed me softly on my lips — my father’s cum still there, carried on her breath and tongue. The kiss tasted like the night before. Like all three of us, mixed and layered and impossible to separate.

“I did mean it. Ever since I got my period, I’ve been drawn to Leo.”

“I know. Well, I didn’t know, but I do now, and I understand why.”

“Surely you want him long-term as well, Willow Mae?”

“I do, but we have to be cautious.”

“Because of your mom?”

“Not really her. It’s because of what he gave up that day she left. He found a baby, made her his own, and dedicated his life.”

“He has some catching up to do, but let’s not forget — he’s at an age when babies would be appropriate rather than waiting longer.”

“And we are going to college, Margot.”

Margot had named the thing troubling me, too. I wasn’t bothered about the age gap. I wanted Leo to have kids of his own, then grandkids, and maybe their children too. As young as he looked, as vigorously as he made love, time wasn’t running on his side.

“Do you think we trapped him, Margot?”

“No. He wanted you. You wanted him. Same with me.”

“But age is a factor.”

“We’re both studying in San Diego.”

“You kept that hidden. I thought your picks were all Ivy League.”

She rolled onto her back. The mesh bowed beneath her, the water visible through the gaps — turquoise now, bright, the dark of last night replaced by the absurd clarity of a Caribbean morning.

“No.”

I could tell Margot wasn’t open to a discussion.

I heard Dad before I saw him. He broke the surface underneath us, splashing us both through the mesh. We rolled over, and he was inches away — looking up through the rope diamonds, grinning like a Cheshire cat. His hair was slicked back, water beading on his shoulders, his eyes bright in a way that made him look ten years younger.

“How are my special girls this morning?”

“You went diving without us?”

“Didn’t want to wake you.”

“Did you catch breakfast?”

“Not this morning, darling. We’re going to Sammy’s.”

Sammy’s was a twenty-minute motor south — a bar built from driftwood and corrugated tin under a thatched palm roof, perched on a spit of sand at the tip of an atoll. It catered to liveaboards and dive groups. The kind of place where nobody wore shoes, and the coffee came in chipped ceramic mugs, and the music was Sammy’s phone plugged into a speaker zip-tied to a post.

We motored over in flat water, the reef visible beneath us the entire way — dark heads of coral on white sand, the water so clear it looked like the boat was hovering. Margot sat on the foredeck with her legs through the trampoline mesh, wearing one of Leo’s t-shirts over her bikini. I stood beside Dad at the helm and watched the atoll grow from a smudge of white to a strip of sand with palm trees and tin roofing and six boats already at anchor in the turquoise shallows.

My stepdad. My boyfriend. The man who’d fucked me and my best friend under the stars and then covered us with a comforter and gone diving at dawn because that’s who he was.

He dropped the hook in seven meters. Backed down on the chain until the anchor bit, and killed the engines.

The silence was immediate — the breeze, the swell, and music carrying across the water. Reggae. Slow and warm, a bass line you could feel in your ribs.

We swam in. Margot’s second real ocean swim without a mask — she kicked too hard and swallowed salty water, and Dad towed her the last thirty yards with one arm while she coughed and laughed and called herself pathetic. I swam ahead, cutting the water clean, my body doing what it had done since Leo first put me in the ocean at five.

The sand was white and soft and hot underfoot. Sammy’s was already half full — dive groups in rash guards eating eggs, a family from one of the monohulls with two kids building a sandcastle near the water, older couples who looked like they’d been living aboard for decades, their skin the color and texture of old teak. A woman behind the bar — short, dark, silver rings on every finger — was flipping something on a flat grill that smelled like heaven.

Johnnycakes. Scrambled eggs with scotch bonnets and green onions. Plantains caramelized at the edges. Hot sauce in a bottle with no label. Coffee that had been on since before dawn — thick, dark, strong enough to restart a dead engine.

Dad ordered for three without asking. He knew what Margot ate because he’d been feeding her for fifteen years — birthday sleepovers, Friday night dinners, Sunday brunches when she’d appeared in the kitchen with pillow creases on her cheek and asked for pancakes.

We sat at a table by the water — rough planks on cinder blocks, three mismatched chairs, a view of the reef and the boats and the line where the turquoise ended and the blue began. The music shifted — something acoustic, a woman’s voice over a steel drum, the notes hanging in the salt air like something you could reach out and hold.

Dad reached for my hand across the table.

I took it.

He reached for Margot’s.

She took it.

Three hands on the rough wood. Linked, visible, unhidden. It was the first time the three of us had touched in public — not on the boat, not in the dark, not under a comforter on a trampoline. Here. In daylight. In a bar full of strangers, with reggae playing and coffee steaming and the woman at the grill glancing at our hands once before going back to her plantains.

Nobody stared. The dive groups didn’t look up. The older couple at the next table — she in a faded sarong, he in a hat that had seen better decades — noticed, and the woman smiled. Not approval. Recognition. The look of someone who’d been on the water long enough to know love when she saw it and wasn’t going to waste a second pretending she didn’t.

A woman at the bar saw something different.

Mid-thirties. Dark hair pulled back. Bikini top and a sarong knotted at her hip. She leaned on her elbow and looked at Leo over the rim of her coffee — not a glance, a look. Her eyes moved from his shoulders to his hands to his face, and she didn’t bother being subtle about it.

Margot saw her first.

“That woman is staring at Leo.”

“People stare.”

“She’s not staring at the scenery, Willow Mae.”

I looked. The woman was still watching — beautiful in the sun-worn way that women who live on boats get. Lean, salt-faded, confident. She caught my eye and held it.

“You’re jealous, Margot.”

“I might be a little possessive.”

She said it to both of us. Not apologetically, not as a joke. A statement of fact, delivered the way Margot delivered everything that mattered — straight, clear, with eye contact.

“Of both of you. Is that psychotic?”

Dad lifted her hand and kissed her knuckles.

“It’s human, darling.”

“I don’t share well. I know that about myself.”

“You shared last night.”

“That’s different. We’re — this is us. That woman doesn’t get to look at what’s mine.”

Mine. Not ours. Mine.

Margot’s possessiveness was a different animal from anything I’d felt. I’d watched Leo teach her wine without flinching. I’d guided his cock inside her without jealousy. But Margot’s love came with a perimeter, and a stranger leaning on a bar with interested eyes had just stepped across it.

I squeezed her hand.

“She can look. Nobody touches.”

“Damn right.”

The food arrived. Johnnycakes golden and crisp, eggs scrambled loose with flecks of scotch bonnet, plantains that crumbled sweet and warm between the teeth. We ate one-handed, the others still linked across the table — letting go to cut, to lift, to drink, finding each other again between bites. Dad’s thumb traced slow circles on the inside of my wrist while Margot demolished a johnnycake with the focused pleasure of a girl who hadn’t eaten since the wine and prawns last night.

I’d been carrying Margot’s bomb since the trampoline. Three weeks. She’d sat on her San Diego acceptance through the flight, the taxi, the first night, the vibrator through the hull, the flirting, the foreplay, the deflowering — and dropped it after my father came inside her because the timing felt right.

It felt right to crack it open here.

“So, you chose San Diego?”

Dad sat there and said nothing. He sipped his coffee. His face gave nothing — the mask, the one I’d spent eighteen years reading and could still barely crack when he chose to hold it.

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“Because you’ll be there.”

“I’m only going because Scripps is the best place for marine biology. You could’ve gone anywhere, Margot. Fucking anywhere.”

“You sound like my parents.”

I looked at Dad for help. None came. I widened my eyes. Still none came.

“You have to choose the best place for each of you, Willow Mae. Margot is our girlfriend. We don’t get to make choices for her.”

“Jesus, Dad.”

“I don’t get to make choices for you either, darling.”

“I am your daughter.”

“And you are our girlfriend.”

I wasn’t angry. But I was concerned that we’d already started to pull apart at the seams. Having Margot in San Diego would be amazing — the obvious stumbling block was my father's absence.

“You and Margot will be together.”

“But not as friends, Dad. We’ll be together. Without you.”

“Yes.”

I stood up and walked away.

Half sulking — knowing I was half sulking and not caring. I walked past the last table, past the dinghy rack, past the point where the sand turned from soft to packed, and the footprints ended. The western tip of the atoll tapered to a blade of white—reef flat on one side, open ocean on the other, the current splitting around the point and fighting over which way to cover the coral.

I watched the rip tides quarrel. The water was five or six meters over the reef — clear enough to see the bottom. Parrotfish working the dead patches. Sea fans lifting and dropping on the surge. Good diving today. Dad would take us somewhere sheltered — a quiet spot with five meters of water where Margot could practice without the current pushing her sideways.

The music from Sammy’s was faint out here. Just the water and the wind.

“Are you okay, Willow Mae?”

“Not really.”

Margot wrapped her arms around my waist and placed her chin on my shoulder. Her body pressed against my back — warm, still smelling of salt and last night and the coconut shampoo she’d missed a day of using.

“You don’t want me without Leo?”

“It’s not that. You’re being reductive.”

“You’re worried that Leo will be left out?”

I turned into her.

“He deserves better, Margot. Better than part-time girlfriends.”

“I know. But we also have to live.”

“We won’t make love. At San Diego. Not without him.”

“Why not?”

“Because last night we decided on being a threesome.”

“A triad, Willow Mae. Or a throuple.”

“Whatever.”

She took my hand and started pulling me back toward Sammy’s. The sand was hot under my bare feet — the sun directly overhead, shadows gone, the whole atoll baking.

“He wanted me to tell you that our happiness is all he wants.”

“That’s Dad all right. But I can’t do this unless he gets what’s right for him too.”

“Why do you think I chose San Diego, Willow Mae?”

“So we could be together?”

“Yes. All of us.”

She said it simply. Like choosing a college based on where the people you loved would be was the most rational decision a girl could make.

All of us.

Not me and Margot studying while Dad sat alone at the end of a gravel road a thousand miles east. All three. The boat. The marina. San Diego.

I looked back toward Sammy’s. Dad was still at the table — coffee in hand, watching us across the sand. He raised his mug.

One nod.

The same one from my first swim meet at nine, from graduation, from the helm when I trimmed the genoa before he called it. Chin up, one nod. You’ve got this. I’m here. Go.

We walked back.

We settled the bill at Sammy’s — Dad left cash under his coffee mug, and we swam back to the boat. The water was warm and flat, and I could see the anchor chain from the surface, a dark line running from the bow to a white patch of sand eight meters down.

Margot made it without being towed this time. Small victories.

We sat in the cockpit, drying in the sun, the taste of coffee and scotch bonnets still in my mouth. The boat rocked on a passing swell. The reef was visible off the starboard hull — dark coral heads, the flash of something silver turning near the bottom.

Margot hadn’t finished.

I could tell by the way she sat — her fingers moving against Leo’s thigh in the absent pattern she used when she was constructing an argument. The philosophy major. Building her case before she opened her mouth.

“Leo.”

“Yeah.”

“Willow Mae and I need to talk to you about sex.”

Dad’s eyebrow went up. The half-amused, half-wary look of a man who’d been inside both of us twelve hours ago, being told we needed to discuss the subject.

“I’m listening.”

“We’re eighteen. Our hormones are—”

She waved a hand at the general vicinity of her body.

“Insane. Everything is heightened. Everything we feel, we feel at full volume. The experimentation, the wanting — it’s not going to slow down. It’s going to accelerate.”

“Okay.”

“I want you to fuck us. A lot. Both of us. As often as you physically can.”

Dad looked at me.

“Margot speaks for both of us, Dad.”

“We’re aware you need recovery time. We’re not idiots.”

“Thank you.”

“So here’s the proposal. When you need to rest between sessions, Willow Mae and I handle the boat. Lines, helm, navigation. You rest. Sleep. Eat. Recover. And when you’re ready, you fuck one of us. Then you rest again. Then you fuck the other.”

“You’ve thought about this.”

“I’ve been thinking about it since the trampoline. I’ve never cum like that in my life, and I don’t intend to go back to a vibrator.”

I sat on the cockpit coaming and pulled my knees up.

“There’s a timing thing, Dad.”

“Go on.”

“I get my period in five days.”

He nodded. No reaction. The same man who’d tossed tampons into the Costco cart without comment.

“And Margot’s is a few days after mine.”

I looked at Margot. She grinned, her cheeks flushing.

“Our uteruses are codependent. I’ve known your cycle better than my own since I was sixteen.”

Of course I did.

“So what happens when I’m on my period, Dad?”

“Nothing changes.”

“Nothing?”

“You heard me. Nothing changes. I’ll keep making love to both of you.”

“Even when—”

“Willow Mae. I promised you period sex on this boat. That hasn’t changed because Margot’s here. You bleed, I fuck you. She bleeds, I fuck her. We put towels down and shower after. That’s it.”

The matter-of-fact delivery hit me low in my stomach. Not arousal — or not only arousal. Relief. The absolute certainty that this man would not flinch at a body doing what bodies do. He’d raised me through my first period. He’d left pads on the bathroom counter before I’d asked for them, washed the sheets without mentioning the stain. The idea that blood would make him pull away was absurd.

Margot exhaled.

“You might be the only man alive who says that without flinching.”

“Margot. You’re both women. Women bleed. I’ve been a single dad for fourteen years. There is nothing about your bodies that I’m uncomfortable with.”

The boat rocked on a swell. The halyard tapped the mast. I could feel the conversation opening toward the thing I’d been thinking about since last night — since Dad’s tongue had found a place I hadn’t expected, and my body had answered in a way I hadn’t planned.

“There’s something else.”

“What is it, Willow Mae?”

“Last night. When you rimmed me.”

The word sat in the open air. Margot’s breath changed — a small intake that told me she’d felt it too. My tongue on her asshole during the night, the slow circles, the pressure, the involuntary opening that had made her gasp into the comforter.

“It opened a door, Dad.”

“Okay.”

“I want to go through it. Anal. I want it.”

I looked at Margot.

“Me too.”

Leo looked shocked, glancing from one to the other.

“Both of you. Anal?”

“Have you ever done it, Dad?”

“Never.”

“Do you want to?”

“Oh yes. Please.”

“Not at the same time. On different days. I want mine to be ours first. Just you and me. And then Margot gets hers. Just you and her.”

Margot nodded.

“I want that. I want to watch you take Willow Mae’s ass first. And then I want mine fucked and stretched.”

“You’ve discussed this.”

“We discussed it on the trampoline while you were sleeping. Before the comforter.”

Dad leaned back against the cockpit cushion — the pale blue one, the Bordeaux stain still there at the edge of his shoulder. He looked at the sky, then the water, then at us. Two girls sitting across from him with their legs folded, asking him to take their anal virginity on consecutive days, the way they might ask him to plan consecutive dive sites.

“We’ll prepare properly. Both of you. We’ll take our time.”

“Thank you, Daddy.”

“Thank you, Leo.”

The conversation had done what conversations about sex always did on this boat — started as words and ended in my cunt. I was soaking. I could feel the slick gathering between my lips, the fabric of my bikini darkening where it pressed against me. Margot’s chest was flushed — the pink spreading from her throat to her breasts, her nipples hard through the t-shirt she’d stolen from Leo.

I looked at Margot.

She looked at me.

We moved at the same time.

I slid off the coaming onto my knees on the cockpit sole. Margot followed. We knelt side by side in front of Leo — the teak warm under my kneecaps, the same teak where I’d knelt to give my first blowjob two nights ago.

Dad looked down at us. His cock was already hard — the outline straining against his board shorts, the head defined against his thigh, a dark spot of precum soaking through the fabric.

I reached up and pulled his waistband down. His cock sprang free — thick, hard, the head flushed dark and smooth, a bead of precum sitting in the slit like a jewel. The shaft stood against his stomach, the vein on the underside raised and pulsing. I knew this cock. Every ridge. Every response. But seeing Margot’s face as she looked at it — her lips parting, her tongue wetting her lower lip — made it new.

“Let’s suck his cock together.”

I wrapped my hand firmly around the base and tilted his shaft toward us.

Margot went first.

Her lips closed around the head of my father’s cock — I watched them stretch around his rim, the corners whitening as her mouth accommodated his width. Her eyes closed. Her jaw opened wider. Her knees spread. I could see her tongue moving under her cheek, working the underside of his crown, coating the head in spit.

The sound was wet and intimate. The sound of my best friend’s mouth working my father’s cock went straight to my cunt. I felt the arousal let go inside me, a hot rush of slick that soaked through my bikini and ran warm down my inner thigh.

She pulled back. A string of spit connected her lower lip to his crown and broke.

“Your turn.”

I took him.

The taste hit me — salt, musk, the trace of Margot’s spit layered over the familiar taste of Leo’s skin. I sucked the head into my mouth and felt the slit pulse against my tongue, a fresh bead of precum leaking out, thick and warm, pooling behind my lower lip. I worked the crown — circling the ridge, pressing into the frenulum, the taut string that made his breath catch and his hips jerk.

His hand found my hair. His other hand found Margot’s.

Margot’s fingers hooked my bikini gusset aside. The air hit my soaked cunt for half a second before her hand replaced it — two fingers and a thumb wedged, pressing into my throbbing hole without warning.

My cunt clamped down on all three, the sudden fullness stretching me while my mouth was full of my father’s cock. She fucked me gently — her wrist rolling, her fingers curled against my front wall, slow strokes that sent shudders up through my thighs and into the moan I couldn’t hold back.

The vibration traveled through Dad’s shaft. He groaned above us.

When she pulled her fingers out, the loss hit — the clench around nothing, the slick running warm where her hand had been. I saw her hand rise past my face, glistening, her fingers coated in the thick mess of my arousal. Dad’s cock was wedged in my throat, and I couldn’t speak, could only watch.

Margot was feeding my cunt to my father.

His lips closed around her knuckles, and he sucked — slow, thorough, his eyes closing, his tongue working between her fingers the way mine was working the underside of his cock. Tasting me through her. My cunt on Margot’s hand, my cunt in my father’s mouth, my father’s cock in mine.

He devoured them. Every drop of me. His jaw working, Margot’s fingers deep in his mouth, while I held his cock deep in mine.

We fell into a rhythm.

One mouth on the head, the other on the shaft. Margot’s tongue traced the vein on the underside from root to rim while my lips worked the crown — her spit mixing with mine, the shaft glistening, both our mouths making him slick from head to base. Then we switched. My tongue dragging up the shaft while her lips closed over the head, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked, the wet sound of her mouth filling the cockpit.

I went lower.

Dad’s balls were heavy and warm against my chin. I took one into my mouth — the skin soft, yielding, the shape of it filling my cheek. I sucked gently and felt it tighten against my tongue. The smell was stronger here — salt, musk, the concentrated scent of his body, the same scent I’d been breathing in hugs and goodnight kisses for seventeen years, now coating the inside of my mouth in a way that made my cunt clench around nothing.

Margot watched me, Dad’s cock in her fist, her eyes wide.

“Show me how you suck his balls, Willow Mae.”

I released the first and took his second. Then I licked the seam between them — the ridge of skin, the perineum beyond, rough and sensitive. Leo’s thighs clenched. His breath caught.

Margot followed my lead. She released the head with a wet pop and went to his balls — her mouth smaller than mine, her tongue tentative for a second before she committed, sucking one into her mouth and holding it while I worked the other. Her eyes closed. She moaned around the skin, and the vibration traveled through his scrotum into my mouth.

We gripped Dad’s cock, one fist above the other — and in unison, we stroked him, slowly, from root to tip while we sucked his balls.

Two mouths on his balls. His cock pulsing in our hands, twitching, the head dark and wet and leaking a steady thread of precum that dripped onto Margot’s finger.

“Both of you. Fuck — both of you—”

“We’re sharing your cum.”

“Yes… That’s it — share. That’s how this works.”

Dad’s voice was wrecked. The steady, controlled voice I’d known my entire life broke into something raw and hoarse and shaking.

We came together on the shaft. Both mouths, side by side. Her lips on one side, mine on the other, our tongues meeting along the vein on the underside as we licked from base to head in one long stroke. Our lips touched over the crown — Margot’s mouth and mine, his cock between us, the head slick with spit and precum, our tongues crossing over the slit.

I tasted him and her. Salt and musk and the warm sweetness of Margot’s mouth.

His cock swelled.

I felt it through my lips — the shaft thickening, the vein pulsing harder, the head flaring. His balls drew up tight — I’d felt them tighten against my chin a second before.

“He’s close.”

I took his head into my mouth and sucked. Hard. My fist wrapped tightly around the shaft below the rim — no gap, nothing wasted. Margot’s hand covered mine, her fingers lacing through, both of us gripping him.

The first pulse of Dad’s cum hit my tongue.

It was hot and thick, and it burned. The salt-bitter taste of his cum flooded my mouth in a rope that hit the back of my throat and pooled behind my molars. His cock kicked in my grip. His hips jerked. I held, my lips sealed around the head, fist locked on the shaft, every drop caught.

I pulled off. One smooth motion — my lips sliding off the head while my fist stayed tight, the seal unbroken until my mouth cleared the rim and Margot’s was there. She took him in the same breath — her lips closing over the head, her hand replacing mine, her grip seamless. The changeover was a second. Less. His cum on my tongue, his cock in her mouth.

His second pulse came inside Margot. I saw her throat work as she swallowed — her eyes closed, her hand pumping the shaft in rhythmic squeezes that milked him in waves.

She pulled off.

I took him back.

His third pulse was weaker, the last of it, a thick bead that welled from the slit and broke across my lower lip. I licked it clean and held the head against my tongue, feeling the final tremors, the aftershocks fading through the shaft into my palm.

Margot’s mouth found mine.

We kissed over his cock — his cum passing between us, the bitter salt splitting and mixing with spit, the taste of each other, the taste of him. Her tongue chased it. My tongue gave it back. We held his cock between our mouths and shared what he’d given us, our lips wet, our chins slick, the evidence of him on our faces and in our throats.

I gripped the shaft. Both hands. And I stroked him — hard, fast, twisting at the head the way he’d taught me, milking every drop from root to tip. A thick bead appeared at the slit. Margot caught it with her tongue before it fell. Another. She caught that too. I squeezed harder, my fist tight around the base of Daddy’s cock, drawing the last of his cum up through the shaft the way you’d squeeze a tube empty.

“Good girls.”

Dad’s voice was a ruin. Low, scraped raw, the voice of a man who’d just watched his daughter and her best friend share his cock and his cum on a catamaran in the Caribbean, and whose body had given them everything it had.

I looked up at him. His eyes were wet. His chest was still heaving. His cock softened slowly in my grip — warm, spent, the evidence of us glistening on every inch of him from crown to base.

I rested my cheek against his thigh. Margot rested hers against the other. Both of us on our knees on the teak, our faces against his legs, his hands in our hair.

The boat rocked on the swell. The halyard tapped the mast. The taste of him in both our mouths.

We sailed to a dive buoy at a reef Leo had marked on the chart — shallow, sheltered, five meters of water over a sandy bottom with scattered coral heads. It was ideal for Margot’s first training dive. I showed her how to tie off to the buoy — a cleat hitch, firm, the way Leo taught me at ten — while Dad laid out three sets of gear in the cockpit. Tanks, BCDs, regulators, masks. The methodical work of a man who’d been diving longer than I’d been alive.

His phone rang.

He glanced at the screen. Something crossed his face — not surprise, not anger. Something I’d never seen and couldn’t read.

He answered.

“Abigail.”

My blood ran cold.

Her name landed in the cockpit like something dropped from height. Margot’s hand reached for me, but I was already moving — along the side deck, past the shrouds, my feet sure on the teak because home and this boat were the places my body never hesitated.

“How did you get this number?”

I didn’t hear the answer. I took the phone from his hand.

“What do you want?”

“Hello, Willow.”

Her voice. I hadn’t heard it since I was three — too young to remember, but something in my body recognized it anyway. Something old and buried, like a bone the ground gives back after years of rain.

“It’s Willow Mae.”

Silence.

“Ahh. I see. Dad’s name for you stuck.”

“Yes. Just like he did. Dad stuck around.”

Another silence stretched, longer this time.

“That’s fair.”

“How did you get his number?”

“He never changed it. He never changed the locks at home either.”

“You’re in our fucking house?”

I screamed it. The sound carried across the flat water and came back off the hull. A tern lifted from the buoy. Margot was white — the color gone from her face, her hands gripping the coaming, her knuckles the same shade as the fiberglass.

Dad looked calm.

That nearly broke me. His hands at his sides, his shoulders loose, his breathing even. Fourteen years of processing what this woman had done to us, and he’d arrived at a stillness I couldn’t reach. Couldn’t imagine reaching.

He beckoned for the phone.

I gave it to him. He pressed the button for the speaker.

“What do you want, Abigail?”

“I came for my daughter’s eighteenth birthday.”

“You’re more than a week late.”

“Bad memory. Sorry.”

“I think you mean you were being forgetful. The only bad memories are the ones you created.”

She sighed. The sound came through the speaker thin and small — reduced by distance, by satellite, by the fourteen years between us.

“We’re fighting already?”

“No. You’re wriggling out of taking ownership. You couldn’t care less about Willow Mae’s birthdays. You missed fifteen of them. Stop bullshitting. What’s going on?”

Almost-silence through the speaker. Erratic breathing. The occasional soft whimper of someone balanced on the edge of tears.

I felt nothing.

Not sympathy. Not pity. Not even the satisfaction of hearing her break. Just the flat, cold nothing I’d carried since the day I understood that the woman who left had been replaced so completely by the man who stayed that there was no space left for her in any part of me.

A baby cried in the background.

“What the actual fuck, Abigail?”

I couldn’t bring myself to call her Mom. She’d never been a mother to me.

“I have a baby with me.”

“Yours?”

She ignored me completely.

“Can I crash down here for a few nights, Leo?”

“Yes.”

My stomach dropped.

The fury came so fast it bypassed my throat and went straight to my hands. I stood, walked to the lifelines, and gripped the top wire until my knuckles ached. The reef was right below me — five meters of clear water, coral heads, fish going about their business in a world where mothers didn’t abandon their daughters at fire stations and then show up fourteen years later asking to crash.

I wanted her gone. I wanted her to have never existed. I wanted the clean simplicity of a dead mother — the kind you could mourn and close the book on and never have to hear breathing on a speakerphone in the middle of the Caribbean while your life was finally, finally good.

“Willow Mae isn’t here. You get a few nights. That’s all, Abigail. Don’t be there by the end of the week.”

He hung up.

They came to me. Margot on one side, Dad on the other.

“What the fuck, Dad?”

“She’s still your mother. She can’t harm you. If she met you, you’d drop her a few lines that would feel like being fed feet-first into a wood chipper.”

“She has a baby.”

“Maybe. We don’t know that.”

“I don’t want to see her.”

“Me neither, Willow Mae. But I’m not letting the mother of the woman I love sleep rough, especially if there is a baby involved.”

“I would.”

“You’re angry.”

“Aren’t you?”

He laughed — not the real laugh, not the one that started slow and changed his whole face. A short, dry sound. The laugh of a man who’d burned through his anger years ago and come out the other side into something that looked like calm but was really just exhaustion wearing a mask.

“It sounded to me like you might have a brother.”

“Fucking Jesus!”

He stepped away and began coiling a dock line. Rope over rope, the coil building in his hands. Margot held me — her arms around my waist, her chin on my shoulder, the warmth of her different now. Protective.

“Why are you being so calm about this, Dad? She treated you awfully.”

“One minute, I was married to an asshole, raising a daughter who wasn’t mine. The next, I was alone with a daughter of my own — all mine. Not shared. Not raised as a bargaining chip during every quarrel—”

I almost choked on my fury.

“Oh, she didn’t. Did she?”

He nodded. His hands kept moving — rope over rope. The methodical work of a man who processed pain through his fingers.

Margot’s voice was a whisper in my ear.

“Of course she threatened to take you away from him. You are his Achilles heel, darling.”

The piece I hadn’t known I was missing slid into place. Every quarrel. Every fight. Every time Abigail wanted something or didn’t get her way, she’d reach for the one weapon that could destroy Leo.

I’ll take her. I’ll leave, and I’ll take her with me.

And then one day she did leave. But she didn’t take me. She dropped me at a fire station a hundred miles away and disappeared, and the threat she’d held over his head for three years became a different nightmare — not losing me to her, but losing me to the system, to strangers, to a world that didn’t know my name.

He found me anyway.

Margot looked at Dad.

“Are you divorced, Leo?”

“In absentia. Years ago.”

“Good.”

He looked into the breeze. I saw the dampness in his eyes — not the first time, not even the third. Each time it had been about me. Each time, his hands had been busy with something else.

“I want you both to enjoy San Diego.”

“With you?”

“I’ll visit. Every month, a long weekend. I’ll join you both on the boat—”

“Don’t do this, Leo.”

Leo. Not Dad. Not Daddy. The name I’d said at orgasm on the stern, the name I’d saved for the man I loved — used now in a cockpit with dive gear laid out and my mother’s voice still hanging in the air and the future I’d been building shifting under the weight of his selflessness.

He was less my father in that moment and more the man whose babies I wanted to have.

And he was giving me away.

“You must live, Willow Mae. Live and enjoy.”

“We do that together.”

“I’ll fly out tomorrow. Give me three days to see what’s going on at home, then I’ll be back.”


Chapter Six

◆◆◆

We fucked like it was the end of the world, rotating Dad through both our needy bodies. I hauled the anchor and drove the cat under power, heading for an island with an airport that connected to Miami.

Dad would fly onward from there.

Margot leaned over the lifeline. Not against it. Over it. Facing the water while Dad fucked her hard. He gripped both her legs mid-thigh, her feet off the deck, almost level with her hips. He fucked her deep—I knew she loved him that way.

I eased back in the helmsman’s seat and reached down, my fingers peeling my cum-soaked bikini gusset to one side.

Dad had fucked me over that rail an hour ago, the same way he fucked our girlfriend now—hauling her back and forth, up and down his cock while his hips drove like pistons.

She was getting it hard, and even though I’d had my share of his cock an hour ago, I couldn’t watch and not touch myself.

I slid two fingers inside my gaping, leaking hole, scooped out Dad’s sticky seed, licked and swallowed it, then went back for more—slathering it over my aching, hard clit as I worked it in circles, watching the greatest show on earth unfold ten feet in front of me.

Margot was a screamer.

It didn’t matter out here.

Her screams carried across flat water and bounced off nothing. The open ocean swallowed them—wind, sound, swallowing us, in exchange for privacy. Out here, Margot could be as loud as her body demanded, and her body demanded plenty.

Dad’s strokes were long and brutal. I could see the full length of his cock on every withdrawal—slick, dark with his blood, the veins raised and glistening with Margot’s arousal—before he drove back in and her whole body jolted forward against the rail. His hands gripped her thighs hard enough to whiten his knuckles, holding her suspended, her feet swinging with each thrust, her toes curling at nothing.

I watched his balls swing and slap her clit on the deep strokes. I heard the wet percussion of it—that thick, rhythmic slap of a soaked cunt being fucked without mercy.

My fingers found the rhythm. Two inside myself, curled forward against the spongy patch on my front wall, my thumb grinding my clit in the circles Margot’s tongue had taught my body to need.

His cum was still inside me—warm, slick, leaking around my fingers and running down my wrist. I brought my hand to my mouth again and tasted us. Salt. Musk. The mixture of my father’s seed and my own arousal was delicious and warm on my tongue.

I swallowed and went back for more.

The thing that should’ve hurt didn’t.

I waited for it. Jealousy, possession, the ugly clench I’d been told I was supposed to feel when another woman took the man I loved. I watched Dad’s hands on Margot’s thighs and his cock balls deep inside her, and I waited for the knife to twist.

Nothing.

Just heat. Just the slick proof of Leo leaking around my fingers and the ache between my legs that had nothing to do with loss. She didn’t take him from me. She made more of him.

Margot came first.

I saw it from the helm—her spine arched, her hands gripped the top rail until her arms shook, and the scream that left her mouth wasn’t a word. It was a sound that started in her cunt and tore upward through her chest and out into the Caribbean air, raw and animal and grateful.

Dad didn’t stop.

He fucked Margot through it—shorter strokes now, grinding deep inside her, his pelvis pressed flush against her ass while her cunt clamped and pulsed around him. I could see the tension in his shoulders, the set of his jaw, the way his hips stuttered when her orgasm milked the shaft.

Then he came.

His head tipped back. His grip on her thighs tightened—I saw the muscle cord in his forearms—and his cock kicked inside her. I knew the feel of that kick. I knew the heat of the first pulse hitting deep, the spreading warmth, the way his cum pooled where his head met the cervix. Margot knew it now, too. She moaned—lower, softer, the moan of a woman being filled—and her body went slack against the rail.

My orgasm hit three seconds after his. Watching him empty himself into our girlfriend while his cum dripped from my fingers—the double claim, the shared cock, both our cunts carrying his seed while the boat carried all three of us toward land. I came hard and quiet at the helm, my thighs clamped around my hand, my cunt squeezing my fingers the way it wanted to squeeze his cock.

The autopilot held our course. The diesels hummed. I licked my fingers clean and put both hands back on the wheel.

Dad pulled out slowly. I saw the thread of cum connect his cock to Margot’s swollen entrance, stretch, and break. She stayed bent over the rail for a long moment, breathing, her thighs slick and trembling, his cum running in a slow line toward her knee.

He kissed her shoulder blade. She reached back and found his hand.

They walked to me, and I kneeled, cleaning my father’s cock with my mouth.

When I was done, Margot smiled, stooped low, and kissed me.

“I see land, Willow Mae. That means people with binos and long-range zoom cameras.”

“Shower then. We can make love later.”

“We all need a shower.”

They disappeared below. I heard the water start in the owner’s cabin—our shower, the one where Leo and I had laughed and bumped elbows the first time, the morning after my virginity landed on the cockpit cushion a week and a lifetime ago.

The island loomed larger every minute. A low green smudge that sharpened into palms, a concrete dock, a cluster of buildings baking white in the afternoon sun. The airport was small—I could see the single runway cutting across the island’s spine, a prop plane parked at the far end.

I throttled back and let the cat glide.

Dad came up clean, wearing his cut-off jeans and a white vest. His hair was damp. He smelled like Margot’s coconut shampoo, not his own—he’d used hers, or she’d washed him with it. Either way, he carried her on his skin now, the way he carried me.

Margot followed in a sundress I hadn’t seen before—yellow, thin straps, the hem hitting mid-thigh. No bra. Her hair was wet and darker than usual, slicked back from her face. She looked clean and fucked and entirely herself.

“I’ll take the lines.”

“I’ve got the bow. Margot—stay in the cockpit until we’re tied up.”

“Aye aye, Daddy.”

I couldn’t help it. I laughed. She said it with a salute that was pure Margot—mocking and sincere at the same time, the way only a philosophy major who’d just been fucked senseless over a lifeline could manage.

The marina was small. A fuel dock, eight slips, a harbormaster’s shack with a corrugated roof, and a dog sleeping in the shade beneath it. Two other sailboats—a ketch with peeling paint and a Hunter with a Canadian flag hanging limp at the stern. Nobody on either deck.

I brought the cat in slowly, port side to the dock. Dad jumped with the bow line, wrapped it on the cleat in two turns and a figure eight without looking—the same hands, the same muscle memory, the same man who’d taught me to tie a cleat hitch when I was six and my fingers couldn’t hold the line.

I killed the engines. The silence was sudden and heavy. Water lapped the hulls. A halyard clinked somewhere down the dock.

We were here.

Dad looked serious.

“I’m going to miss you two.”

I shook my head.

“You won’t miss us at all, Dad.”

“Why not?”

“We’re coming with you.”

“You can’t.”

“Are we a couple or not—the three of us, I mean?”

“Yes.”

“Then we face Abigail together.”

He stared up into the bluest sky I could remember. His sigh ran out of air before his eyes found mine.

“It’s not a good idea, Willow Mae.”

“We have three weeks before San Diego. Do you really want to spend any of it apart?”

“No, but—”

“But nothing, Dad. Abigail will see us together and make a scene. I don’t care. It doesn’t bother me if the entire world judges us when our relationship is broadcast. I—sorry, we—have to support you now, or this whole relationship is just a bit of fun with an expiration date.”

“What if it is, Willow Mae?”

I felt angry and counted to ten. He saw the tears.

“Sorry. I’m sorry to both of you. I guess I’ve felt for some time that this love we share has to run out of runway.”

“Why?”

“It feels like I’m diminishing your opportunities.”

I knew that look. His jaw did the thing it did when he was building an argument before he let it out — the same set, the same slow breath through his nose, the same face he’d worn across the kitchen table the night I told him I was applying to Scripps instead of staying local.

He thought he was the problem. My father always thought he was the problem. Loving me too much. Wanting me in ways he couldn’t square with the man who’d packed my school lunches and braided my hair before swim meets. And now Margot was on the list of people he believed he was ruining by existing.

His fingers were tight on the cleat line. White knuckles. Tendons standing in his forearms.

I wasn’t going to let him do this. Not again.

I looked around the catamaran. At the helm, I’d just steered us in from. At the lifeline, he’d fucked both of us over. At the cockpit where I’d given him my virginity under the stars a week ago.

“Yeah, Dad. Lots of students at Scripps studying marine biology have their own seaworthy catamaran fully equipped for diving, to live aboard in San Diego harbor.”

He looked even more sorry. He looked at Margot, who took my hand and squeezed.

“I agree, Leo. We stick together, or we fall apart.”

“Okay. But I didn’t book your flights.”

“I did. My credit card, last night. We’re seated together. I logged in under your ticket and moved you to sit between us.”

“How—”

“You used Willow Mae’s laptop. It wasn’t hard.”

The prop plane was a twelve-seater with no air conditioning and windows that didn’t open. I watched the Willow Mae shrink below us—the pale blue cushions, the Bordeaux stain I could still see from altitude because I knew where to look, the trampoline where Margot had bled and cum and said I’m staying under the same stars that would be there when we came back for her.

Miami was cold. The terminal air conditioning hit us like a wall, and Margot’s sundress and my salt-stiffened hair drew looks from women in business suits who hadn’t been fucked properly in months. Dad walked between us in his cut-offs and vest and didn’t notice any of them.

After Miami, we boarded a regional airline with toilets, snacks, and even alcohol.

Nobody drank.

Three hours in the air. Dad sat between us. Margot fell asleep with her head on his right shoulder. I took his left hand and held it on the armrest, and said nothing for the rest of the flight. Somewhere over the Carolinas, his thumb traced a circle on my palm—slow, absent, the same way he’d traced circles on my hip when I was small and couldn’t sleep.

I didn’t tell him it wasn’t helping me sleep now. I didn’t tell him anything. I just held the hand that had pulled me out of a hospital at four years old and watched the clouds thin and the coastline appear.

The taxi turned onto our gravel drive, and my stomach dropped.

The house looked smaller. A week ago, I’d walked out of it a daughter with a secret. I was coming back as a woman in love with two people, one of whom had raised her.

The windows were open. Leo hated air conditioning. Always had. It seemed one of the few things he shared with Abigail.

There was a car in the driveway I didn’t recognize. A silver sedan with rental plates.

Dad’s hand found mine across the back seat.

“She’s here.”

Margot leaned forward between us. Her hand landed on my shoulder.

A woman stood on the porch by the railing, one hand on the post. Thin. Dark hair, shorter than mine, pushed behind her ears. Jeans and a blouse that looked pressed—the outfit of a woman who’d changed into it recently, who wanted to make an impression on people she’d abandoned fourteen years ago.

I didn’t recognize her.

Then I did.

She kind of looked like me. Her jaw. The cheekbones. The way she held her shoulders. An older version of the face I’d seen in every mirror of my life, worn thinner by whatever fourteen years of leaving does to a person who chose it.

I’d built her bigger in my head.

Fourteen years of absence should’ve made her enormous — this towering thing that shaped my life by leaving it. But the woman on the porch was just a woman. Narrow shoulders. Lines around her mouth. A blouse she’d ironed for the occasion, which told me everything about how scared she was.

My blood didn’t recognize her. Not the way it recognized Dad’s footsteps on the dock or Margot’s laugh through a cabin wall. No pull. No ache. No instinct saying this is mother.

Just Leo’s hand in my left and Margot’s in my right and the gravel under my feet and home behind the woman who’d walked out of it.

“You look like her, you know. Your mother.”

“Dad.”

“I see her in you—just saying.”

“I don’t feel anything.”

“You don’t have to.”

The taxi stopped. Gravel popped under the tires and went quiet. The ocean was there—the same sound I’d fallen asleep to for eighteen years, through the windows Leo never closed.

Dad’s hand found mine as we crossed the gravel. Margot took my other. Three abreast, fingers locked, the way we’d walked through every airport and taxi line between the island and here.

The porch steps creaked. They’d always creaked.

“Hello, baby girl.”

My stomach clenched.

“That’s inappropriate, Abigail.”

“Ahh.”

“Expecting a warm welcome, were you?”

“Not really. I hoped we might be civil.”

“What do you want?”

She glanced at Dad. Then Margot. Her eyes dropped to our hands—each holding another’s—and stayed there long enough to count the fingers.

“I need to speak to Leo.”

“You mean my father?”

“Yes. Of course.”

She winced.

I laughed.

“You can’t possibly care. You behaved barely on the right side of being a criminal. Shame on you.”

Dad stepped forward and guided Margot and me through the front door.

The smell hit me first. Tile and coffee grounds and the faint salt that lived in the walls. My body calmed as I saw the things that made this place my home: a kitchen table where we’d eaten across from each other for seventeen years. The counter where Dad made birthday pancakes the morning everything changed.

My home.

Not hers.

She’d walked out of it when I was too young to remember her leaving, and every molecule of air in this house belonged to the man who’d stayed and the girl he’d raised in it.

I breathed it in, and my shoulders dropped.

I was home.

Abigail followed us inside. Her shoes clicked on the tile—heels, in my house, on the floor I’d crossed barefoot ten thousand times. The sound was wrong.

“Do you have a smile for me, Leo?”

She stepped toward him with her arms out.

My chest tightened. My breath caught in my throat and sat there.

Dad took her wrists gently and lowered them to her sides.

“I don’t care for you, Abigail. Not in the slightest. What you did—”

“—was disgraceful. I know.”

She looked ashamed. I didn’t know her from a stranger in the street, so I couldn’t tell whether the shame was real or an Oscar-winning performance. Her body said sorry. Her eyes said something else—something calculating, measuring the room, deciding how much truth to spend.

I felt my jaw tighten. My breathing was shallow and fast, and I made myself slow it—in through the nose, out through the mouth, the same way Leo had taught me to breathe before a race, before a dive, before anything that scared me.

“Cut to the chase, Abi.”

“I have a baby with me.”

“Okay. So what?”

“I was raped. I kept the baby.”

The air left my body. All of it. My lungs emptied and didn’t refill. I stood in my kitchen with my hands at my sides and my mouth open and nothing coming in or going out.

“Fuck.”

The word came out quietly. Not a shout. A breath that had a word in it. Tears fell before I felt them start—hot, sudden, running down my cheeks and dripping off my jaw onto the tile floor I’d walked across my whole life.

Margot’s hand found the small of my back. I leaned into it.

A baby cried.

Upstairs. My old bedroom, the one with the shutter that had the loose hinge Leo kept saying he’d fix.

Dad turned to both of us. His face had changed—not soft, not hard, something beneath both. The face of a man who’d heard a baby cry in a building before and driven a hundred miles and slept in his car for a week until he found her.

“Find the baby. Make sure it’s okay.”

Abigail stepped closer. Her breathing was ragged now—the composure cracking, the calculated stranger giving way to something smaller and more desperate underneath.

“There’s formula and diapers upstairs. I don’t know—I didn’t know—I—”

I looked at Dad.

“Instructions are on the tin. Watch a YouTube video. Make sure the water is boiled first, then chill it in ice.”

We all looked at Abigail.

She looked at me.

“You have a brother.”

I looked at Dad again, terrified I might say something too cruel to take back.

“And if he cries?”

He.

Fuck.

I have a brother.

“Not a drop until you’re sure it’s cool. Test it on your wrist—a few drops. If it feels too warm, wait. Keep chilling it.”

“And if he cries while I’m waiting?”

“Just hold him.”

Three words. The same three words that had governed his entire life since I was four years old and screaming in a hospital with strangers trying to take me away from the only man I’d ever trusted.

Just hold him.

Abigail looked helpless. Not useless—that would be too kind, would imply she had skills and wasn’t using them correctly.

“He’s four days old.”

I shot Abigail a poisonous expression, and she recoiled.

Margot and I ran upstairs. My feet knew the stairs—seventeen years of them, the third one that groaned, the landing where the carpet met the hardwood. I took them two at a time. I had been since my legs were long enough to manage it.

The crying was coming from my bedroom.

My door was open. The shutter was tapping the frame in the breeze. My bed—the one I’d lain in at seventeen with my hand on my sternum, confessing to the ceiling that I was in love with my father—had a baby on it.

“He’s tiny, Willow Mae.”

“Four days old.”

He was lying on his back in the center of my mattress, surrounded by a fortress of pillows Abigail had built to keep him from rolling. His face was red and scrunched and furious, his fists balled, his legs kicking at the air.

The cry was enormous for something that tiny—raw, open-throated, the sound of a person who had one tool for communicating everything and was using it to maximum effect.

I picked him up.

Both my hands were under his back and head just as Leo had taught me to hold Margot’s baby cousin at a barbecue when I was twelve. Support the neck. Always support the neck. My palm cradled the back of his skull—warm, impossibly light, the fontanelle soft under my fingers.

I brought him against my chest.

He screamed for three more seconds. Then two. Then his mouth found the skin above the collar of my shirt, and his lips closed against my collarbone, and he breathed me in.

He stopped crying.

Not gradually.

Not tapering off.

He stopped—like a wave stops when it reaches the sand and gives itself to it. His body went from rigid to soft in my arms, his fists uncurled, and his face turned into my neck and stayed there. I felt his breath against my throat, fast and shallow, slowing as he found whatever he was looking for in the smell of my skin.

I didn’t understand it—not yet, not with the part of my brain that had earned a place at Scripps and could name every species on a Caribbean reef. But the part of me that was older than thinking, the part that lived in my blood and my skin and my marrow, understood it completely. This baby shared my DNA. Half my genes came from the same woman his did, and whatever chemical signature that left on my skin, he recognized it the way a newborn mammal recognizes its colony.

He knew me before I knew him.

“Willow Mae.”

Margot sat on my bed. Her hand was over her mouth. Her eyes were wet.

“Look at him.”

“I’m looking.”

“He stopped. He just—stopped.”

“I know.”

“He smells you.”

“I think he just wants to be held.”

“Give him to me.”

“I can’t. Sorry.”

“Don’t apologize, darling. He’s your blood.”

I sat on the edge of my old bed with my brother spread against my chest. His breathing had settled into a rhythm—steady, slow, the tiny bellows of his rib cage expanding against my breasts. One of his hands had found the strap of my tank top and was gripping it with fingers no bigger than my thumbnail. He held on the way small things hold on when they’ve found something worth gripping.

“He’s beautiful, Willow Mae.”

He was.

Under the red blotchy fury, he was beautiful. Dark hair—fine, soft, the kind that would probably change color three times before it settled. His skin was lighter than mine, but his jaw was the same.

Abigail’s jaw.

My jaw.

“My brother.”

The word felt enormous and brand new and like it had always been there.

I nodded at the tin on the floor.

“Margot. The formula.”

She wiped her eyes and picked up the tin from the dresser where I kept my cross-country medals and the conch shell from a beach trip with Leo when I was nine. She turned it in her hands, reading.

“Okay—this looks simple. We do what Leo says: one scoop per two ounces, boiled water that’s been cooled.”

“There’s a kettle downstairs. Boil it, pour it, then ice bath to chill it down. Don’t guess the temperature.”

“I know. Don’t worry, girl—I’ve got this.”

She pulled out her phone and opened YouTube. Her fingers were shaking. She searched with one hand and wiped her nose with the other.

“Willow Mae.”

“Yeah.”

“That’s your brother.”

“I know.”

“My best friend’s baby brother. I’m going to spoil him rotten.”

I looked down at him. His grip on my strap hadn’t loosened. His eyes were closed, the lids thin enough to see the tiny veins beneath them, and his mouth was making a motion against my collarbone that wasn’t sucking—just pressing, tasting, the instinct of a body that knew what skin meant before it knew anything else.

I’d spent a week on a catamaran, falling deeper in love with the man who’d chosen me when no one else would. I’d given him my body and my future and the name he’d given me. I’d shared him with the woman standing in my doorway holding a tin of formula with tears on her cheeks. I’d faced his guilt and my own certainty and the judgment of a world I didn’t care about.

And now I was holding a baby who’d stopped crying because he smelled his sister’s skin.

I kissed the top of his head. His hair was soft against my lips. He smelled like milk and clean cotton and something underneath both that I had no name for—something genetic, something shared, something that reached past the woman who’d failed us both and connected us without her permission.

“Go make his bottle, Margot. I’ve got him.”

“Come with me. He must meet your Dad.”

Abigail was explaining something to Dad when we came downstairs. Her voice was low and measured—the voice of a woman who’d rehearsed what she was going to say in a rental car on a gravel road, practicing the words that would make a man she’d abandoned fourteen years ago listen long enough not to throw her out.

I didn’t interrupt.

I stood in the kitchen doorway with my brother against my chest, his breath warm on my collarbone, his fingers still gripping the strap of my tank top, and I waited for Dad to see us.

When he did, his eyes widened. I watched them go wet.

“He’s gorgeous, Willow Mae.”

“Do you want to hold him, Dad?”

“Yes. Please. Yes, I do.”

I placed my brother in Dad’s arms. His hands—the hands that had rigged a catamaran and gripped my hips and pulled me out of the ocean a thousand times—cradled the baby’s skull with the same instinct they’d cradled mine.

My brother didn’t fuss. He settled against Leo’s chest just as I’d settled against it my whole life, finding the warmth, finding the heartbeat, finding the place where the world stopped being frightening.

Dad looked at Abigail.

“What’s his name?”

“I haven’t named him.”

The silence lasted three seconds. I counted them in heartbeats—mine, not the baby’s.

“Jesus, Abi. What the hell. A baby has to have a name. If he’s got no name, who belongs to him?”

“Nobody belongs to him, Leo.”

Dad’s jaw set. I watched the muscle cord in his neck, the slow whitening of his knuckles around the baby he was holding. He looked down at my brother—at the dark hair, the small fists, the closed eyes trusting the stranger who held him—and then he looked at Abigail with an expression I’d never seen on his face in eighteen years of studying it.

He handed my brother back to me. Gently. The gentleness was the terrifying part—the care he took transferring the baby into my arms while his body vibrated with a rage that had nowhere safe to go.

Dad was incandescent.

Not loud. Not violent. Leo didn’t do violence. He did the thing that came before violence in men who’d learned to hold it—the stillness, the locked jaw, the breathing that went shallow and deliberate because the alternative was putting his fist through the kitchen wall Abigail was leaning against.

“Nobody?”

He said the word back to her like he was tasting something rotten.

“You carried a child for nine months, and nobody belongs to him.”

“I can’t do this again, Leo.”

“You didn’t do it the first time.”

“At least I didn’t get an abortion.”

I wanted to say big fucking deal. I wanted to say something spiteful. Anything. But the very thought of my blood, my DNA being flushed out of existence, caught the words in my throat and silenced me.

Abigail flinched. Margot’s hand found my elbow. The baby slept against my chest, unaware that his tragic, short life was unfolding six feet from his face with a woman who didn’t care that he had no name.

“Willow—sorry, Willow Mae. I have something for you.”

Abigail reached into her bag and handed me an envelope. Thick, padded, the weight of a document that had been carried a long distance by a woman who’d planned this visit down to the paper.

“What is this?”

“Fourteen years ago, I petitioned the court when your father got full custody of you. The document inside that envelope is a voluntary termination of parental rights. It declares me unfit to be your mother.”

The words landed in my chest and sat there. I’d known this—felt it, lived it, built my entire identity on the absence of it. But knowing a woman isn’t your mother and holding the legal proof of it in one hand while you hold her second child in the other are two different kinds of knowing.

“You’re not my mother?”

“Birth mother, yes. But I’m not your mom. I stepped back after Leo found you. I didn’t interfere.”

“You should have left me with him.”

“I thought it was for the best. Leo was too young to raise a daughter. I was too young. The fire station seemed the least bad option.”

“And yet here I am—raised, happy, and going to college.”

Dad stepped closer.

Not toward Abigail—toward me. His hand found my shoulder, and I felt the tremor in his fingers. The same tremor I’d seen in his tongs when he first saw my shaved mound in a bikini, the same tremor I’d felt in his hands under my thighs at the stern. But this was different. This was the tremor of a man reliving the worst week of his life in front of the woman who’d caused it.

“You never gave me the chance to be a father, Abi.”

She looked at him. Her composure was cracking now—the rehearsed calm giving way to something raw underneath, something that looked like it might be real regret or might be the performance of it. I couldn’t tell. I didn’t know this woman well enough to read her, and that fact alone was the whole story.

“I’ve made a lot of mistakes, Leo.”

“Why are you here?”

She reached into her bag again. A second envelope, thinner than the first. She held it out to me, not to Dad. Her hand was shaking.

“This is a temporary guardianship for the baby. A version of power of attorney—no court required. Valid for a year. You sign, I sign—”

“You walk away?”

“Yes.”

“From him?”

“We have twelve months to decide. He’s yours. I will declare myself unfit again.”

“Jesus Christ. You’re sick.”

“Maybe.”

I was past feeling angry. I was standing in my kitchen holding a baby who didn’t have a name, with a document in one hand that said this woman had legally declared herself unfit to raise me, and she was handing me another document that said she was doing it again.

The pattern wasn’t broken.

It was Abigail’s pattern.

She looked at me. At the baby against my chest, calm, and breathing, gripping my strap. At Dad beside me, his hand on my shoulder, his jaw set. She looked at Margot behind me, holding a tin of formula and a phone with a YouTube video paused on a frame of a woman testing milk on her wrist.

“It’s this or the fire station again, honey.”

The word hung in the kitchen air—honey, the same air as baby girl on the porch, the same reach for a closeness she’d signed away in a court document and carried in an envelope for fourteen years. Honey.

As if she’d earned the right to sweetness. As if the woman who’d dropped me at a fire station and left a thirty-one-word note could call me honey while asking me to take her second child because she couldn’t be bothered to try.

My brother breathed against my neck.

His grip tightened on my strap.

I looked at Dad. He looked at me. Neither of us needed to speak. We’d been making this decision together since I was four years old and he was twenty-six and a judge told child services to give him a chance.

“Give me a pen.”

Dad found a pen in the kitchen drawer—the one we used for grocery lists, the cap chewed because I’d done that since I was eight.

I handed my brother to him. The transfer was easier now, my hands remembering where to support, my arms already learning his weight.

Abigail signed with a shaky hand. The pen stuttered on the line, and she had to press harder to make the ink catch.

My hand was steady.

I didn’t know where it came from. My hands had shaken through most of the last hour—through the taxi, the gravel, the porch steps, the confrontation, the baby crying upstairs. But when I signed my name on the guardianship document, my hand didn’t move a millimeter it wasn’t told to.

I took both envelopes, handed them to Dad, and took my brother back, hitching him on my hip as though it were the most natural place for him to be. His head found the hollow of my shoulder. His fist found my strap again.

I looked at Abigail.

“Leave. And don’t come back.”

She didn’t argue. She didn’t cry. She didn’t reach for the baby or for me or for any last performance of motherhood.

She picked up her bag from the counter, walked to the front door, and pulled it shut behind her.

I heard her heels on the porch. The creak of the steps. The rental car starting.

Then gravel.

Then nothing.

The whole thing—from the taxi on the driveway to Abigail shutting the door—took an hour. One hour to undo fourteen years of absence and replace it with a four-day-old boy on my hip and two documents in my father’s hands.

The house was quiet.

The ocean came back first—through the open windows, steady and permanent, the same sound that had been there before Abigail arrived and would be there long after she was gone.

Margot held my hand.

She held Dad’s, too.

“We’re in this together now.”

Dad looked at me. Not the easy smile. Not the flirting-with-Margot smile or the proud-of-you-at-the-helm smile. A tired smile. A real one. The smile of a man who’d come through something and found himself still standing.

“Thank you for not stopping me, Dad.”

“You did the right thing. We could discuss this for weeks, conclude it was the wrong decision for every rational reason, and you’d still take your brother.”

“Would you have done it?”

He looked at me. At the woman holding a baby on her hip in the kitchen where he’d made her pancakes every birthday for seventeen years.

“I did it.”

My throat closed.

“I didn’t think this through, Dad.”

“You thought it through as much as I did. It’s enough.”

“I don’t know anything about babies.”

“You know how to hold one. You know how to make a bottle. That’s the first day covered.”

Margot laughed. It cracked the tension in the room.

“What next, Dad?”

“We need to get him a passport. Or whatever travel permission a four-day-old needs.”

“Why?”

“We’ll be living on Willow Mae in San Diego harbor. All four of us.”

Margot squeezed my hand.

“You’re coming?”

“Of course I’m coming. While you two are studying, who’s going to look after—”

He stopped. Looked at the baby on my hip. Looked at me.

“He needs a name, Willow Mae.”

I looked down at my brother. His eyes were open—dark, unfocused, taking in a world too new to make sense of. His fist was still wrapped around my strap. His breath was warm against my neck.

I knew where his name was. Not because I’d thought about it. Because it was already there.

“I want you to name him, Dad.”

His face broke. His eyes filled, and he didn’t wipe them, and he didn’t look away.

My father stepped forward and placed his hand on my brother’s forehead—this enormous hand that had rigged a boat and pulled me from the ocean and held me through every storm of my life, resting on a skull smaller than his palm.

Margot placed her hand beside his. Two hands on my brother’s head. Two people who’d chosen this family the same way it had chosen them.

Dad’s voice cracked.

“Welcome to the family, Kai.”

I smiled through the tightness in my throat.

“Hawaiian for the sea.”
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