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Chapter 1

The thing about Daddy is that he never asks.

He doesn't say would you like  or what do you think about  or I was considering . He says things the way he sets things down on tables — placed, final, already decided before your mouth opens. I'd known this about him since Richie's office. Two years of Thursday nights that at times extended into a whole weekend, and it still hadn't stopped doing something to me, that particular certainty. The way a man who has never needed permission sounds when he opens his mouth. It made my clitty do things that had no business happening during a normal conversation.

Though nothing about this conversation was normal. Nothing about any Thursday was normal. That was the point.

I was on my back in the middle of the wide bed, the one with the soft linen that smelled like him even when he wasn't in it, and I was still catching my breath. The kind of catching your breath that takes a while — the kind that comes after Daddy has spent two hours making a point. My thighs ached in the specific deep way that meant he'd taken his time between them, the soreness tracking straight up to my hips where his hands had held me down, two dark thumbprint bruises forming at the jut of my hip bones that I'd find tomorrow and press on deliberately. The corset was somewhere on the floor where he'd put it — not gently. The underwire had caught on the rug and it was just lying there, slightly crooked, which felt accurate to the general state of things. My stockings were still on, one of them twisted, the lace band rolled halfway down my thigh from the moment in the second round when patience had run out on both sides. The sheets beneath me were warm and wrecked and I had his cum still wet inside me, still warm and thick where it was leaking out of my pussy onto the creased linen, the specific full-and-emptied feeling I'd been chasing since the first weekend he broke my cherry and still hadn't gotten used to, still felt in every nerve ending every single time. His taste was still in my mouth from the first round of the evening, salt and warm and his, and my clitty was soft and spent and lying against my belly in the cooling mess we'd made together, and I was lying there feeling like something that had been very thoroughly used and very thoroughly cared for, which were, as far as I was concerned, the same thing.

He was already dressed. That was always how it went — I'd be halfway back to earth, still piecing myself together inside my own head, and Daddy would be at the chair with his shirt already buttoned, cuffs done, the gold watch back on his thick wrist, ready to go back to his dead marriage bed. He moved through getting dressed the same way he moved through everything. No fumbling, no hesitation, no wasted motion. I know I'll only ever be his gumar, but I'm good with it — the perks and the thorough fucks I receive are more than enough to keep my wallet and my heart filled, same way my pussy was filled right now. I was sore in several places I was not going to think too carefully about because thinking about them made my clitty start doing things again, and I was supposed to be catching my breath. I didn't say anything at this stage — I never did. This was the post-Thursday quiet where he put himself back together and I lay scattered across the sheets and we both understood that this was the shape of it. I'd made peace with the shape of it a long time ago.

He sat in the chair and reached for his shoes. I pulled the sheet up to my waist and lay there watching him, thinking nothing specific. Just watching. The breadth of his shoulders filling the dark shirt, the silver at his temples catching the low light of the lamp, the heavy hands working the laces with the same calm efficiency they worked everything. A man who had done this ten thousand times and would do it ten thousand more and found no reason to make a production of any of it.

"I've got business in Como," he said. Not looking up.

I waited. There was clearly more.

"Two weeks." He set his foot down, started on the second shoe. "You're coming."

I opened my mouth and then closed it because there were approximately forty things trying to get out simultaneously and none of them were organized. I was lying in a wrecked bed with his cum inside me and two years of Thursday nights behind me and the man was telling me I was going to Italy in a tone that made it sound like a logistical update, and my body was doing things that were frankly embarrassing given the circumstances.

"As Clarence?" I said. Which was not any of the forty things. It was the practical one, the one that required an answer before my brain could do anything useful with the rest.

He looked up then. The quick inventory look — not the long one, just the check, the way he clocked the state of things. "Until the villa," he said. "Then you're mine again."

Then you're mine again.

Said the same way he said everything factual. Not a seduction, not a performance of it. A logistical note, same as everything else he said — the tone of a man confirming something that was simply true. The same tone he'd used on the very first night to say you be mine when I want you  and had been using ever since, and it landed in my stomach and radiated out from there, the same place it always landed, every single time.

My clitty stirred against the sheet.

I pressed my thighs together and tried to look like a person who was processing this information calmly and rationally like an adult.

"Como," I said.

"Lake Como. Northern Italy." The corner of his mouth moved. He knew what I was doing. He always knew. "You got a problem with that?"

"No." Not even close to a problem. The opposite of a problem. Something in my chest was doing its best to embarrass me and I was managing it with visible effort. "I've never been to Italy before, Daddy."

"I know, muffin."

Of course he knew. Daddy knew things about me the way he knew things about everything in his orbit — quietly, without making a production of knowing, the information simply present when he needed it. He'd asked me things in the early months, unhurried and specific, the way you learn the shape of something you intend to keep, for a long time. I'd answered everything because he asked in the way that made withholding feel nonsensical, like arguing with gravity. He'd stopped asking after a while because he'd stopped needing to. I was mapped. Everything about me was mapped. Including, apparently, the fact that I had never been to Italy — and that I had a very specific idea of what I'd look like there. I'd told him about it exactly once, a year ago, on the weekend he'd taken me to the lake house cabin to mark the first year of the arrangement. We'd been in the hot tub, his arms around me in the dark water, and I'd said it out loud the way you say things you've only ever thought — that in another life I'd have been a mobwife in an Italian countryside somewhere, kept in barely-there silk and nothing else, free-use and decorative and completely his, wandering through some old stone house in heels that had no business being worn indoors. He'd laughed, low and private, his mouth against my temple. And then he'd said: noted.  Just that. One word. I'd forgotten about it, or told myself I had. He hadn't.

He stood from the chair and I watched him button the last button, tuck the shirt in with the practiced motion of a man who had done this in many different rooms over many different years, the belt buckle, the jacket from the hook. The whole procedure of reassembling Dominic Vitale before he walked back out into the world that required him.

He came to the bed. That surprised me — usually the leaving was from across the room, a hand briefly at my face and then the door. But he sat down on the edge beside me, and his hand came to my jaw the way it always came to my jaw and tilted my face up and I looked at him from the pillow. Wrecked hair, twisted stocking, his cum still slick between my legs, lips still carrying whatever they were carrying from the earlier part of the evening. He looked at me with the specific attention he used for things that mattered to him.

"I've been thinking about it," he said. Quieter than his usual register. His thumb traced my jaw, slow. "Two weeks of you in Italy."

The warmth in my face spread downward and kept going.

"Pack one set of boy clothes for the return trip," he said. His thumb reached my chin and stopped there, tilting my face up another degree. "Everything else has been taken care of." A pause. His eyes on mine, steady. "You understand what I'm telling you?"

I understood. The lake house. The hot tub. Noted.  One word, a year ago, and he'd been carrying it since — turning it into a villa, a wardrobe, two weeks of exactly what I'd described in the dark water with his arms around me and my mouth running ahead of my brain. The barely-there silk. The stone house. The heels indoors. I'd said it as fantasy and he'd filed it as a plan, which was so entirely him that my clitty went from stirring to fully hard against the sheet and I had to concentrate to keep my face from doing something embarrassing.

"Yes, Daddy," I said.

"Good girl." He pressed his mouth to my forehead. Brief, certain. Then he stood and the warmth of his hand left my face and he was back to himself — the Daddy the world got, the one who walked through rooms like they'd been arranged for him and expected them to stay that way.

"You'll book your own flight, I'll transfer something extra with the usual allowance this week," he said, shrugging into his jacket. "I'll send the villa address. You follow the pin. Remember to pack light." He checked himself in the mirror briefly. "You won't need much."

He meant I would need nothing beyond the one set of boy clothes he'd already told me about. I was coming as a body to put into things he'd already arranged, and anything Clarence thought to pack was beside the point.

"In two weeks from today." He looked at me in the mirror — me in the reflection and him in the frame of it, same as that very first night in the wardrobe doorway, the two of us caught in glass. Something in his expression that was not quite a smile but was the thing that came directly before one. "Clear your schedule, Cleo."

He left.

Footsteps on the stairs. The front door. His car on the gravel, the sound of it fading down the lane until the county road took it and there was nothing, just the house settling into the silence it settled into when it was only mine.

I lay on my back with one hand flat over the sheet on my stomach and stared at the ceiling.

Italy.

Two weeks of Italy, in clothes he'd chosen, in a villa nobody knew existed, close enough to his days that I'd feel the edges of his schedule against mine. Not just Thursday nights and borrowed weekends — the full immersion. The complete Cleo. No Clarence waiting in the car, no Sunday table, no mother watching Clarence with her careful suspicious eye. Just the villa and whatever he'd arranged and Daddy's hands in a new geography. Fourteen mornings waking up already his.

My clitty throbbed against my palm through the sheet.

I thought about the jacuzzi in the backyard here on the first night, the fantasy that had taken over me before I'd even understood what was happening — the garden, the water, his hands pulling me back against him in the dark. That had been real. Every part of it had turned out to be real, the way things with Daddy always turned out to be real because he only said things he meant and only offered things he'd thought through all the way to the end. So when I lay there and let myself imagine an Italian villa — stone walls, a walled garden, the blue weight of a lake somewhere just beyond — and Daddy at the edge of all of it in his open collar with the watch catching the afternoon light and me in something he'd chosen that morning, some tiny silk or lace thing chosen specifically to be removed, his hand at the small of my back steering me through rooms I hadn't learned yet, it didn't feel like fantasy. It felt like a preview. Something that had already been decided and was simply waiting for the calendar to catch up. I thought about the light in Northern Italy, which I'd only ever seen in photographs, and what that light would do to the inside of a villa at seven in the morning when he came back to bed, and what his hands would feel like pulling me against him in new sheets in a new room, and my clitty went from hard to leaking against my palm and I kept very still and let it.

I thought about what two weeks actually meant in practice. Not a weekend. Not a Thursday to Sunday with Sunday dinner looming over the end of it. Two weeks meant waking up in the same bed as his mornings, already his before I'd fully come awake, the particular luxury of not having to become anyone else when the sun came up. It meant knowing what his face looked like before coffee, which I didn't get to see often, and I realized I wanted that the way I wanted very few things — with that particular clean certainty. Two weeks meant fourteen dinners and fourteen evenings and fourteen nights of being put into whatever he'd arranged and taken out of it again, of his hands and his voice and the weight of him in a new bed. Every morning waking up with the ache he'd left in my body and him still there to add to it. No Clarence in the car on the way home with the encrypted app in my pocket and the distance between this life and that one widening with every mile. Just the villa. Just this.

Then the practical problem arrived, the way practical problems always arrived after the feeling — late, unwelcome, impossible to ignore.

Two weeks. I had to tell my parents something. Not Italy, obviously. Not even out of the country  — my mother would spiral about safety and my father would want a detailed itinerary and three phone numbers to call and none of that was happening. I lay there and turned the problem over. The Derek story had worked in the early days but Derek was a fixed resource and two weeks was longer than I'd ever asked him to cover. I needed something that required no corroboration.

The online business. I'd been saying — no, lying to everyone about building it for two years, because I had to explain all the money Daddy had been showering me with, and my parents understood approximately two percent of what the so-called business involved, which had always been an asset. I thought about it — client onsite. A company that needed someone to come in and help set up their systems in person before I could manage things remotely. Opposite coast. Two weeks of being there, getting everything configured, and then I'd be back to working from home like always. It was plausible. It was vague in exactly the right ways. And my mother would spend the two weeks worrying about whether I was eating properly on the opposite coast, which would keep her occupied and pointed in a completely wrong direction.

I filed it away. I'd tell her next weekend. Give it enough lead time to feel planned, not enough to invite questions.

My phone lit up on the bedside table. The green icon.

He'd messaged from the car. Maybe from the gate.

Be ready in two weeks. I'll send flight details and the address. Start thinking about where all you want to be taken.

I read it three times the way I always read his messages — once for content, once because I liked the way he wrote, once more for no reason I could justify.

Start thinking about where all you want to be taken.

As if I had preferences that were separate from his. As if the answer wasn't just: all of it, everything you put me in and everything you put in me, whatever you've already decided.

I typed back: I haven't stopped thinking about it since you told me daddy.

Three dots appeared. Disappeared. A pause that was longer than usual.

Good girl.

I put the phone down and lay back and kept my hands very still on top of the sheet and stared at the ceiling while my clitty pulsed against my palm and I thought about Italy and silk and fourteen mornings and what it meant that he'd been planning this before tonight and hadn't told me until now, after, with his cum still inside me and the sheets still warm from what we'd done, his timing as deliberate as everything else about him.

After a while I got up. Fixed the twisted stocking, straightened the lace band back up my thigh where it belonged. Found the corset on the rug, the underwire intact, I took it and straightened it out, it was an expensive piece, I laid it on the vanity before I continued my post-fuck routine. I went to the bathroom, ran the shower warm, cleaned up in the quiet methodical way I'd learned to do in this house — the specific routine of putting myself back together after Daddy had taken me apart. It was its own ritual. Unhurried. Just mine.

Then I stood in front of the mirror.

Cleo looked back at me: flushed and post-fucked, the bite mark at my collarbone going a deep pink that would be purple by morning — so, shirts with collars for the next two days at home. My shoulder-length hair that my father still disapproved of was beyond saving; I'd fix it well enough to drive but I wasn't going to pretend otherwise. Lips still swollen, the gloss long gone. I was fully naked now, the corset on the vanity where I'd set it down, nothing left of the evening's outfit on my body except the memory of it. And I still looked exactly like what I was: a girl who had just spent a Thursday night in a secret house being used well by a man who knew exactly what he had.

Italy , I told her.

She already knew. She was wearing the expression of someone who had been waiting for a specific door without knowing it was a door, and now it had opened and she was looking through it at fourteen mornings and a wardrobe she hadn't seen yet and all that Italian light coming through unfamiliar curtains.

Then I put Clarence back on — jeans, a plain shirt, a face with nothing on it — and drove home through the county road in the dark with my phone in my pocket and good girl  glowing in the chat and his cum still warm between my legs, twenty minutes back to a life that had no idea.


Chapter 2

The panties were a mistake.

Not in the way that most mistakes are mistakes — not regret, not I should have known better . More like: I had known exactly what I was doing when I folded them into the bottom of my bag that morning, the small square of blush silk tucked beneath the single change of boy clothes Daddy had told me to pack, and I had known what they would do to me on an eight-hour flight sitting in a middle seat between a businessman and a woman who kept falling asleep on my shoulder, and I had packed them anyway. Because some part of me — the part that was Cleo even when the rest of me was performing Clarence for the world — had decided that the journey mattered. That arriving already halfway out of my mind was the point.

I'd put them on in the airport bathroom before the gate. Cubicle door locked, bag on the hook, Clarence in the mirror above the sink — plain grey t-shirt, jeans, the kind of unremarkable that disappeared in a crowd. I'd stepped into the silk, pulled it up smooth, felt the satin settle against my freshly shaved skin, and stood there for a moment just breathing. The contrast of it: Clarence's jeans over Cleo's panties, the outside world and the inside one separated by two layers of fabric and approximately everything. Outside the cubicle door: departures, families, a woman arguing with a gate agent about an upgrade, the whole indifferent machinery of an international airport at seven in the morning. Inside: blush silk sitting snug against my smooth skin, the satin bow at the front, the specific knowledge of what I was underneath all the Clarence. My clitty had gone half-hard immediately, pressing against the satin, and I'd adjusted myself, zipped up, washed my hands, and walked out to the gate with a completely blank face and my clitty building against the satin with every step.

That had been fine. Manageable. The first hour was fine.

By hour three, fine was a generous description.

The seat was narrow. Every time I shifted — and I shifted a lot, because the businessman on my left kept taking the armrest and I kept recrossing my legs trying to find a position that didn't make things worse — the satin moved with me. Just slightly. Just enough. The fabric was thin enough that I could feel every seam, every shift of the denim against it, the specific pressure of the seat beneath me. My clitty was a persistent presence in my lap that I was managing with the focused attention of a man defusing something. I had my headphones in and I was staring at the seatback screen without watching it and I was thinking about Daddy's hands.

Specifically: his hands on the small of my back the first night, steering me from the car to the front door. Four steps. The flat warm pressure of his palm through silk. I'd felt that in my knees two years ago and I felt it now, somewhere over the Atlantic, with the cabin lights dimmed and the woman on my right breathing softly against my shoulder and my clitty straining against blush satin inside a pair of Clarence's jeans.

Then you're mine again.

I pressed my thighs together under the tray table.

The man on my left shifted and inadvertently knocked my elbow and I said sorry  in the reflex way you say sorry when someone else has done something to you, and he looked at me with mild surprise and went back to his spreadsheet, and I went back to thinking about Daddy.

I thought about the app on my phone, the green icon, the conversation sitting there with its last message at the top — Good girl  — and the one that had come three days after, which I'd read six times: Got business to handle. Won't be seeing you before Como. Stay a good girl until then.  That was it. No elaboration, no timeline, no details. Just the fact of it, delivered the same way he delivered everything. I'd put my phone down and lain on my back in my room at my parents' house and stared at the ceiling and thought: two weeks. No Thursday. No house. Just the wait and the wardrobe and the pin at the end of it. He hadn't messaged since and neither had I. That was normal. Daddy didn't fill silence with noise. When there was something to say he said it, and when there wasn't he didn't, and the silence between messages had never once felt like absence. It felt like the space between things, which was different. It hadn't stopped the two weeks from being the longest two weeks I'd had since the very first one, back when I was twenty and newly his and didn't know yet that the waiting was part of it.

I thought about what was waiting at the end of the pin he'd sent. A villa I hadn't seen. Rooms I hadn't learned. A wardrobe that had been chosen and sent ahead and was sitting in some Italian closet right now waiting for my body, and I had no idea what was in it, and the not-knowing was its own specific thing that had been sitting in my chest for two weeks and getting heavier.

I'd told my mother the weekend before last. Sat at the kitchen table with my hands around a mug of her coffee and delivered the cover story in the steady tone of a person who had prepared it and believed it: client onsite, opposite coast, two weeks, back to remote after that. She'd listened with her hands folded and her careful eyes on my face — those eyes that had been watching Clarence since I was small, that had always suspected something without being able to name it — and then she'd asked three questions. Was I eating properly out there? Did I know anyone in that city? Did I need her to call Auntie Rosalie who had a cousin somewhere on the west coast? I'd said yes, no, and absolutely not, and she'd refilled my coffee and said be safe  in the tone that meant she was filing it alongside all the other things about Clarence she'd decided not to examine too closely, and that was that.

My father had said nothing directly. He'd looked at me across the Sunday table the way he looked at things he had reservations about and was choosing not to voice, which was its own kind of communication, dense and familiar. A man of God who had opinions about everything and expressed most of them through silence and the precise angle of his jaw. I'd looked back at him and eaten my food and thought about a villa in Lake Como and kept my face completely neutral, which was a skill Clarence had been building for years and was now, apparently, internationally deployable. Under the table my legs were crossed and I was pressing my thighs together without deciding to, the particular reflex that had become automatic over two years of sitting in rooms that had no idea what was going on in my head.

The businessman fell asleep somewhere over hour five and stopped guarding the armrest, so I took it and stretched out slightly and put my chin in my hand and looked out across his chest at the oval window and the dark, and I thought about Daddy.

Not fantasies this time — not the hot tub or the stone house or the silk or the specific geometry of being small against him. Just him. The particular quality of being in his orbit. The way a room felt when he was in it — not louder, not more dramatic, just more organized, like the furniture had agreed on a new center of gravity. The way he said things. Not to me specifically, just the way his voice moved through a sentence, unhurried, each word placed exactly where he wanted it, nothing wasted. Two years in his orbit and I was still not entirely used to it. I didn't think I was supposed to be. I thought that was part of the architecture of it — the permanent slight recalibration of being near something larger than your previous experience. You didn't get used to gravity. You just stopped noticing you were always falling toward it.

I thought about arriving. About the moment the car turned down the lane and I stopped being Clarence-on-a-plane and started being something else. The transition point. I'd been turning it over for two weeks — the specific moment when I crossed from one state to the other, when the panties under the jeans stopped being a private joke I was playing on myself and became the first layer of something real. I thought it would be the villa. I thought it would be walking through a door. I had a feeling it was going to be something simpler than that. His hand. His voice. One word from him and the whole two-week holding pattern would release at once.

My clitty pulsed against the satin.

I shifted in the seat and breathed through my nose and looked at the window and waited for the hours to pass.

***

The car was black, clean, waiting at arrivals with a small printed card that said C. V.  in block letters — my initial and his, which I understood and the driver didn't need to. I got in. The driver didn't speak beyond a nod of acknowledgment, which suited me fine. My Italian was nonexistent and my capacity for small talk after eight hours in a middle seat was in the negatives.

We drove.

The city thinned. The highway gave way to smaller roads and then to the kind of roads that wound between hills and the windows showed me things I'd only ever seen in photographs — the specific green of it, old stone buildings sitting in landscape like they'd grown there, light falling at an angle that made everything look like it was being painted while I watched it. I had my face turned to the glass the whole way like an idiot and I didn't care. I'd spent twenty-two years in Glenwood Park and two years driving a county road to a house that didn't exist on any map and I had never in my life been anywhere that looked like this. Like somewhere that had been lived in for so long it had stopped trying to prove anything.

My phone buzzed. The green icon.

Ten minutes out.

I looked up through the windscreen. The road was narrowing, trees on both sides, afternoon light cutting through in long slanted bars. He was already there. Of course he was already there — Daddy was always already there, already settled, already knowing what the room looked like before you arrived in it. I pressed my thighs together in the backseat and felt the satin shift and thought: ten minutes .

The gate appeared at the end of a lane barely wide enough for the car, stone pillars on either side, climbing plants going up the left one, old iron swinging open as we approached. Someone had opened it remotely. I knew how that worked. I'd watched him do it from the passenger seat two years ago, his hand in his pocket, no fumbling.

The lane curved and the villa came into view.

I'd been building a picture of it for two weeks. I'd looked up Lake Como properties in idle moments — on my phone under the covers at my parents' house, in the bathroom at Sunday dinner, during the gaps in Clarence's day when Cleo took over the inside of my head and went looking for things to want. Every photograph I'd found had made the picture more specific. Stone facade, terracotta, old wood shutters, something climbing up the south wall. A garden behind walls. The lake somewhere beyond, blue and implausible.

The real thing was better than all of it.

It sat back from the lane behind a low stone wall, two storeys, the facade the pale gold of old plaster going warm in the late afternoon light. Shutters open on every window. Wisteria up the left side of the front, thick and old, the kind that had been climbing for decades and had no intention of stopping. A gravel path to the front door between two lines of something low and clipped, lavender maybe, the smell of it reaching me before I'd consciously registered it. At the end of the path the door itself — dark wood, iron fittings, standing open.

A garden visible around the right side of the building, a flash of it: stone wall, something green, the glint of water that might have been a pool. Beyond the roofline, barely visible, the flat impossible blue of the lake.

I got out of the car before the driver fully stopped. I couldn't help it.

The gravel was pale and fine and my sneakers seemed wrong on it immediately, a detail my brain registered and filed for later. The air was different here — cooler than I'd expected from June, the kind of cool that came off water nearby, carrying something green underneath it and something else I couldn't name, old stone maybe, sun on old stone. I stood in the lane for a moment with my bag over my shoulder and just looked.

The driver set my bag down behind me without comment and got back in the car. I heard it reverse down the lane and pull out onto the road and then it was just me standing on the gravel in the afternoon quiet.

I thought about Clarence. Standing there in his sneakers and his grey t-shirt with his one bag, looking at a villa in Lake Como that didn't appear on any map that mattered. I thought about my mother worrying about me eating properly on the opposite coast. I thought about my father's jaw at the Sunday table. And then I stopped thinking about them because this was the point — this exact moment, gravel underfoot, the door standing open at the end of the path, everything that was about to happen waiting on the other side of it. This was where Clarence's jurisdiction ended.

Noted , he'd said in the hot tub a year ago. One word. And then he'd done all of this.

My phone buzzed again.

Inside.

I went inside.

The entry was stone-floored, cool, a ceiling higher than the house looked from outside. A hallway opening ahead, a staircase to the right, light coming from somewhere at the back that meant a garden or a terrace or both. Old furniture, dark wood, things that had been here long enough to stop being decoration and become part of the building. It smelled like stone and old wood and something faintly floral from outside and underneath all of it, just barely — him. His particular clean expensive warmth, present in the air the way it was present in the linen at the house. He'd been here long enough for the rooms to know him.

I set my bag down by the stairs.

Then I took off my sneakers. Set them beside the bag, side by side, neat. Pulled the grey t-shirt over my head and folded it, not really carefully, but just enough, and set it on top. The jeans next, zip and button, stepping out of them on the cool stone floor. I straightened up and stood there in the entry hall of a villa in Lake Como in nothing but the blush silk panties I'd put on in an airport bathroom — that feels like a lifetime ago — the satin bow sitting at the front, the stone floor cold under my bare feet.

Clarence's clothes were in a pile by the door. Cleo was standing in the hall.

I felt the difference immediately — the air on my bare skin, the cool stone under my bare feet, my clitty straining against the satin and leaking a wet patch through the front of the panties that had been building since somewhere over the Atlantic. Hard. Properly, embarrassingly hard, the kind of hard that had nowhere to go and had been nowhere to go for two full weeks. Two weeks of no rendezvous, no Thursday, no Daddy — just his text saying stay a good girl and me lying in my childhood bedroom with my hand pressed flat against myself the way he'd taught me, not moving, because he hadn't said I could and I was trying, I was really trying, and the trying had left me like this: wound so tight that stripping down to three inches of blush silk in a stranger's hallway had my clitty dripping against the satin before I'd even seen him yet. The flight hadn't helped. Eight hours of silk against freshly shaved skin, every shift of the seat sending the fabric moving, my thighs pressed together in economy class while my clitty throbbed and leaked and I stared at a screen and thought about his hands. No sissygasm in two weeks. Not even close. The last real one had been the Thursday before he told me about Italy, when he'd had me on my knees on the rug while a thick plug vibrated in my pussy and I'd come untouched with his cock in my throat, and since then — nothing. Good girl. Just waiting. And now I was standing barefoot in his Italian hallway with the wet front of my panties cooling against my clitty in the draft from the open door, so desperate I could feel my own pulse in it, and Daddy was somewhere in this house, and I was about to let him see exactly what two weeks of being good had done to me.

This was the point. This was the transition I'd been thinking about on the plane — not the gate, not the villa door, not his voice. Just this. Clarence left at the threshold like a coat I didn't need indoors.

I heard him before I saw him. His footsteps from the back of the house — unhurried, heavy, the specific rhythm I knew from the lane at home. He came through the doorway at the end of the hall with his jacket off, his shirt open two buttons, sleeves rolled to the elbow. Dark trousers. The gold watch. A glass of something in his hand. He stopped when he saw me. He always stopped — but this time the stop was different. Longer. His eyes moved from my face down the full length of me: bare shoulders, bare chest, the blush silk panties, bare legs, bare feet on the stone floor. Back up to my face.

The corner of his mouth moved. Slow. Private.

"Good flight?" he said. Like we hadn't just spent two weeks apart. Like he'd seen me Tuesday and this was Thursday. Like a girl wasn't standing in his hallway in nothing but silk panties with her boy clothes in a pile by the front door.

"Long," I said. "Middle seat."

The corner of his mouth. "Come here."

I walked down the hall to him and stopped close and looked up — still looking up, in bare feet now, which made the height difference worse and better at the same time, all six-two of him solid and fully dressed and his glass in his hand and me in nothing but blush silk with the stone floor cold under my feet. His hand came to my jaw, same as always, tilting my face up. The particular attention of a man confirming that what's his has arrived intact.

"You eat on the plane?" he said.

"Technically."

He looked at me.

"The pasta was awful," I said. "So I ate the bread."

A low sound that was almost a laugh. His thumb moved along my jaw once, slow, then his hand dropped from my face and his eyes moved down my chest to my collarbone, to the skin where the bite mark had been two weeks ago. Gone now — the two weeks had taken care of that. He looked at the unmarked skin with an expression that said he intended to fix that, and his gaze continued down to the front of the panties where my clitty was pressing hard against the satin and making no secret of it. He looked at that too, unhurried, the way he looked at everything that was his. My clitty went from leaking to becoming an almost open faucet and I kept very still.

"Upstairs," he said. "Shower, get changed. I've got a call at seven that'll take an hour. After that you're mine for the evening."

"Yes, Daddy."

He looked at me one more moment — that last check, the one that ran over my face looking for something wrong and not finding it. His eyes dropped once more to the front of the panties and came back up, and the corner of his mouth did the thing again.

Then he stepped back and turned toward the rear of the house and his drink and whatever needed his attention at six on a Tuesday, and I stood in the stone-floored hallway of a villa in Northern Italy in nothing but blush silk with Clarence's clothes by the front door and my clitty pressing hard against the satin and I thought: I'm here .

Not Clarence at the gate anymore.

I picked up my bag and went upstairs to find out what he'd sent ahead.


Chapter 3

The wardrobe was the size of my bedroom back at my parents' house.

I stood in the doorway of it in my towel wrapped around my chest with my hair still dripping and I said, out loud, to nobody: "Oh, he's insane."

But I'm getting ahead of myself. Before the wardrobe there was the bathroom, and before I could do anything with the wardrobe I needed to deal with myself first.

The en suite was marble — white with grey veining, cool underfoot, a deep soaking tub along one wall and a walk-in shower with a rainfall head on the other. Everything in it was already stocked: my products on the shelf in the order I used them, which meant Daddy had either sent a list or done it from memory and I genuinely couldn't decide which was worse for my clitty. Towels folded on the heated rail. And on the lower shelf, set apart from everything else with the particular discretion of a man who understood what needed to happen before the evening could begin — the enema kit. White box, clean lines, a small note in his handwriting tucked under it: Be thorough.

I stood there and looked at the note for a second.

Be thorough.

My pussy clenched around nothing.

I ran the shower first — not the enema first, the shower first, because I needed to come down from the plane and I needed the water to be hot and I needed approximately four minutes of not being touched by anything with an opinion before I could deal with the rest. The rainfall head was obscene. I stood under it with my face tipped up and let it run hot across my shoulders and down my back and told myself I was just a person in a shower and not a twenty-two-year-old sissy standing in a Lake Como en suite that didn't appear on any map, with a handwritten note from her daddy telling her to be thorough, waiting for a man who was downstairs finishing a call and would be upstairs at a time of his choosing.

I lasted about thirty seconds before the thought of being thorough took over my entire nervous system.

I shaved. All of it — not because I needed to, I'd done a full shave the night before the flight and I was already smooth, already bare from ankle to hip, everything below the eyebrows taken care of the way it always was before a Daddy night. But I ran the razor over everything again anyway, slow and unhurried, because thorough meant thorough and because there was something I'd always loved about the feeling after a fresh shave, the specific raw silk of it, skin so smooth it didn't feel like skin anymore, every nerve ending sitting right at the surface waiting to be touched. The steam helped. I used the products in order, the ones from the shelf, and I stood in the rainfall when I was done and ran my palms up the full length of my legs, over my hips, between my thighs, and thought about his hands doing the same check, the way he always ran his palm up the inside of my thigh and said good girl when it was right.

Everything was right.

I turned off the shower.

I dried off enough to not drip on the marble and then I didn't put the towel back on because what came next wasn't a towel-on situation. I opened the white box on the lower shelf and set everything up at the edge of the tub — warm water, the right temperature, not cold, not burning, the temperature that made the body accept it rather than fight it. Two years of Daddy's standards had taught me what thorough meant. I knew the volume. I knew the wait. I knew the indignity and intimacy of doing this alone in a strange bathroom, knowing why I was doing it, knowing who I was doing it for, knowing that when I was done I would be ready in the way he required and that the requiring of it was its own category of thing that did what it did to my clitty regardless of context.

I knelt on the bath mat.

The nozzle was slim, I found a large bottle of lube, I knew this was just one of many planted all across the house, I lubed the nozzle, and then my hole generously, and I reached back and worked it in slow — my pussy still tight from two weeks of nothing, no plug, no fingers, no cock, just the wait and the flight and the blush silk and the promise of this. It gave. I breathed. The warm water filled me and I went still and let it, my clitty hanging hard and dripping between my thighs because apparently this was a category of thorough that my body had decided to celebrate regardless of my dignity. I pressed my free hand flat against the bath mat. The fullness built, a deep internal pressure, and I stayed in it — thirty seconds, a minute, the meditative quality of this act, private and focused and his even when he wasn't in the room. Be thorough. I was being thorough. My clitty twitched against my thigh and leaked onto the mat and I stayed still and breathed.

I released. Cleaned up. Did it again.

The second pass was the honest one, the one that finished the job, and when it was done I stayed kneeling for a moment with my forehead on my arm on the edge of the tub just taking stock. My pussy felt clean and empty and ready in the way it only felt after this — purposefully open, the internal walls sensitized from the warmth of the water, everything primed to feel whatever came next harder and more precisely. My clitty was a persistent problem I was temporarily ignoring. My legs were steady.

I got up.

Cleaned the kit. Set it back in the box the way he would expect it to be set back — neat, thorough, in that order. I wrapped the plush towel across my chest, and then I went to the sink and started on my face.

Daddy didn't give me instructions about makeup. He never had to — after two years I knew the register. Not going-out. Not daytime bare. The specific in-between that was purely his, that he'd never named but had communicated clearly the first time I'd sat at the vanity in the house while he stood in the doorway with his arms crossed and watched me do my face with the exact attention he gave to everything about me. Minimal but deliberate. The version of Cleo that looked like she wasn't wearing any and clearly was.

The vanity held everything. Stocked the same way the shower shelf was, in order. I sat on the small upholstered stool and looked at myself in the lit mirror — travel-pale, hair damp, post-flight, post-prep, the flush of the shower still on my chest and cheeks — and started.

Skincare first, everything in its sequence, the Italian air drier than home and the flight having done what flights do, and then the primer, thin, pressed in with fingertips across the center of my face, the areas that caught light. I used a light-coverage base, not full, just enough to even out the redness in my nose from the recycled cabin air and the faint shadow under my eyes from sleeping badly in a middle seat. Set it lightly. Then brows — I shaped them the way he'd commented on exactly once, eighteen months ago, one quiet compliment about the arch, which was as close as Daddy got to tutorial and more than enough. Filled, defined, not heavy.

The eyes were where I spent time.

Neutral lid — a warm taupe shadow across the entire lid, a darker brown in the crease, blended until there was no line, just depth. A thin line of brown liner along the upper lash, close to the root, flicked out barely at the outer corner, nothing dramatic. Two coats of mascara, top lashes only, curled first with the wand. I looked at myself in the mirror at this point and thought: there she is. This was where the face started telling the truth. Brown liner and two coats of mascara and the depth in the crease and suddenly the light brown eyes read completely differently — larger, warmer, more Cleo than I could explain and didn't try to.

Blush. A warm peachy rose on the apples of my cheeks and a light dust of the same across the bridge of my nose, the color that made my face look slightly sun-warm even before I'd been in the Italian sun for a single day. A highlight pressed to the inner corner of each eye, to the cupid's bow, to the high point of each cheekbone. My face caught the light and kept it.

Last: the lip. I lined them first — overdrawing the center of the top lip by a hair, the way he'd watched me do it once and said nothing, which meant he'd noted it. A peachy-pink gloss over the top, not sticky, the good kind that stayed through food and an hour and, depending on the evening, a bit more.

I sat back and looked at myself.

The woman in the mirror was twenty-two and freshly scrubbed and clean inside and out and made up exactly the way Daddy had never had to specify because he'd made it clear enough by other means. She looked like someone who had shown up for a specific occasion and understood what the occasion required. She looked like Cleo. Not Clarence with Cleo underneath. Just Cleo, sitting bare at a vanity in Lake Como, ready.

I had no idea what he'd sent ahead for me to wear.

That was when I went to the wardrobe.

It continued to exist at the same scale it had when I'd said "oh, he's insane" to nobody in the doorway thirty minutes ago. Full L-shape, hanging rails on one side, built-in drawers and shelving on the other, everything arranged in colors — lightest at the front, deepest at the back — the way you'd organize a collection you'd thought about for a while. The way a person who had a specific vision would organize it. The way Daddy organized everything he intended to keep.

I stepped inside. The carpet was soft underfoot, some kind of pale cream that felt criminal in bare feet. The air was cool and slightly cedar-scented. I touched the first item on the hanging rail with two fingers — a robe in bubblegum pink satin, heavy, the kind that pooled when it moved — and then I looked at what came after it and had a moment.

He'd thought about this. That was the thing. Not hired a personal shopper and handed over a list. Thought about it — thought about what two weeks of Cleo in Italy actually meant, what I'd look like against the stone walls, what the light through the shutters would do to certain fabrics, what his hands would find in the dark. Every piece of it was designed to be taken off. Not in a cheap way. In the way of a man who understood that the thing was better for having been on first.

There were at least fifteen dresses. All of them pink or white or the specific hot pink that had no business existing outside of a fever dream and existed here in abundance. A babydoll-style mini in pale blush satin with a sweetheart neckline and a skirt that hit mid-thigh and would ride up if I so much as thought about sitting down. A spaghetti-strap slip dress in white satin, bias-cut, fitted through the hips and doing absolutely nothing to hide anything underneath. A strapless bodycon in dusty rose that was technically a dress the way a second skin was technically clothing — it zipped up the back and the zipper pull was a small pink bow. A hot pink wrap dress in charmeuse satin that tied at the waist with an oversized bow and had a neckline that dove past any reasonable definition of neckline. Two halter dresses, one in pearl white satin with a plunging back that went to the base of my spine, one in candy pink with cutouts at the waist. At the far end, wrapped separately in tissue: something floor-length in blush satin, a full skirt and a corseted top with boning and a sweetheart neckline and a slit up the left thigh that went to the hip. For what occasion, I had no idea. I was going to find out.

The drawers were worse.

I pulled the first one open and stood there for a moment just looking.

Lingerie. All of it. Every shade of pink known to science plus white plus a single drawer of black that felt almost aggressive by contrast. Satin sets with itty-bitty triangle bra cups and high-waist panties trimmed in lace, bows at the front of every pair — center bow, hip bows, bow on the garter clasp. Matching garter belts folded next to each set in the same color. A push-up balconette in hot pink satin with underwire and a lace overlay that stopped just shy of transparent. A set in baby pink with ruffle trim on the panties, the ruffles going all the way across the back — not subtle, not trying to be. Pale pink satin tap shorts with a matching bralette, the kind of thing that could pass for pajamas if pajamas were designed specifically to make a man lose his train of thought. A lace teddy in white, all one piece, a deep-cut neckline with a tiny bow where it met in the center, the fabric a pattern of roses — snapped at the crotch, naturally. The black drawer held three sets: a strappy black satin bra with cutout cups and a matching thong, a lace-up black corset with attached suspenders and matching crotchless panties folded underneath it, and at the back, a dominatrix-pink satin bralette with black lace trim and the word DADDY's spelled out in rhinestones across the band. I stared at that one for a moment.

He'd had that made.

Second drawer: babydolls. Six of them, laid flat. Blush satin with a lace hem, white with pink ribbon trim, a hot pink one with a plunging neckline and feather trim at the hem that was going to make walking anywhere in it a production. A pale lavender one in silk chiffon, floor-length, almost demure until you noticed it was entirely sheer. A white babydoll with a corset-laced front and a matching G-string, the kind of thing you'd describe as romantic if you were being extremely charitable.

Third drawer: teddies and bodysuits. A white lace bodysuit cut high on the hip with a scoop back and a thong back. A pink satin bodysuit with ruching at the sides and a sweetheart neckline. A teddy in rose gold satin, all one piece, with a plunging front and snap closure and a little matching robe in the same fabric folded on top.

Fourth drawer: bikinis. Three sets. The first was candy pink — a triangle top with gold ring hardware at the center and the sides, the bottoms a scrunch-back thong that was going to leave nothing to the imagination from behind, which was presumably the point. The second was white satin with ruffle trim on the cups and a tie-side bottom, the ties ending in pink bows at each hip. The third was hot pink, a bandeau top with underwire and a matching brief bottom with cutouts at the hips, the kind of bikini that required absolute commitment. All three were sized for my measurements. All three would have killed a lesser man.

At the back of the fourth drawer, wrapped in its own tissue: a pale pink satin robe with marabou feather trim at the cuffs and hem, floor-length, the kind of thing that got handed to a girl on her way to somewhere worth going. I unfolded an inch of it and folded it back. Later.

I picked up a set from the front of the first drawer. Baby pink satin, high-waist, a pink satin bow at the center front the size of my thumb, a matching bralette with ruffle trim at the cups. Simple. Obscene. The kind of thing that looked like a gift and was.

I dropped my towel.

The wardrobe carpet was warm under my bare feet after the cold marble. I stepped into the panties and pulled them up smooth over my freshly shaved skin — no flight grime, no eight hours of economy-class satin, just fresh and clean and the cool slide of baby pink satin against my skin as the fabric settled, the bow settling into place at the center front. My clitty had been at a manageable simmer since the enema, that specific post-prep hum that came from being handled and cleaned and readied with purpose. The satin fixed manageable immediately.

I spent a moment just standing there.

The bralette was baby pink satin with a ruffle trim along the cups, a tiny bow at the center front, adjustable straps. It didn't need to do much because I didn't have much to manage, but what it did, it did with commitment. Daddy had apparently sourced this in every shade of pink, which I was discovering as I went through the drawer. I hooked it, adjusted the straps, looked at my reflection in the full-length mirror on the wardrobe door and thought: this is where I live now.

The thought was not a complaint.

I started trying things on.

This was — I won't pretend otherwise — this was the part I'd been building toward for two weeks. Not just the villa. Not just the reunion. The wardrobe. The specific luxury of standing in a room full of things that had been chosen for Cleo, not grabbed or borrowed or mail-ordered with a delivery address problem. Things that existed because Daddy had looked at them and thought: her. All of it calibrated to my coloring, my height, the exact proportion of me — he'd had the measurements from my first weekend, when he'd had me in the walk-in at the house and stood behind me in the mirror with his hand at my waist saying hold still. He'd been holding those numbers for two years, apparently. He'd sent them ahead with a list.

I put on the blush satin babydoll mini first. Thin satin straps, the sweetheart neckline sitting exactly where a sweetheart neckline should, the skirt hitting at mid-thigh and staying there only if I stood completely still, which I tested by turning in the mirror and confirmed: not staying there. My clitty was a visible situation through the satin front. I noted this, decided it was not a problem, and turned again. I looked like a person who had been kept somewhere nice for a specific purpose and was dressed accordingly. I looked like a person who had never heard the name Clarence in her life. I pulled it off and went back to the rail.

The white satin slip dress next — bias-cut, spaghetti straps, falling straight from the chest to mid-thigh with the satin moving against my bare skin when I walked, the fabric picking up every outline beneath it the way satin does, which was to say: everything. I put it on and stood in front of the mirror and understood immediately why Daddy had sent it. It looked like something a girl wore to dinner when she wanted the man across from her to be unable to think about food. I filed it for later.

I was working my way into the hot pink charmeuse wrap dress — the bow tied at the waist, the neckline doing the thing necklines did when they were designed by someone who had intentions — when my phone buzzed on the shelf where I'd left it.

The green icon.

Done early. Upstairs in fifteen.

My clitty pulsed.

Fifteen minutes. I had fifteen minutes and I was standing in a hot pink wrap dress with a bow at my waist and my hair still damp and I needed to make a decision because Daddy was coming upstairs in fifteen minutes and he'd said show me what you found and the hot pink was — the hot pink was a lot, was the thing. It was correct but it was also a lot and I wanted something that said I found this and I put it on for you, not I have been personally selected by a neon sign.

I thought about it for approximately two seconds.

I went back to the first drawer.

The set I wanted was three rows in — pale pink satin with a lace overlay, a balconette bra with underwire that pushed and lifted in a way the bralette hadn't, and a matching high-waist thong with a wide lace waistband and a satin bow at the center back as well as the front, the lace panel sheer across the front where my clitty would press against it. Over it, from the babydoll drawer: the hot pink babydoll with the feather hem. Knee-length. Plunging neckline. The feathers at the hem a promise of movement every time I took a step. I put it all on standing in front of the mirror and took stock.

I looked like what I was. Not a woman playing dress-up and not a man in women's clothes. Something specific — Daddy's girl in a Lake Como wardrobe in pink satin and lace and feathers, clitty pressing against the lace panel, the babydoll's neckline showing everything he'd want to see before he decided what to do with it. My blonde hair was damp against my shoulders, slightly wavy from the shower. My collarbone was bare — the one Daddy had looked at downstairs with that expression. I was going to let him look at all of it.

I found the shoes on the shelving unit at the end of the wardrobe — a full row of them, arranged by heel height the same way everything else was arranged by color. Flats at the left: a pair of pink satin mules with a kitten heel and a bow at the toe, and next to them a white pair in the same style. Then the heels proper: a strappy pink sandal with a four-inch stiletto and gold hardware at the ankle buckle, a white platform heel with a thick strap across the toe and another bow at the ankle, a hot pink patent pump with a pointed toe that had never been near anything casual in its life. At the far right, slightly separate from the rest, a pair of black Louboutins — classic pump, five-inch heel, the red sole catching the wardrobe light when I picked one up and turned it over. I stood there holding it for a moment. He'd put one pair of black in a wardrobe that was otherwise entirely pink and white, and it was Louboutins, and they were my size, and I understood exactly what they were for.

I put them back. I put on the pink kitten heel mules. Stood up. Three inches of height I didn't have forty seconds ago, the wardrobe carpet gone suddenly relevant under the narrow heel.

I looked at myself.

Daddy, I thought. Please. I've been on a plane for eight hours in silk panties thinking about you. Please.

The thought came out in my own voice and it was not particularly dignified and I was fine with it.

I went to the chair by the window to wait.

The light through the shutters was doing the thing I'd imagined on the plane — cutting in long warm bars across the floor, moving as the sun shifted. The room smelled like old stone and the wisteria I'd seen climbing the front wall and somewhere underneath it, because he'd been in these rooms, because he'd already spent a week here settling in, because the rooms knew him — him. His particular warmth, present in the air the way it was present in everything he'd been in long enough. I sat with my hands in my lap and my heels on the floor and I waited.

I heard him on the stairs. Heavy and unhurried, same as always, the rhythm I knew from the house — the tread of a man who moved through the world like it had agreed to hold him. His footsteps in the hall. A pause — he'd seen the light under the door, or he'd heard something, or he simply knew. Daddy generally knew.

The door opened.

He stood in the frame, jacket off now, sleeves rolled to the elbow, the gold watch catching the low warm light from the shutters. He looked at me.

Not the quick check. The long one. The full inventory — my hair, my face, the pink satin and lace visible through the babydoll's neckline, the feather hem resting against my thighs, the way the pink kitten heels brought me to a different height, the line of my collarbone, the front of the panties where my clitty was pressing patient and obvious against the lace panel. He looked at all of it with the unhurried attention of a man confirming that what he'd imagined had arrived.

"Show me what you found," he said.

I stood up.

It wasn't a performance — I wasn't trying to do anything specific. I just stood up and let him see all of it, the babydoll's feather hem shifting against my thighs as I rose, the lace panel visible underneath, my hands loose at my sides. The look he was giving me was doing things to my clitty that the lace was no longer containing at all, the fabric stretching at the front, the pre-cum already damp against the panel, and he wasn't looking away from it.

"Turn around," he said.

I turned around.

The feather hem swayed with me. I heard him cross the room — two steps, three — and then his hands were at my shoulders, the warm flat weight of his palms, and he turned me back to face him with that particular grip that contained every other grip he'd ever used on me. Up close he smelled like the day and his particular expensive clean and underneath it the warmth that was just him. I had to tilt my head back slightly to look at his face. Bare feet yesterday, kitten heels now, and still this.

His hands moved from my shoulders down my arms, slow, just learning the new geography. He reached the hem of the babydoll at my hips and came back up the outside of it, the satin shifting under his palms, and stopped at my waist. Looked at me.

"Good girl," he said. Low, just for the room. "You did well."

My clitty pressed hard against the lace panel and made its opinion known.

He stepped back. Went to the chair I'd just vacated and sat down in it with the particular settled ease of a man who would have gotten there eventually regardless. He loosened the top button of his shirt and looked at me from across the six feet of wardrobe carpet between us.

"Touch yourself," he said. "Right there. Let me watch."

The room went very still.

I had been waiting two weeks for any version of this sentence and standing in a Lake Como wardrobe in blush lace was not the version I'd constructed in my head and it was significantly better. My clitty was pressing against the lace with an urgency that had been building since the airport bathroom and had peaked the moment I'd heard his footsteps on the stairs and was currently at a point where if he'd said anything else I might have actually combusted.

I reached down.

I pressed my palm flat against the front of the lace panties and felt my clitty jump at the contact — one hard pulse, hello, finally, the specific relief of pressure after two weeks of keeping my hands very still. I rubbed slow, through the lace, watching his face. He was watching mine. Not leaning forward, not performing attention — just watching, with that particular calm that meant he was tracking everything and filing it and would use it later. His hands were loose in his lap. He was not going to help. That was clear. This was for him to watch and for me to do and those were the terms.

I kept going.

The lace was rough in the right way — not painful, just present, textured against the wet tip of my clitty where the pre-cum had been building since I'd put the panties on. I pressed harder and the babydoll shifted with my arm moving, the feather hem brushing my thighs, and I reached up with my other hand and pushed the babydoll up and off over my head and let it drop. Now it was just the pink satin and lace and his eyes on me and the afternoon light through the shutters cutting across the carpet between us.

"Keep going," he said. Not because I'd stopped. Just because he wanted to say it.

I kept going.

My free hand went to my chest. The bralette cups were thin satin and I pushed one aside and found my nipple with two fingers — already tight, already aching, the way they got when everything else in my body was paying attention to something. I rolled it slow, a small deliberate pressure, and the sensation went straight down through my belly and into my clitty and my breath caught audibly in the quiet wardrobe. I kept both hands working, one at my clitty, one at my chest, the two sensations feeding each other, and I watched his face watching me do it.

He said nothing. His jaw moved once, a small adjustment, and his eyes tracked between my hands with the total focused attention of a man cataloguing exactly what was working and filing it for later use.

I reached inside the waistband with two fingers and touched my clitty directly — hot, slick at the tip, the foreskin drawn back from two weeks of constant almost-hard, the skin wound tight in the way of things that had been ignored too long. A sound came out of me. He didn't react to the sound. He watched me make it and waited.

"Daddy," I said. Not a question. Not quite a sentence. Just his name and the shape of what was sitting behind it: the two weeks and the flight and the hallway and the shower and the wardrobe and standing in this room in lace trying to make this last when I had approximately no capacity left to make anything last. "Please. I've been on a plane for eight hours in silk panties thinking about you. Please."

He looked at me.

"I know," he said.

And then nothing else. No instruction. No permission or denial. Just: I know. Because he did know — he'd sent me on the plane with the whole two weeks behind it, had orchestrated exactly this level of desperate, and he wanted to see all of it before he decided what to do with it.

I didn't stop.

I worked my clitty with two fingers, my wrist at an angle that made the lace panties ride down at the front, the blush silk sitting at the top of my thighs now, my hips starting to move on their own. The light through the shutters was warm on my bare arms. My heels were still on, narrow on the carpet, my ankles wanting to shift to manage the balance. The chair across from me was occupied by a fully dressed man in a dark shirt watching me touch myself with the same attention he gave to everything he owned, total and unhurried, and I was going to come in approximately ninety seconds if he kept looking at me like that.

I didn't try to slow it down.

The want had been building for two weeks and the specifics of this room — his eyes, the lace, the Italian light, the smell of him in the air — were not slowing down anything. I worked my clitty and felt the orgasm building low and forward, the pull of it gathering at the base, and I kept my eyes on his face and didn't look away.

"Look at you," he said. Quiet. Something in his voice that was not quite soft but was the thing adjacent to it — the private register, the one the world didn't get. "Two weeks and look at you."

I came.

Not a sissygasm — my pussy was empty, nothing filling it, the orgasm all in the clitty, but long and close in a way that made my knees want to give, the release of two weeks of keeping my hands very still finally arriving all at once in a wave that went from the tip of my clitty up through my belly and left my free hand reaching for the wardrobe rail behind me for something to hold. I made sounds that I was not going to think about in the cold light of day. The lace panties were completely ruined. My chest was heaving. My heels held.

I looked at him.

He was still watching. Nothing on his face except that private attention, the one that said he'd gotten exactly what he came for and was already thinking about the next thing.

He stood up. Crossed the room. His hand came to my face — jaw, thumb at my chin, the grip that tilted my head up — and he looked at me for a moment at close range, checking for something. Whatever he was looking for, he found it. His thumb moved once across my jaw.

"Good girl," he said as he adjusted his crotch. He was clearly turned on.

I opened my mouth and what came out was not yes Daddy.

"Daddy." My voice had the specific quality of someone who had been very good for two weeks and had just come and still wasn't done. "I want your cock." I watched his face. The jaw. The corner of the mouth. Nothing moved but I kept going because I was Cleo and I had been waiting two weeks and there were things that needed to be said. "Please. Just let me — I've missed it, I've missed having you in my mouth, I've been thinking about it the whole flight, please just let me get on my knees. I want your cum down my throat, Daddy. Please."

He looked at me for a long moment.

"No," he said. Not unkind. The same tone as everything certain. "First time I take you in Italy isn't going to be a quicky muffin." His thumb traced my jaw once more. "You're going to wait. And it's going to be worth it."

I made a sound that was not dignified.

"Yes, Daddy," I said, because that was all there was.

The corner of his mouth moved. He pressed his lips to my temple, brief and certain, and then stepped back. He looked at me — the ruined panties, the heaving chest, the general wreckage — and something in his expression shifted, not softer exactly, more settled, like a man confirming a plan was proceeding correctly.

"Get cleaned up," he said. "Dinner's at eight."

"Wear the white."

I turned toward the rail, already knowing which one, and then he said:

"There'll be a few guests tonight."

I went still with my hand on the hanger.

Guests. Not just Daddy across the table in the Italian evening light. Other people. Other eyes. People who would sit across from me in whatever Daddy had decided I was wearing and know — not guess, not wonder — know exactly what I was and what I was to him, the same way the associates at home had always known without it ever being said out loud. I'd been Cleo at the house, in the bedroom, in the kitchen, in the garden. I'd been Cleo in this hallway an hour ago with my boy clothes in a pile by the door. But I'd never been Cleo at a table. I'd never been Daddy's girl in front of a room.

My clitty, which had been soft and satisfied approximately ninety seconds ago, had an immediate and specific opinion about this.

"How many, Daddy?" I said. My voice came out steadier than I felt.

"A few." He checked his watch. The gold caught the light. "Business associates. You'll be at the table."

At the table. In the white satin slip dress. With business associates who would look at me the way men looked at things that didn't belong to them but understood exactly who did.

"Yes, Daddy," I said.

He walked out. His footsteps in the hall, unhurried. The sound of him moving through the rooms below, settling back into whatever the evening needed from Dominic Vitale, the version of him the world got. I stood in the wardrobe with the babydoll on the floor and the lace panties at my thighs and my clitty already making itself known again against the ruined satin, and I looked at all the things he'd sent ahead — the fifteen dresses in pink and white and hot pink and the lingerie arranged by shade and the marabou robe in its tissue at the back of the drawer and the blush satin floor-length thing with the corset top waiting at the end of the rail — and I thought about eight o'clock and a table with guests and the white satin slip dress and what it was going to feel like to be looked at like that for the first time.

I picked the babydoll up off the floor and hung it back on the rail.

I found a new pair of panties — black, simple yet still sexy and barely there — and put them on and went to find the dryer for my hair.

The wardrobe smelled like cedar and his warmth and the faint evidence of what we'd just done, and I thought: fourteen mornings. This is one.

I wasn't even close to finished being here. And I was already getting horny once again.


Chapter 4

The morning after the dinner, I woke up already hard and wet.

I lay there for a moment before I opened my eyes and let the previous evening run through me the way last night always ran through me the morning after — in pieces, in heat, in the specific order of things that had left a mark.

The white satin slip dress. I'd put it on in the wardrobe after Daddy had walked out and the word guests was still sitting in my chest like something warm with an edge to it. Underneath — because there had to be something, because a dinner table required at least the performance of underwear — I'd found the smallest thing in the first drawer: a white satin G-string, barely a triangle of fabric at the front and a string at the back, the kind of thing that technically counted and did nothing else. I'd tucked myself carefully into it, the way I'd learned to do, pressing everything flat and smooth against the satin. My clitty wasn't big — had never been, even before two years of Daddy's particular effect on my sense of self — and with the right angle and the right fabric it disappeared almost entirely, just a soft rounded shape at the front of the G-string, the satin pulling smooth over it. Not flat. Just — soft. A suggestion of a pussy where there wasn't one, full-lipped and neat and mine. I'd looked at it in the mirror for a moment and thought: that works. Then I'd stepped into the slip dress and it had gone on over nothing worth mentioning, because white bias-cut satin against fair skin and blonde hair made everything look deliberate, chosen, arranged for a purpose. The satin moved with me when I walked, caught the low lamp light in the hallway and kept it. Which it was. Which I was.

I'd done my lips in the deeper pink that time. A little more. For a table.

They'd arrived at eight — three of them, Italian, older, the kind of men who moved through rooms the way Daddy moved through rooms, like the furniture had already agreed. Daddy had made the introductions at the door, easy and brief: names I caught and filed, handshakes, the beat when each of them turned to me. Daddy had said, simply: Cleo.  Nothing further. He never offered more than was necessary because what was necessary was always already evident, and I was standing in a white satin slip dress in a Lake Como villa with his hand at the small of my back, and nothing further was required.

Behind us, the dining room was already laid — the long table set for five, candles lit, something that smelled extraordinary coming from the kitchen even though there was nobody visibly in it. A chef, I assumed, on call, offsite, the kind of arrangement Daddy made without mentioning. Crystal on the table, white linen, a centerpiece of something low and Italian and garden-cut. The garden beyond the open doors was going dark at the edges and blue at the center, the lavender path barely visible, the lake a flat pewter line beyond the roofline. It looked like a painting.

The first one — a silver-haired, sixty-something man, Italian-elegant in the way that couldn't be bought or learned, only inherited — had taken my hand and held it a beat too long and looked at me with the attention of a man who understood exactly what category I occupied and approved without reservation. I'd smiled. Daddy's hand had pressed, just slightly, at my back. A statement, not a correction.

And that was the moment the thought arrived, quiet and specific, underneath the smile: did they know?

I passed. I knew I passed — had known it since the first Thursday when Daddy had put me in front of the house mirror and I'd seen what the right clothes and the right face and the right posture did to the question of what I was. In the slip dress with the makeup done and my hair loose, I was a girl at a dinner table in Lake Como. Any stranger on the street would have clocked me as a girl without a second thought. But these weren't strangers on a street. These were men in Daddy's world, men who had presumably been told something or understood something or simply knew the way that world knew things — without announcements, without explanations, the information simply present. And my voice, when I spoke — I'd worked on it, had been working on it for two years, and it was feminine enough, soft enough, the register I used for rooms sitting comfortably in the upper range — but it wasn't a woman's voice. Not quite. Any man paying close enough attention would hear it, that slight remainder, the thing that didn't fully cross. These men were paying close attention.

So they probably knew.

And they were looking at me anyway. All three of them. With the particular attention of men who had decided that what I was made me more interesting, not less — who understood that the girl in the white satin slip dress with Daddy's hand at her back was something specific and rare and his, and that the knowing of it was part of the looking. My clitty pressed hard against the white G-string at the thought and I kept my face pleasant and let them look.

I'd thought, standing in that hallway: this is it. This is the thing I described in the hot tub a year ago when I was drunk on the night and the water and his arms around me. The mobwife in the Italian countryside, kept and decorative and entirely his, walking through rooms she hadn't learned yet in heels that had no business being worn indoors. I'd said it as a fantasy. He'd said: noted. And here I was, in the actual hall of the actual villa, and it was better than the fantasy because his hand was real and the satin was real and the eyes of three Italian men in good suits were on me in a way that left no room for doubt, and my clitty had gone from its evening hum to hard and insistent inside the first two minutes of their arrival.

I'd managed dinner. That was the word for it — managed — in the sense that I'd sat at the table and eaten the food and answered when addressed and kept my face pleasant and my posture correct and my voice in the register Cleo used for rooms, which was different from the register Cleo used for Daddy, which was different again from the register Clarence used for everything. Three registers. I'd been running all three simultaneously for two years. I was fluent.

But under the table my clitty had been pressing against the satin for two and a half hours, and the men's eyes had come back to me at intervals that I'd stopped counting by the second course, and Daddy had touched me twice — once to refill my wine, his hand passing the back of mine on the table, and once to put his palm at my knee when he leaned across to say something to the man on my left, the touch lasting the full length of the sentence — and both times my pussy had clenched around nothing and I'd kept my face exactly where it needed to be.

After. After the cars had gone down the gravel lane and the gate had swung shut and Daddy had closed the front door and turned around and looked at me in the hall.

I hadn't waited. I'd crossed the hall to him and got my hands on his shirt and said: Now.  Just that. One word, which was all the words I had left after two and a half hours of managed dinner and salivating eyes and his hand on my knee.

He'd looked at me for a moment — that look, the one that assessed and filed and decided — and then he'd walked me backward to the staircase and said: Go up.

I went up.

What happened in the bedroom after that was the first time he'd had me properly in Italy — not the wardrobe orgasm, not a quicky, not any of the sideways versions accumulating since arrival. The first time his full attention was in a bed with nowhere to be and nothing to manage and all of me to take apart with that unhurried methodology I'd been losing my mind over for four days and the flight before that and the two weeks before the flight. He'd taken the slip dress off the same way he'd put his hand at my back at the door — with possession so total it didn't need to perform itself. He'd folded it. Of course he'd folded it. And then he'd spent the better part of an hour reminding me what his hands knew about my body, which was everything, and I'd said his name in several different registers including ones I hadn't used before and come twice before he'd come once and afterward I'd lain with my face against his chest and thought: noted, he'd said. A year ago in a hot tub. And then he'd done all of this.

I was still thinking about it when I woke up.

Not the slow drift back into consciousness that happened at home, that particular liminal state where I was Clarence until I opened my eyes and remembered. Here there was no forgetting. Here the sheets smelled like him and the light through the shutters was Italian and pale gold and my clitty was pressing hard against the white satin g-string, the fabric still twisted slightly from last night and his hands — and I was already his before I'd fully decided to be awake. There was a specific luxury in that. Two weeks of it. I'd known it was coming and it was still better than knowing.

I reached for him on instinct.

The other side of the bed was empty. Still warm, but empty — he'd been up long enough for the warmth to be cooling at the edges, which meant a while. I lay there with my palm flat on his side of the sheet and took stock of the room. The shutters were cracked, the morning light cutting in thin bars across the stone floor. Somewhere below, the sound of him moving — a drawer closing, his footsteps crossing a room with that particular unhurried weight. Already assembled. Already Dominic Vitale before I'd even opened both eyes.

I pulled myself upright against the headboard and waited.

He came through the bedroom door already dressed. Dark trousers, open-collar shirt in charcoal, the sleeves not yet rolled — that happened later, when the day required something from his hands. The gold watch on his wrist, catching the morning light through the shutters. He looked at me on the bed — hair loose, sleep-soft, still in the white satin g-string from the night before, nothing else — with the inventory look, quick this time, the morning version, checking that everything was where he'd left it.

"You're leaving?" I said.

My voice was still half-asleep and made no attempt to be otherwise.

"Meeting at nine." He went to the chair in the corner and picked up his jacket, shook it once, laid it over his arm. Straightening his watch without looking up. "Be ready for me tonight."

The watch clasp clicked.

I sat there on the bed in nothing but the tiny panties (if you can even call them that) and watched him finish assembling himself and thought about tonight. About what be ready meant in a Lake Como villa with a wardrobe full of pink satin and a man who had a meeting at nine and would be back at a time of his choosing and expected me to be exactly as he'd left me: his, and ready, and wearing something that reminded us both of what I was.

He came to the bed. His hand at my face — jaw, thumb at my chin, the morning version of the grip, which was the same grip but quieter, not the commanding tilt but the check-in, the confirming touch. He looked at me for a moment.

"Eat something," he said. "The kitchen's stocked."

Then he was gone. His footsteps on the stairs, the front door, the sound of a car on the gravel. I sat on the bed in the Italian morning and listened to the villa settle into silence around me and thought: this is the part nobody tells you about. The afterward. The day that belongs to Cleo when Daddy belongs to something else.

I got up and went to the wardrobe.

***

The mornings had a shape by the third day. I'd learned the villa's rhythms the way you learned any new place — by moving through it slowly, finding the rooms that wanted to be occupied and the ones that were content to be beautiful from a distance. The kitchen was bright in the morning, east-facing, the stone counters still cool when I came down. I made coffee the way the machine required, which took ten minutes of orientation the first morning and forty seconds after that. I ate what was there — fruit and bread and something soft and white that was not quite butter and not quite cheese and was better than either.

I ate in the pink satin tap shorts and the matching bralette, bare feet on the kitchen tile, reading nothing, thinking nothing specific, just being in the morning the way Daddy had arranged for me to be in it. Unhurried. Unobserved. Cleo at breakfast in an Italian kitchen, which was not a thing I had thought possible three weeks ago and was now simply Tuesday.

The pool was in the garden on the south side of the villa — walled, old stone, a rectangle of blue water that caught the afternoon light and held it. I found it the first afternoon, in the white satin ruffle bikini with the pink bows at the hips, and I stayed there for three hours on a lounger with a book I wasn't reading, letting the Italian sun do what Italian sun did to pale skin when pale skin was careful about it. I was careful. I turned at the right intervals. I reapplied with the diligence of someone who had been handed two weeks of Italian sun and intended to return from them golden rather than destroyed. And since I told my parents I was heading to the West Coast, the tan would still be explainable, thankfully.

The bikini top required attention when I moved. The ties were decorative as much as functional and the cups, while enthusiastic, were working at the limits of their mandate. I was aware of this and I was on a private walled terrace in a villa that appeared on no map and I was aware of this too, and I let both things be true simultaneously while I lay in the sun and listened to the bees in the lavender along the south wall and thought about Daddy's hands.

The library was on the first floor, off the main hallway — a room I'd passed three times before I noticed the door was slightly different from the others, older, a different wood, and went through it. Shelves on three walls, floor to ceiling, mostly Italian with a section of English toward the back, a leather reading chair in the corner near the window with a side table and a lamp that had clearly been used recently. His chair, I understood immediately. The lamp was positioned the way he would position it. The table was at the exact height of his elbow when he sat. I stood in the room for a moment and breathed it in — him, under the smell of old books and stone and whatever the Italian afternoon smelled like through the open window — and then I sat in his chair in my satin robe and read for two hours and let the room do what it did.

On the fourth day I found the bicycles in the outbuilding at the edge of the garden. Old frames, both of them, but serviced recently — the tyres firm, the chains clean. I took the one that fitted me down the lane from the villa and out onto the road that wound between the vineyards, the grapevines in their rows on either side going gold at the edges in the late afternoon light, the lake appearing and disappearing between the hills. I wore the shortest shorts he'd sent — pink satin, high cut, barely qualifying as shorts by any technical measure — and a white cropped top in thin cotton that the breeze made theoretical, and I cycled three kilometres in both directions and looked like something in a film and knew it and didn't care at all.

I was Cleo on a bicycle in the Italian countryside. My father would not survive knowing this. The thought arrived and I let it pass and kept cycling.

***

The evenings were Daddy's.

He came back at different times — sometimes six, sometimes closer to eight, once at nearly nine, which had left me sitting at the kitchen table in the pink babydoll with the feather hem and my fourth cup of tea going cold and my clitty working itself up through manageable to an impatient frequency I was managing with flagging success. He'd walked in, clocked the state of things, and said nothing, just crooked a finger and turned back toward the stairs, and I'd followed on my kitten heels and we hadn't come back down until morning.

But mostly he came back at six. Six-thirty. I'd hear the car on the gravel and feel the reorganization of my nervous system that had been happening since the first Thursday — the settling, the sharpening, the clitty going from its afternoon hum to full attention in the ten seconds between hearing the car and hearing the front door. I'd learned to be ready. Not in the performative sense — not standing in the hall posed like something from a catalogue. Just ready. Present. In whatever he'd looked at that morning on his way out and decided I'd be in when he got back, the thing he'd clocked on the rail or pointed at in the drawer with two fingers and raised his eyebrow, which was the extent of his morning wardrobe direction and more than sufficient.

Tonight I was in the deep pink satin slip — not the white one I'd worn to the dinner, the pink one from the third drawer, longer at the hem, a lace trim at the neckline, thin straps, nothing underneath because there was no underneath that made sense with this fabric and this cut. My hair was down. I'd done my face at the vanity in the same register as that first afternoon — the peachy-pink gloss, the brown liner, the eyes that told the truth. I'd spritzed the perfume he'd left on the vanity shelf, which I hadn't noticed until the second day, and which was a thing that had broken me quietly in the en suite bathroom when I realized he'd thought to send it ahead.

I was on the sofa in the main room with my legs folded under me and a glass of wine I'd poured from the bottle on the side table when I heard the gravel.

I didn't move. That was something I'd learned — not to perform the waiting, not to arrange myself at the door. He knew I was in there. He always knew. The waiting was real and the realness of it was what he wanted, not the staging of it.

The front door. His footsteps on the stone floor. The sound of him setting something down — his briefcase, or the jacket, or both. Then he was in the doorway.

He looked at me on the sofa in the pink slip with the wine and the Italian evening coming through the open window behind me. He did the inventory. His face did nothing, which was not the same as nothing.

"Come here," he said.

I unfolded myself from the sofa and went to him.

***

What happened next followed the grammar we'd built over two years of Thursday nights, translated now into a new room, a new light, a new set of surfaces — the Italian stone instead of the house's hardwood, the warm evening air through the shutters instead of the county road settling in the dark outside. Same grammar. New vocabulary. He was unhurried, the way he was always unhurried, and I was whatever the Italian evening and two years and the specific accumulated weight of this particular arrangement had made me, which was his, and used to being his, and still not entirely used to the feeling of being his, which was the point.

He took me to the sofa first. His hands found the hem of the pink slip and went up, unhurried, learning the new geography the way he'd learned every geography of me — specific and thorough. My clitty was hard inside two minutes and making a wet spot against his thigh where I was sitting across his lap and he had his hands on my hips and was watching my face with the particular attention that meant he was deciding something. I wasn't going to rush the deciding. I'd tried that, in the early months, and learned what patient felt like on the other end of it.

He took me upstairs eventually. The bedroom in the Italian evening light was something — the low gold of it through the shutters, the old furniture going warm, the wide bed and its white linen and the smell of both of us already in the room after three days of this. He laid me out on the bed and took the slip off with the specific care of a man removing something he'd chosen, folding it over the end of the footboard before he turned back to me, which was a Daddy thing so entirely itself that my chest did something uncomfortable.

He used his hands first. That was usual. His palm up the inside of my thigh, the check, the way he'd always done it — the confirmation of the fresh shave, the smooth skin, everything prepared and waiting. His thumb pressed against my pussy and I pushed back against it and he let me and then stopped letting me, which was also usual, and I made a sound into the pillow and he said nothing.

"Daddy—" I said, into the pillow.

"Still," he said.

I was still. His mouth went to the back of my neck, my shoulder, the long line of my spine, and I lay with my face in the pillow and my clitty pressing into the mattress with nowhere to go and my pussy clenching around the thumb he was barely moving and thought: two years and I still can't make him hurry.

I didn't want to.

He was thorough, then, in the way that he was always thorough — methodical, unhurried, tracking every response and adjusting and tracking again, the kind of attention that felt like being studied by someone who liked what they found and intended to keep finding it. He had me on my back before the first fifteen minutes were through, my legs over his shoulders, his cock thick and steady inside me after four days of nothing and the orgasm from the wardrobe the day we arrived, and the feeling of being filled after that specific absence was the kind of thing I had no useful language for and didn't try to find any. I just made the sound and gripped the headboard and let it be exactly what it was.

He fucked me slow. That was his preference when he wanted to make a point — not lazy, not gentle exactly, just deliberate, the pace of a man who had nowhere to be and knew it and wanted me to know it too. Deep and slow and his, the way things were always his — total, without negotiation. My clitty was pressed between us, catching friction with every push, leaking steadily against his stomach, and the combination of his cock in my pussy and that specific pressure was the kind of calculation that my body had stopped being able to think around after about four minutes. I said his name. I said Daddy. I said please in several different registers and he kept the same pace throughout and watched my face with the patient settled attention of a man who had made this precise calculation himself and was in no hurry to resolve it.

Four days of this. Four days of him taking me in the morning before he left — bent over the bathroom vanity while the shower ran, or on my back in the sheets while he was still half-dressed, the watch already on — and then again every evening when he came back, sometimes twice, sometimes in rooms that had nothing to do with bedrooms. The kitchen counter on the second morning, him behind me while the coffee brewed, my cheek on the cold stone and my legs barely wide enough. The library, in his chair, facing him, the leather warm under my knees. The garden terrace in the late afternoon of the third day when he'd come back early and found me at the pool in the candy pink thong bikini and hadn't said a word, just taken my wrist and walked me to the sun lounger and had me there in the open air with the lavender and the lake beyond the wall and the Italian sky doing whatever it was doing overhead. No neighbours. No road noise. Nothing but the walled garden and the birds and the sounds I made, which Daddy had made clear from the first evening he expected to hear — all of them, as loud as I wanted, no managing myself for anyone's benefit. I'd been loud. I was discovering, in the absence of neighbours and thin walls and the ambient anxiety of Clarence's life, that Cleo was extremely loud. The stone walls of the villa held it all without comment and Daddy watched my face through every round of it with that same settled attention and never once told me to quiet down.

He let me come the first time with his cock still inside me, the orgasm breaking in the specific way it broke when he'd been deliberate about building it — not the sharp immediate release of the kitchen counter or the terrace, but the long rolling kind, the kind that started low and climbed and kept climbing while he kept the same pace through all of it. He kept moving, as usual, and I gripped the headboard and said things into the pillow that I wasn't going to catalogue and thought: four days in and Italy has already ruined me for everything that isn't this.

The second round was different — his hand in my hair, my head tipped back, his cock in my mouth while he sat on the edge of the bed in the Italian dark, and this was the part I'd been asking for in the wardrobe and he was giving it to me now in his own time and on his own terms, which was the only way he gave anything. I was on my knees on the carpet with the shutters open and the night air on my bare back and his hand loose in my hair — not forcing, just present, the weight of it, the direction of it — and I took what he gave me with the gratitude of someone who had thought about this for four days and the flight before that and the two weeks before the flight.

He was in the middle of something — some thread of thought that I caught only in pieces between the rhythm of his hand and the sounds he made, low and controlled, the ones he never made anywhere else — when he said it.

"There are some men coming this week. Different from our previous guests. These are very important people." His hand tightened slightly in my hair. "It's business. You'll be here."

I registered the words. But that didn't stop me. I kept going, because this was the middle of something and I was Cleo and I was on my knees and his cock was in my mouth and I was not going to stop in the middle of something because of business associates.

A pause. His hand in my hair again, a small deliberate pull. "Make sure you look presentable. I wanto to show you off…"

I pulled back. Just enough to look up at him. My lips were wet and my eyes were on his face and his cock was right there and I was looking up at him from the carpet in an Italian villa in nothing but skin and I said:

"Will they know I’m—"

He pressed me back down. Certain. One hand, no effort.

"You're mine," he said. "That's all they need to know."

I went back to what I was doing.

The hand in my hair settled again, guiding rather than controlling, and I felt the shift in his breathing that meant the thread of thought had closed. Just this now. Just his hand and the Italian night and the clean satisfaction of being useful to him in this exact way, on my knees in the dark in a country I'd never been to before and a villa that didn't appear on any map, with men coming this week who would know what I was.

I swallowed everything he gave me and stayed on my knees for a moment after, my cheek against his thigh, his hand loose in my hair, the night air still moving through the open shutters across my bare back.

He looked down at me. The check.

"Good girl," he said. Quiet. Just for the room.

I closed my eyes and stayed exactly where I was.

***

Later, in the dark, his arm around me and the sheet pulled up to my waist and the Italian night doing something soft through the shutters, I thought about what he'd said.

Not with dread. With the other thing — the thing I'd felt when he'd told me about the dinner and my clitty had woken back up from its post-orgasm stupor and made its position clear. The anticipation that had no clean name. The one that lived in the gap between being Daddy's and being seen to be Daddy's.

The dinner guests had looked at me the way men looked when they understood what I was and found it interesting. That had been enough to keep my clitty pressed against the chair for two and a half hours.

These were different men. Important men, Daddy had said. Men who were properly in his world, not adjacent to it. Whatever that meant, it meant more than that silverhaired old gentleman holding my hand a beat too long at the door.

I thought about that.

My clitty stirred against the sheet.

Daddy's breathing had evened out beside me. His arm was heavy and warm across my waist and his chest rose and fell with the rhythm of a man who had done what he'd come home to do and had no further anxieties about the matter. I lay in the dark and thought about whoever was coming and being here, in the villa, in whatever he'd pointed at that morning on the rail, and being looked at, and being known, and being his in a room full of people who understood what that meant.

I pressed my thighs together under the sheet.

Fourteen mornings, I'd thought in the wardrobe on the first day. This is one.

Four down now. Ten to go. Whatever was coming in the middle of them.

I wasn't sleeping any time soon.


Chapter 5

The candles were lit and I was already in my seat when I heard the car on the gravel.

I was in something white with pink flowers, ruched tight across my chest, fitted at the waist, ruffle hem hitting not even mid-thigh. The kind of dress that showed everything when I moved and showed most of it when I didn't. The back was cross-straps and bare skin all the way down — no bra, nothing, just the sparkly pink thong sitting at my lower back where anyone behind me could see the waistband and the little triangle where the back strap met the hip strap, rhinestones catching the light. I'd put it on knowing exactly what it looked like from behind. The white Louboutins added four inches I didn't have. I came downstairs and Daddy looked me over from the doorway — hem, bare back, pink waistband — and said nothing and everything with a hungry smile, before he turned back toward the front of the house. I knew I was dressed correctly for the occasion. I sat at the end of the table and waited for the men to arrive.

Three of them. Daddy introduced them at the door: Marco, Enzo, and then the last one.

Vittorio.

Late sixties. Silver-haired, still, the kind of elegant that came from age and money and not giving a shit what anyone thought of him. He walked through the door and looked at me immediately. Not a glance — a proper look, the kind that took its time. His eyes moved over my face, the ruched neckline, down to the bare back he could see from where he was standing, back up to my face.

He smiled.

"You are very lovely, my dear," he said.

The way a man said it when he meant something dirtier.

"Thank you," I said. The heat went straight to my face before I could stop it. Not ideal.

He took the corner seat. Angled so he had me in his sightline without having to turn his head. I noticed this immediately and pretended I hadn't.

Daddy sat at the head of the table and said, without looking at me: "This is Cleo."

That was it. No explanation. He didn't need to give one.

Marco's eyes slid to me — face, neckline, face. He turned back to Daddy. "You travel well, Dominic."

Daddy reached for his wine.

***

The soup came — brought by two staff Daddy had arranged for the evening, quiet and efficient, appearing and disappearing without making themselves part of the room — and so did the business, the Italian kind, mostly in Italian, which gave me nothing to do except sit there and try not to stare at the candle.

My clitty had been hard since Vittorio walked in. Not because he was attractive, exactly — he was old enough to be my grandfather. Because of how he'd looked at me. Not the way men looked at a girl. The way they looked at something they wanted to put their hands on and already knew they could. Like the looking was already a kind of having. I'd spent two years being looked at that way by exactly one person and apparently my body had decided the category was the turn-on, not the man. Thank god for tight underwear and the cute size of my clitty that gave me the ability to tug it in the thong into a position that contained the situation. I was managing it.

Vittorio was to my left and angled. I didn't have to look at him. The problem was I could feel him looking at me. Not staring, not being obvious about it — just a constant, steady attention that sat on my skin and didn't move. Every time I picked up my wine glass I was aware of his eyes tracking it. Every time I shifted in my chair. Every time I breathed.

He leaned toward me at some point during the first course. "You are finding the lake agreeable?"

"It's the most beautiful thing I've ever seen," I said in my best understated falsetto tone that I now naturally change to when I’m in Cleo mode.

"It rewards patience," he said. Quiet. Eyes on mine. "Most beautiful things do."

I drank my wine and thought about literally anything else.

His eyes hadn't moved from me all evening. Not once.

The thong was doing its best and losing. I'd already tried adjusting once without drawing attention to myself, but being the only girl at the table meant there wasn’t enough time to do it properly without a pair of eyes silently devouring me. My clitty was still pressing against the satin triangle, wet at the tip, and I was calculating how far it was to the bathroom and whether I could plausibly disappear for three minutes without Daddy noticing.

He would notice.

***

The main course. Daddy was at the head of the table, Marco to his left, Enzo beside him. Vittorio at the corner to my right, angled toward me the whole evening. I was at the far end — close enough to be part of the table, far enough that Daddy had to reach when he refilled my wine. His hand passed over mine when he set the bottle down, barely a second, palm warm over my knuckles, and then he was back to Marco like it hadn't happened.

Vittorio had watched that. I caught him watching it from the corner of my eye, his expression the same settled attention it had been all evening, confirming something he'd already suspected.

"Come here."

Daddy said it mid-sentence to Marco. He didn't look up. He just dropped one hand below the table and crooked two fingers.

I got up and went to him. Every eye at the table dropped to my ass and the backs of my thighs before I'd taken two steps — I felt it the way you felt a draft, specific and directional. The ruffle hem was exactly as short from behind as it was from the front and the thong waistband was right there and there was nothing I could do about any of it except keep walking. He pulled out the empty chair beside him and said: "Sit."

I sat.

The room reorganized around this — Marco's eyes, Enzo's briefly. Vittorio's not at all, just still watching.

Under the table Daddy's hand went to my thigh. Heavy, settled, fingers spreading across the inside of it just below the hem. The ruffle was short enough that there was no fabric between his palm and bare skin. I put both hands flat on the table and looked at the candles and breathed through my nose.

The conversation continued. Something about a deal, timelines, Marco's voice and then Daddy's voice and then I felt Daddy's hand move from my thigh to my ass. The flat of his palm settling over me through the thin fabric like he'd just remembered it was there and wanted to confirm it still was. His grip was slow and thorough.

"—yes, it works—" he was saying, to Marco, not to me, like I wasn't sitting right there getting groped at the dinner table in front of four people.

His fingers pressed. The thin fabric shifted with them. A pulse went through my clitty — the pre-cum soaking through the front of the thong now, slow and warm — and I had to set my wine glass down because my hands needed something to do.

Marco looked at my face. Not my dress. My face. The expression he was watching for was there and he found it and filed it.

Vittorio had not moved his eyes from me once all night.

I thought: he is looking at me exactly the way Daddy looks at things he intends to own.

That landed directly in my clitty, which did not need any more encouragement and got it anyway.

***

By dessert the front of my thong was a lost cause and I had three glasses of wine in me and Daddy's hand back on my thigh and I was working very hard on keeping my face a neutral surface that gave nothing away. I was losing this project slowly.

I pushed back from the table. I needed the bathroom, thirty seconds alone, enough privacy to get my clitty tucked back flat and the thong straight before someone clocked the outline through the front of my dress and I stopped passing. That was the plan.

"Where are you going?"

Daddy’s voice cut across the conversation. Flat. Not loud. Just directed. At me.

My brain, which had been marinating in wine and Vittorio's eyes and Daddy's hand for two hours, produced exactly nothing useful. The correct answer was the bathroom. One word. Completely normal.

I stopped. Turned. The ruffle hem swung with me.

"Nowhere, Daddy," I said.

The word landed differently than I expected. I'd said it without thinking — it was just what came out, what always came out — but this was the first time these men had heard it from me and the room clocked it immediately.

Marco's eyebrows went up, just slightly. A beat of surprise, then the slow spread of something more appreciative. Enzo actually paused mid-reach for his wine. Vittorio did nothing at all — no surprise, no shift — just watched me with those still, certain eyes, like he'd expected it and had simply been waiting for the confirmation.

His hand caught the fabric at my hip, pulled me half a step back toward him, and then the spank landed — open palm, full contact, the crack of it loud enough that Marco stopped mid-sentence. His hand stayed on my ass after, squeezing once, slow, fingers pressing into the flesh through the thin dress. Making sure I felt exactly what was under it.

"Wine from the kitchen," he said. "The 96’ Bordeaux. Second shelf."

"Yes, Daddy."

I walked to the kitchen.

Behind me, before I'd cleared the doorway, I heard Marco say something in Italian to Daddy — low, the tone of a compliment. Then Enzo, short. Then Daddy's voice, brief, certain, done.

The kitchen was cool and dim. I found the wine on the second shelf and stood there holding the bottle. I could still feel the heat in the shape of a handprint on my ass, and my clitty still stayed hard — all the work I tried with the thong in the few seconds it took me to reach the kitchen, was of no use, my clitty was still pressing against the satin, the front wet. And to think that three men in the next room had just watched Daddy spank me at his dinner table and were talking about it. Fuck, I hope I can hold off from cumming before they leave.

Then Vittorio's voice pierced through. Low, I knew it was not for the table. And with the way it pierced, I assumed it was just for him and Daddy. But it was just brief. Then silence.

I found the bottle, uncorked it, and walked back.

The room was the same. Same candles, same table, but somehow it now felt different. Daddy was looking at his wine glass. His thumb moved once around the rim. He didn't look up when I came through the door.

He always looked up when I came through a door.

Vittorio was already watching the doorway when I came through it. He watched me cross to the table, watched me pour, watched me sit back down beside Daddy. He didn't look away when Daddy's hand found my thigh again under the table — higher this time, and the grip was different. Not the settled weight from before. Fingers. A claim.

He held my gaze and nodded. Barely. Once.

I looked at Daddy. His thumb was still on the rim. His face gave me nothing.

The conversation moved on. The evening wound down the way evenings did at his tables — unhurried, no one making a production of the end until it arrived naturally. Vittorio's eyes came back to me once more before he stood.

All the way to the door.

I stood with Daddy's hand on my lower back, over the rhinestone waistband and the spank still warm on my ass below, and thought: something happened in that kitchen gap, and Daddy's face is different, and I don't know what it is yet.

The cars went down the gravel lane. The gate swung shut.

I was going to find out.


Chapter 6

The gate swung shut and the sound of it carried in the still night air, gravel settling after tyres, and then there was nothing. Just the house, the candles still going in the dining room, the lake dark beyond the roofline, and Daddy standing in the entrance hall looking at me.

He didn't say anything for a moment. He just looked, the way he did when he was deciding what he wanted first. His tie was still knotted — he'd kept it on all evening, the one concession to the occasion — and he reached up and pulled it loose now, slow, eyes on mine while he did it.

"You did well tonight babygirl," he said.

I hadn't realised how much I'd needed to hear that.

"Thank you, Daddy! But that old one was looking at me all night," I said. Honest. Not a complaint.

"I know."

He crossed to me. Both hands at my waist, grip first, fingers spreading against the fabric of the dress, and he had me backed against the wall beside the stairs before I'd finished turning toward him. His thigh pressed between mine, his chest against my back, his mouth at my ear.

"And I know what it did to you."

He'd watched Vittorio's eyes on me all evening, and watched how it turned me on, and he hadn't done a thing to stop it. He'd let it happen. Because he'd wanted it to happen. Because watching his sissy get turned on when she was looked at like that across his own dinner table wasn't a problem for him. It was the opposite.

His hand slid from my waist, down over my stomach through the fabric, under the hem, and straight up the inside of my thigh. No detour. His palm cupped me through the front of the thong and I made a noise and stopped breathing at the same time, because the satin was soaked through and he could feel exactly what that meant and his grip said he liked it.

My clitty was throbbing and leaking. Had been for most of the last three hours. The thong was past saving and we both knew it.

" This  is mine," he said. His palm pressed, fingers curling slow, cupping the whole soft weight of my sissyhood through the satin. "You understand that? All of this."

"Yes, Daddy."

He kept his hand there, grip easy, claiming rather than demanding, and brought his other hand up to my chest. The back of the dress was open — cross-back straps, backless to the waist — and his hand came around from behind, sliding under the fabric at the front, his knuckles grazing the soft satiny inside of my dress and, fingers finding my nipple and pinching it, not gently, and I gasped and my clitty jerked against his palm at the same time.

I made a wanton graon I hadn't planned on making.

"Good girl," he said. "Stay still."

I stayed still. Or tried to. He kept both hands exactly where they were — one cupping my clitty through the soaked satin, one at my chest, fingers pulling at my nipple like it was his to play with (which, by this point, it was) — and talked to me while he did it, the way he talked through everything, like the heat and the conversation were two unrelated events that happened to be occurring at the same time.

"He asked about you," Daddy said.

His fingers continued playing with my nipple, and I exhaled hard through my nose.

"While you were in the kitchen. Vittorio." He kept going. Rolling, pressing, his other hand squeezing slow. "He asked what you were."

I was trying to track the words and failing because what his hands were doing to me at the same time was making my clitty pulse against the satin, and his palm and the pre-cum was everywhere, and my knees were discussing options.

"What did you — " I started.

"I told him you weren't just a gumar."  His voice was even. Still doing what he was doing. "Told him what you really are. A sissy gumar. Not just a pretty girl — something better than that."  A pause, "And mine." His palm pressed again, fingers spreading. "You should've seen his face."

I understood what that meant. I'd watched Vittorio's eyes all evening — the way they'd moved over me at the door, steady and certain all through dinner, the way he'd watched Daddy's hand on my thigh and nodded once to himself like he was confirming something. Those eyes had changed by the time I was back from the kitchen, and now I knew it was because they’d learned what I was, truly. I felt my clitty twitch again against his palm thinking about it, and absolutely could not do anything about it.

"Then he asked," Daddy continued. His mouth found the side of my neck — lips first, then teeth, slow and conscious of leaving his mark — while both hands kept moving like the conversation was the most normal thing in the world. "If I'd share you with him."

That sat in my chest for a second. Vittorio. His godfather in his business. Asking to share me.

"What did you tell him Daddy?" I asked

Daddy stopped.

Both hands stilled. His palm still against my clitty, his fingers over my nipples still, everything paused. He turned me by the waist, so I was facing him, and brought one hand up to my jaw. His thumb against my cheekbone, fingers along my throat, tipping my chin up. He looked at me for a long moment.

"Go put something on for me," he said instead, and his hand cracked against my ass as he said it — open palm, same spot as before — and then he was already stepping back like it hadn't happened.

***

The wardrobe was dim. I pressed the switch and the soft overhead light came on and I stood there in the ruched mini dress with the spank still hot on my skin and my clitty still hard and unsatisfied and an unanswered question sitting in the center of it all and tried to decide what to do next.

He'd stopped the foreplay to send me up here. Which meant when I came back he was going to fuck me. Which meant I should change into something that would still be on me when he did — something he could get his hands under, work around, pull aside. Something that made the unanswered question feel less impossible because at least I'd be wearing the right thing for what came next.

Second drawer. I found it without thinking — I'd reorganized the wardrobe on day three, habit, the same way I always did in a new space, and I knew where everything was the way you knew your own hands. The babydoll was soft pink, sheer mesh body with scalloped lace trim at the bust, thin satin straps, two small bows at the center chest. The kind of thing that was technically a garment and technically covered everything and genuinely concealed nothing.

I stepped out of the dress. Left the thong on the floor with it — past wearing now — and pulled the babydoll on over bare skin, adjusting the lace at my chest, the straps, the way the hem fell just past my hips. In the mirror: blonde hair still down, lip gloss still mostly intact, the dress and thong already irrelevant in a pile on the floor, and the babydoll catching the light and turning it warm.

My clitty pressed against the front of it, still hard, pre-cum already beading at the tip from the interrupted foreplay and everything that had preceded it, and the fabric was see-through enough that everything beneath it was fully visible, and there was already a slight wet spot forming where it tented over my clitty.

I looked at myself in the mirror and let myself think about it.

Vittorio. Late sixties, silver-haired, that old-world elegance, the way he'd looked at me at the door — you are very lovely, my dear  — like he was saying something dirtier. The way his attention had sat on me all evening, constant, patient, never moving. His eyes after when Daddy said what I was.

He asked if I'd share you with him.

I sat down on the edge of the bed and let the fantasy run.

Vittorio at the door of a room I couldn't quite place. Daddy behind me, both hands on my shoulders, not saying anything because he didn't need to.

Dominic has been very generous,  Vittorio would say. Courtly. Exact. The voice of a man who knew what generous meant and was acknowledging it properly. Sharing something this beautiful.

Marco, somewhere to the left. Enzo. All of Daddy's table, reassembled in my head, because in the fantasy there was no reason to stop at one. The logic of it was already there — they'd all been watching all evening, they'd all wanted to — and the fantasy had its own momentum.

On my knees. The stone floor cold through the mesh. Vittorio in front of me, the babydoll still on, lace catching the light, sheer enough that nothing was hidden. Daddy behind me, not participating, watching. Watching him  look at what was his.

"Yes, Daddy," I would say.

Not to Daddy. To Vittorio. Because in the fantasy Daddy had given him a piece of it for the night — his to share, his arrangement, his sissy on her knees for his godfather — and the idea of that made my clitty throb against the mesh without a single touch.

My clitty was absolutely weeping against the sheer front of the babydoll. I hadn't touched it. I wasn't going to. He'd told me to change, not to come up here and handle the situation myself, and I understood implicit instruction even when it hadn't been given.

But underneath the fantasy, consistent, unanswered: what had he told him?

I still didn't know. And the not-knowing was doing things to me that the fantasy hadn't finished with yet.

I stood up. Straightened the babydoll. He was waiting.

***

He was in the sitting room. Not the bedroom — the sitting room off the main entrance, lamp on low, jacket off, open-collar shirt, the familiar shape of him in the low light. He turned when I came down the stairs.

He took me in the way he always did — top to bottom, unhurried, nothing rushed. Stopped at my clitty tenting the front of the babydoll, the wet spot visible through the mesh. Stayed there a second longer than everywhere else.

"Took you long enough," he said.

"I was thinking, Daddy."

"I know what you were thinking," and I saw the slight curve forming at the edge of his lip as he said it.

He crossed to me and his mouth was on mine before I'd finished exhaling — tongue first, hands at my jaw, tilting my head back the way he wanted it. I made a sound into his mouth I'd been sitting on all evening. His hands dropped to my waist and pulled me flush against him, and I felt how hard he was through his trousers, thick and insistent against my stomach, and my clitty smeared pre-cum against the mesh and his shirt and trousers between us, and I couldn't do anything about it and didn't want to.

"To the bed," he said.

***

He got me onto my back and the babydoll off me in the same motion, somewhere between the bedroom door and the bed — it hadn't lasted sixty seconds on me, which felt about right — and by the time my shoulders hit the mattress his shirt was open and he was between my knees with his belt already dealt with, looking down at me with that expression he got when he was about to take his time.

He reached for the bottle of KY in the nightstand. Slicked his fingers and worked me open — two fingers, unhurried, his eyes on my face the whole time while I gripped the sheets and tried not to make too much noise about it. He knew exactly what he was doing and he took his time doing it, and by the time he pulled his hand away my pussy was clenching for something hungrily, and my smooth, shaved clitty was leaking onto my own stomach.

He fed my pussy his thick hard cock slowly.

The first press of him against my wanton, hungry hole made my toes curl. He went in careful, giving me every inch like he was making a point of it, watching my face the entire time. I was hornier than I've ever been — which is a rarity ever since Daddy made me his gumar — from all the foreplay and the interrupted evening and the fantasy and basically the whole accumulated weight of three hours of being Vittorio's primary focus at a dinner table, so it didn't take any getting used to, but that wasn't why he went slow. He went slow because he wanted to, because he could, and because he wasn't done with me yet.

"Daddy—"

"Shhhh."

He seated himself fully and stopped. Just stayed there, deep, letting me feel the weight and the width of him filling my pussy, his hand coming up to my hip to keep me in place, because my body was already trying to roll against him and he wasn't having it. Not yet. He looked at me.

"You feel that?"

I nodded. I more than felt it. My clitty was hard against my stomach, already leaking, the tip of it wet against my own skin, and he was buried in me so deep I could feel every small shift when he breathed.

Then he started to move.

Not hard. Not fast. Long strokes that went all the way to the base and pulled almost all the way out, slow enough that I could feel every inch on every pass, steady enough that I couldn't do anything except feel it and make noise.  His hand on my hip kept me where he wanted me, and I grabbed at the sheets because there was nothing else to hold onto.

" Daddy. "

"Yeah."

He kept going. The same pace. That specific angle he'd learned that hit the exact special spot inside my pussy that made my mind go blissfully blank, his cock finding it on every stroke without missing once. My clitty was hard against my stomach, wet and untouched, and I was already close — too close for how long we'd been at it — because of Vittorio's eyes on me all evening, the spank, the foreplay, the fantasy, all of it still sitting in my body and now this on top of it.

He put his mouth to my ear.

"You're mine," he said. His voice low, measured, each word punctuated by a stroke inside my pussy. "Whatever happens — you understand that? You're mine first."

"Yes, Daddy."

"Say it."

"I’m yours, Daddy." My voice was unravelling, the vowels going long, and I couldn't fix it. "Yours, always yours—"

"Good girl." He pressed deeper on the stroke, and I felt my whole body clench around him, my pussy gripping, my clitty twitching against my stomach without a single touch on it. "That's my good girl," he cooed.

The sissygasm was already building. I'd felt it coming for the last two minutes, the gathering heat at the base of my spine, the way my pussy was clenching and releasing around him in these involuntary rhythmic pulses that he had to be feeling, the way my clitty kept twitching and leaking without friction, without anything, just the cock in my pussy doing exactly what it was doing and my body deciding it was done.

"Daddy—" My voice was high and wrecked. "Daddy, I'm going to—"

"I know babygirl," he said. "Go ahead and cum for Daddy."

It hit like something breaking loose. My pussy clenched hard around him and my clitty jerked and pulsed against my stomach, spilling over without a single touch, just from the cock filling my pussy and the voice at my ear and the accumulated heat of the whole impossible evening. My legs shook. My back arched. The orgasm went through me in long waves, my pussy gripping and releasing around him in rhythm with each one, my clitty pulsing with each clench, and I was making sounds I couldn't have described afterward and gripping the sheets and trying not to completely dissolve.

He kept moving through it. As he felt it happen. My pussy clenching around him tipped him over — he groaned against my neck, low and rough, and drove in deep and stayed there, his cock pulsing inside me as he came, and I felt every pulse of it, the warmth of his cum filling me, his grip on my hip tightening hard enough to leave a mark. We stayed like that until the last of it faded, both of us breathing, his cock still buried in my pussy, my clitty still twitching with the aftershocks.

I was present. Barely.

***

Afterward he was warm weight beside me, one hand moving through my hair, slow. The lamp across the room. The sound of the lake through the open shutters, faint and steady.

"You still with me?"

His hand came to my face. Palm against my cheek, thumb at my jaw.

"Yes, Daddy," I said.

He looked at me for a long moment. The lamp catching the silver in his beard, the Patek still on his wrist. The expression on his face the one he wore when something was already decided and he was simply waiting for the right moment to say it.

"I told Vittorio yes," he said.

Certain. The way he said everything certain.

His hand stayed on my face. He watched me understand it. "When is it, Daddy?" I said. He smiled. My clitty was already getting hard again.

***
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