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Chapter One

◆◆◆

Bree’s Point of View

My cunt was already wet and throbbing. My swollen clit pulsed every time I moved when my lace panties dragged across it.

I had been a hot mess since dinner, since Mom poured the wine and held my gaze across the fire for a beat too long. I knew then that tonight was real. Not the conversation we’d circled for two years. Not the silence that followed. Real.

Cole lay three feet away in the dark. His sleeping bag rustled every time he shifted, and he was shifting a lot.

“What time is it?”

“Eleven forty-seven.”

“Thirteen minutes.”

My stepbrother didn’t answer. I heard him swallow.

“Is your cock hard?”

“Since we got in the tent. Yeah.”

“You’re going to fuck my Mom, Cole.”

“She’s my Mom too, Bree.”

“Not by blood.”

“For eighteen years she’s been my Mom. That makes her my Mom.”

“And after tonight?”

He was quiet for a long time. The wind moved through the pines above us, and somewhere down the ridge an owl called into the dark.

“After tonight, she’s still my Mom. That’s the whole point of what we agreed to.”

He was right.

That was the whole point.

Cole and I shared a birthday. Not a coincidence—a miracle of timing that became the best thing that ever happened to either of our families. Same day, same year, same hospital, twenty miles apart. Our parents—both freshly divorced, both overwhelmed—booked birthday parties at the same soft play center when we turned two.

The timings clashed.

They shared the venue. Grant carried me on his shoulders while Mom wiped frosting off Cole’s face, and by the time the cake was cut, something had already started.

They married when we were four. I don’t remember a time before Cole. He was my brother in every way that mattered and none of the ways that would have made tonight impossible.

When I turned eighteen, I told my mother I wanted to fuck him.

She grounded me.

At eighteen, she couldn’t ground me at all, and I told her so, and the fight that followed was the worst we’d ever had. Words like knives. Two days of silence in a house that had never been silent.

Then she sat me down in the kitchen—Grant beside her, Cole called in from the yard—and she said it.

“I want to fuck Cole.”

The room went airless. Four people. No sound except the refrigerator humming.

“And Daddy wants to fuck you.”

I dropped to my knees. Not in submission—in relief. The weight of two years of want, the shame I’d carried alone, the loneliness of a desire I thought made me broken—all of it hit the kitchen floor with me.

My stepdad’s proposal was simple. Wait for two years. See if it’s still true when my brother and I hit twenty, and see if our parents have had time to be sure. No touching. No testing. No creep of hands or looks that lingered too long. A clean line, held until the night we all agreed to cross it.

We held it.

Mostly.

My father looked at my legs once, in July, when I came downstairs in cutoffs. I saw his eyes track from my ankles to the crease where my thighs met the denim, and I saw him catch himself and look away.

Neither of us mentioned it.

I walked past his bedroom once—door cracked—and saw him stepping out of the shower. Water on his chest, his cock long, thick, and heavy between his legs. I kept walking. My pulse hammered all the way to my bedroom. I lay on my bed and pressed my thighs together and didn’t touch myself because that was the line, and the line mattered.

Twenty-three months of almost nothing that was actually everything.

And now we were here. In Montana, at a campsite my stepdaddy booked six months ago—two tents on a ridge above the Absaroka Range, a fire burned down to coals, and a bottle of wine finished hours ago.

At eleven fifty-eight, I saw it. A glow—amber, warm—blooming through the canvas of our parents’ tent thirty feet away.

Grant had lit his candle.

Everything tightened.

“Cole.”

“I see it.”

The candle was Grant’s idea. Birthday candles—the most ordinary ritual in the world, repurposed. Each tent had one. When the candles were lit, the night began. When they burned out, it was over. Whatever happened between the lighting and the last flicker belonged to the dark.

I struck the match. The flame caught, and the tent filled with soft gold light, and Cole’s face appeared—flushed, breathing fast, his eyes bright and certain.

“Happy birthday, Cole.”

“Happy birthday, Bree.”

The tent flap opened.

Mom stood in the entrance, backlit by the moon. She wore my stepdad’s flannel shirt, unbuttoned to the sternum. Her hair was loose. She looked at me first.

“Did you shave your cunt?”

My cheeks burned.

“Yes, Mom.”

“Good girl. Daddy loves it shaven.”

She knelt beside me, cupped my face in both hands, and kissed my forehead. Her lips were warm. She smelled like woodsmoke and the lavender oil she rubbed into her skin after showers.

“My beautiful girl. Are you sure?”

“I am.”

She turned to Cole. Her hand found his jaw, tilted his face toward hers. Her thumb traced his bottom lip.

“Are you ready to fuck Mommy, sweetheart?”

Cole’s breath left him in a rush.

“Yes.”

“Then come with me.”

She took my stepbrother’s hand and pulled him to his feet, out through the flap, and he was gone. The tent was empty except for me, the candle, and the sound of my own heartbeat filling every inch of the space.

I counted to ten.

At seven, the flap opened again.

It was Grant.

He ducked inside, and the tent shrank around him. Broad shoulders, thick forearms, the body of a man who built things and carried the proof in every muscle. Gray t-shirt and sweatpants. Nothing else.

When he looked at me, he didn’t look away.

Two years.

“Hi, Daddy.”

My cunt clenched so hard around nothing it ached through me.

A tendon flexed in his neck. His jaw tightened. He knelt beside me and his hand—the hand that had carried me on his shoulders when I was two, that had taught me to ride a bike, that had held my hair back when I was sick at fourteen—touched my bare knee.

The dam broke.

I kissed him first.

I surged up and caught his mouth, and his hands found my waist and pulled me against him. The taste—coffee and whiskey and something underneath that was just him, just my Daddy—detonated across my tongue. His stubble scraped my chin. His fingers dug into the flesh above my hips hard enough to bruise.

I wanted the bruises.

I wanted evidence.

“Bree.”

“Don’t stop, Dad.”

“I’m not stopping. I’m saying your name.”

He laid me back on the sleeping bag and knelt between my legs. His hands found the waistband of my shorts and tugged, and I lifted my hips, and the fabric slid down my thighs and off my ankles.

I was bare from the waist down in the candlelight with my stepfather kneeling over me.

He saw it. The bare skin—smooth, my pouting, glistening lips freshly shaved, still faintly sensitive from the razor. He stopped breathing.

“Diana told you to do this.”

“She did.”

“Jesus Christ, Bree.”

“What?”

“You’re so beautiful.”

His fingers traced my mound with a feather-light, reverent touch, mapping terrain he’d spent two years pretending didn’t exist. The pads of his fingers grazed my slit, barely parting the trembling outer lips, and the slick heat that met him drew a sound from his chest—low, involuntary, and animal.

“You’re soaked.”

“Since dinner. Since Mom looked at me and I knew tonight was real.”

“You want this?”

“I’ve wanted to fuck you for a long time, Daddy.”

“Same.”

He bent his head.

I felt his breath first—hot, unsteady, fanning across the bare skin around my cunt. Then his mouth was on me. The flat of his tongue dragged through my folds from bottom to top in one long, deliberate stroke, and every nerve I owned fired at once.

My back arched off the sleeping bag.

He swept through me again—broad, slow, tasting, starting at my pucker and devouring every drop of slick to my clit.

He moaned against my cunt, and the vibration traveled up through my pelvis into my spine. His hands gripped my thighs and pushed them wider apart, opening me completely, and his tongue found my clit and circled it with a precision that told me he’d been thinking about this moment for a very long time.

“Daddy.”

My stepdad’s mouth sealed over my aching clit, and he sucked. The hood peeled back. The raw nerve met the heat of his tongue, and I cried out—sharp, high, a sound I didn’t recognize from my own throat.

My hands found the back of his head and pulled him closer, his nose pressed against my mound, his chin slick with me, and he ate my freshly shaved cunt like a man who’d been starving for two years, because he had.

He slid two fingers inside me. My walls gripped and pulled, and he curled them upward and found the rough patch on my front wall and pressed. As he finger and tongue fucked me, my thighs clamped around his head, and my hips rocked into his hand, and I came—sudden, blinding, my cunt clenching around his fingers in rhythmic pulses while his tongue worked my clit through every wave.

“Daddy—oh God—Daddy—”

“Let go. I want every drop.”

“Are you sure?”

“Oh, fuck yes.”

He didn’t stop. My Dad worked me through it until my legs shook and my hand pushed weakly at his forehead, and I gasped out something that wasn’t a word. He lifted his head and looked at me. His mouth glistened. His eyes were black.

“I’ve waited two years, Bree. I’m not waiting anymore.”

“Fuck me, Daddy.”

“Can I—”

“You must. Cum inside me. I want every drop in my tummy.”

I pulled his shirt off. My hands shook. His chest was broad and warm, scattered with dark hair. I pressed my mouth to the hollow of his throat and tasted salt and woodsmoke and skin. He groaned—deep, a rumble I felt against my lips.

His sweatpants came off.

My stepdad’s cock was thick and flushed dark, harder than I’d imagined in twenty-three months of imagining. The head was swollen and glossy with precum that caught the candlelight. A vein ran the underside, pulsing visibly.

I wrapped my hand around the shaft. Hot—hotter than the rest of him—and I felt his heartbeat through it, fast and heavy against my palm. I stroked upward, slowly, and the slit wept a clear thread that broke and ran down over my knuckles.

“Bree.”

I took him in my mouth. The salt-burn hit my tongue first—sharp, clean—then the deeper musk, and my mouth flooded with spit. I sucked the head gently, my tongue pressing the frenulum, and his hips jerked, and his hand found the back of my head. Not pushing. Cradling. The way a father holds his daughter’s head, repurposed.

I took him deeper. His crown pushed past my tonsils, and I swallowed around him, and his groan was so deep it vibrated through the sleeping bag into the ground beneath us.

I pulled off and looked up at him. Candlelight threw shadows across his jaw, his chest, the ridges of his stomach.

“Fuck me, Daddy.”

He lowered me onto my back. His weight settled over me—not crushing, covering. The way he’d always covered me. Protected me. Since I was two years old, on his shoulders. Except now his cock was notched against my entrance, and his breath was in my ear, and we were about to cross the last line either of us had left.

He slid his cock inside me.

The head spread me open—slow, thick, the rim dragging against my inner lips as they stretched around him. I felt every vein, every ridge. The slick resistance of my walls gave way inch by inch as he sank deeper until his pelvis pressed flush against the bare mound my mother had told me to shave for him.

His head nudged my cervix with a pressure that stole my breath.

I was full. Completely, achingly full of my Daddy’s cock.

“Daddy.”

“I know.” His forehead pressed against mine. “I know, baby.”

“I need it deep and hard. Don’t hold anything back. You’re inside me.”

“You feel so wonderful.”

He pulled back and thrust—slow and deep, grinding at the bottom of each stroke. No condom. No barrier. My Dad’s bare cock inside me, the heat of him, the slick drag of skin on skin, the obscene wet sound of our bodies meeting in the quiet tent.

I wrapped my legs around his waist and locked my ankles at the small of his back and pulled him deeper.

He groaned my name into my neck.

“Fuck me harder, Daddy.”

Every thrust hit deeper than the last. His cock dragged against my front wall on the outstroke, the head catching the ridged tissue, and on the downstroke, he bottomed out against my cervix with a pressure that blurred the line between pain and need. I stopped trying to separate them. My father was fucking me, and the distinction didn’t matter anymore.

I looked at the candle. It had burned past the halfway mark, the wax pooling in a slow amber puddle around the base. Time running. Time we’d never get back and didn’t want to.

His hand slid under the small of my back and lifted my hips, changing the angle, and the next thrust went so deep I tasted it in my throat. My cunt gripped him — a reflexive clench that made him groan through his teeth — and I felt every inch of my Daddy’s bare cock stretching walls that had never been reached before.

“You feel what you do to me, Daddy?”

“I feel everything, Bree.”

The wet sounds were obscene. The squelch of my cunt swallowing him on every stroke, the slap of his balls against my ass, my breath coming in sharp little cries I couldn’t control. The cold Montana air pressed against the canvas, and inside the tent, everything was heat and skin and the man who raised me buried to the hilt inside me.

He fucked me harder.

His hips drove forward with force that pushed me up the sleeping bag, and I braced my hands against the tent wall and met every thrust. The sounds filled the space—wet, rhythmic, the slap of his pelvis against my bare cunt, my gasps, his grunts, the sleeping bag hissing beneath us.

From the other tent, thirty feet through the cold Montana night, I heard my mother moan.

Cole was balls deep inside the mother who gave birth to me.

The sound hit me in the cunt—a clench so hard Grant felt it and sucked air through his teeth.

“You heard that?”

“Your son is fucking my mother, Daddy.”

“I know.”

“Does it make you harder?”

He answered by driving into me so deep my vision whited out. His hand found my jaw and turned my face to his, and he kissed me—not gently, not the way a father kisses his daughter. He kissed me the way a man kisses a woman he has wanted beyond reason, his tongue in my mouth, my taste still on his lips, his cock buried to the root in the bare cunt his wife had prepared for him.

I came again.

It built from the place where his head pressed against my cervix and radiated outward through my walls, my clit, my thighs, my spine—a rolling wave that locked every muscle and tore a sound from my throat that the canvas did nothing to contain.

“Daddy—I’m cumming—Daddy, please—”

“I feel you.” His rhythm didn’t break. “I feel you, Bree.”

“Cum inside me.”

His breathing fractured.

“Bree—”

“Inside me, Daddy. I need it. I need you to cum inside me.”

He drove deep and held. His cock swelled and kicked against my cervix—one pulse, two, three—and I felt the first jet of his cum hit the deepest part of me, hot and thick, spreading outward, filling a space that had been waiting for exactly this for two years.

Pulse after pulse filled my cunt while his body shuddered against mine and his mouth found my ear, and he said my name like a prayer—“Bree, Bree, Bree”—and I held him with my legs locked and my arms around his neck and my cunt milking every drop until he was spent and trembling and still.

We lay tangled in the quiet. My Dad’s cock softened inside me, and I felt his cum leak around the seal of my lips and pool warm beneath me on the sleeping bag. The candle had burned to a stub—a puddle of wax, a flame no bigger than a fingertip, guttering in the dark.

His hand rested on my bare mound. His thumb traced lazy circles on the smooth skin my mother had told me to shave for him.

“Happy birthday, Bree.”

“Thank you, Daddy.”

From the other tent—silence. Whatever Cole and my mother had found together had reached its own quiet landing.

The candle flickered, steadied, and held.

I pressed my face into my father’s chest, and breathed him in—sweat and sex and woodsmoke and the man who raised me—and felt his heartbeat slow against my cheek. Strong. Steady. The evidence of what we’d done cooled between my thighs, and I didn’t wipe it away. I let it stay. Let it soak into the sleeping bag, into the night, into whatever I was becoming.


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

Diana’s Point of View

My stepson’s hand trembled in mine.

My cunt had been swollen and slick since dinner — since I’d looked at my daughter across the fire and held her gaze and watched her understand that her stepdad was finally going to fuck her.

Since then, every step, every shift of my thighs, pulled the wet fabric of my underwear across skin that was already too sensitive. I was forty-two years old and had soaked through my panties like a teenager, and the boy responsible for it was twenty and holding my hand and shaking.

I walked thirty feet between the tents. Pine needles, cold and damp, pressed into the soles of my bare feet. The night air cut through Grant’s flannel shirt — the only thing I wore above the waist — and my nipples hardened against the fabric before we’d covered half the distance.

I felt them drag across the cotton with every step. My husband’s shirt on my body, walking toward my tent with my husband’s son.

I’d kissed my daughter’s forehead thirty seconds ago. I’d asked my stepson if he was ready to fuck me. Both things were true. If you think one cancels the other, you don’t understand this family.

Cole held the tent flap open.

He was the same boy who held doors at restaurants, who carried groceries without being asked, who had called me Mom since he was four. He held the flap, and I ducked inside, and the canvas sealed behind us.

The world shrank to candlelight and the sound of his breathing and the wet heat between my legs that I could smell on myself — musk and salt and the evidence of two years of want finally arriving at its destination.

The candle Grant had lit was still tall.

We had time.

“Sit down, Cole.”

He sat on the sleeping bag. Cross-legged, hands on his knees, watching me with the expression I’d seen once before — the afternoon in the kitchen when I’d said the words.

I want to fuck Cole.

I hadn’t planned it.

Bree’s confession had landed like a grenade, and the fight that followed was ugly, and somewhere in the wreckage — Grant’s hand on mine at the table, four people sitting in silence so thick the refrigerator hum was deafening — the truth climbed out of me like something buried alive.

I wanted to fuck my stepson.

I had wanted him since the summer he came home from his first year of college and his shoulders filled the doorframe differently. His jaw had squared into something that made me look twice and then lie awake next to my husband with my hand between my thighs, wondering what kind of mother gets wet thinking about her son’s jaw.

He wasn’t my blood.

But he felt like it.

I was the kind of mother who tells the truth about how she feels.

“You’re nervous, Cole.”

“Yeah.”

“So am I.”

He looked up. Surprised.

“I’ve been your mother for eighteen years, son. I changed your diapers. I drove you to school. I held you when your girlfriend broke your heart sophomore year, and you cried in my kitchen at two in the morning.”

“You heard that?”

“I always hear.”

I knelt in front of him. His knees were warm through my palms. The muscle underneath trembled — not fear, want held so tight it vibrated.

“After tonight, I’m still your Mom. You’re still my son. That doesn’t change.”

“I know.”

“Do you?”

“Diana—”

I pressed my finger to his lips.

“Don’t call me Diana tonight. You know what to call me.”

His breath stuttered against my fingertip. Hot. Unsteady.

“Mommy.”

The word went through me like a current — from his lips on my finger down through my wrist, my chest, my belly, detonating in my cunt with a clench so hard my thighs pressed together. He had called me Mommy ten thousand times. Running to me with scraped knees. From the back seat of the car. Half-asleep while I tucked him in.

This was a man’s voice wrapping itself around a child’s word and dragging it somewhere it had never been, and my cunt flooded so fast I felt the slick run down my inner thigh before I drew my next breath.

“Good boy.”

I stood and let him watch.

Grant’s flannel shirt. His father’s shirt on his stepmother’s body. I unfastened the first button. Slowly. The fabric parted over my sternum, and the cold air touched the skin between my breasts. Cole’s eyes dropped to the gap and stayed.

Second button.

The shirt opened to my navel. I wore nothing underneath. My breasts came into the candlelight — fuller than they’d been at twenty, heavier, veined, the nipples drawn tight and dark from the cold — and Cole’s breathing stopped.

“Mommy.”

“Touch me.”

His hands rose from his knees and found my hips. He pulled me toward him and pressed his face between my breasts and breathed — a shuddering intake that fogged warm against my sternum. I felt his mouth open. His lips moved across the inside curve of my left breast, searching, and found the nipple and closed around it.

He sucked gently at first. Testing. Then harder — drawing the bud deep, his tongue flat against the tip, circling the swollen areola in a slow rhythm that sent sparks straight down through my belly to the ache between my legs.

I held his head against my breast. The back of his skull filled my palm — the same skull I’d cradled against this same breast when he was six and couldn’t sleep during thunderstorms.

I held him now the way I’d held him then, and the overlap — mother and lover, comfort and sex, the same hand on the same head against the same skin — clenched my cunt so hard around nothing that a sound left my throat I didn’t plan.

His thumbs hooked the flannel off my shoulders, and Grant’s shirt fell to the tent floor.

I reached down and cupped him through his shorts.

He gasped against my nipple. His cock was rigid, straining against the cotton, and the heat of it against my palm made my fingers close by instinct.

I squeezed and felt him pulse — thick, urgent, kicking against my grip. Not as thick as Grant, but longer, and the way it strained told me everything about how long he’d been carrying this.

“Stand up, son.”

He stood.

I hooked my fingers into his waistband and pulled his shorts down. His cock sprang free — flushed dark, the head swollen and glossy with precum that caught the candlelight. A vein ran the underside, pulsing visibly.

The smell hit me — clean, sharp, the musk of a twenty-year-old, nothing like Grant’s deeper scent — and my mouth flooded with spit before I’d made the decision.

I knelt.

My lips closed around the head. The salt-burn hit my tongue first — sharp, bright, younger than what I was used to — then the musk underneath burned, and I tasted the difference between my husband and my stepson for the first time. I sealed my lips around the shaft and sucked slowly, my tongue pressing the frenulum, and his hips jerked, and his hand found the back of my head.

Not pushing. Cradling. The way I’d cradled his.

I took his cock deeper. His crown slid past my tongue, burned past my tonsils, and I swallowed around him, and his groan filled the tent — raw, young, stripped of everything except need. My cunt pulsed in response — a hard clench, a fresh rush of slick that I felt cooling on my inner thigh. I was bare underneath, soaking, my arousal running freely down my leg while I knelt on a sleeping bag with my stepson’s cock fucking my throat.

I pulled off.

A thread of spit stretched between my lip and his head and broke.

“Lie down.”

“Mommy—”

“Lie down, baby.”

He lay back on the sleeping bag.

I straddled his chest — facing him, knees beside his ribs — and walked my knees forward until my cunt hovered above his face. He could see everything. The swollen folds, parted and glistening. The trimmed strip of dark hair. The slick that had been gathering all night, now hanging in a thread from my entrance.

“Taste me, Cole.”

“I need this so much.”

“Me too.”

“We waited too long.”

“Take what you want now.”

His hands gripped my thighs and pulled me down onto his mouth.

The first stroke of his tongue was broad and flat, dragging from my entrance to my clit in one long sweep. It tore a sound from my chest I wasn’t ready for. Not the technique. The knowing. My stepson’s tongue pressing inside my folds, lapping at arousal his Mom had been carrying for him since dinner.

My hips ground down onto his face before I could think about what I was doing.

He ate me with the hunger of a twenty-year-old who had spent two years imagining this moment. His tongue circled my clit, dipped inside my throbbing hole, swept back to the swollen bud, and sucked with a pressure that made my hips buck.

His nose pressed against my mound. His chin slicked with me. I could feel my own arousal coating his face, running down his jaw, and I reached back and wrapped my hand around his stiff, long cock and stroked him while he worked me — his shaft pulsing in my grip, his hips bucking upward into my fist, his groan vibrating against my clit until my thighs clamped around his head, and I came on my stepson’s mouth.

My orgasm was hard and sudden, my soft tissue walls clenching around the tip of his tongue while my hand squeezed his cock, and my hips rocked against his face, and the sound I made was not a word. His tongue stayed flat against my clit — pressure, warmth, the vibration of his breath — while the aftershocks rippled through me, and my grip on his shaft loosened, and my breathing came back in ragged pulls.

I slid down his body. His face was shining. His mouth swollen with me. I kissed him and tasted myself — sharp, musky, mine — and I licked it off his chin and felt him shudder beneath me.

“Inside me now.”

“No condom?”

“No fucking way. I want to feel all of you inside me.”

I reached between us and wrapped my fingers around his cock. The head was slick — his precum and my spit. I notched him against my entrance and felt the blunt pressure of his crown against the trembling rim.

I looked at his face.

My son.

The boy I’d raised.

I sank down onto him.

His cock spread me open inch by inch — the head parting my inner lips, the shaft following, the long reach of him sliding past my front wall and pressing into spaces Grant’s girth had never found.

Not the thick, familiar stretch of my husband filling me wide. This was depth. My son’s length reaching further, deeper inside me, finding new ground. My trembling walls gripped the unfamiliar shape of him and pulled, and the wet sound of my cunt swallowing his cock filled the quiet tent.

I took all of his cock until his pelvis pressed flush against my clit. His head nudged my cervix with a pressure that stole my breath. I was full of my stepson’s cock, and the sound that left me was low and broken and had nothing to do with thinking.

“Mom.”

“I know, baby. I feel you.”

“You’re so fucking tight.”

“Good. Fuck Mommy hard.”

“You’re doing all the work.”

I planted my hands on his chest and rocked forward. Slowly. The friction was devastating — his shaft dragging against my walls on the upstroke, the ridge of his head catching the spongy tissue behind my pubic bone, the slick sound of our bodies meeting and parting.

No condom.

My stepson’s bare cock was balls deep inside me, skin on skin, his precum mixing with my arousal in a heat that radiated outward from where we joined.

His hands found my breasts. He cupped the weight of them, his thumbs circling the solid nipples he’d suckled as a child for comfort and now worked as a man for something else entirely. I felt the continuity of that touch all the way through me, and the layered charge of it — wrongness and rightness colliding in my body at the same time — drove me down onto him harder.

The wet slap of my ass against his thighs filled the tent. Cole’s cock hit my cervix on every downstroke — pressure blurring into something between ache and need — and on the upstroke, his ridge dragged across my front wall and sent sparks through my spine.

My clit ground against his pelvis. The smell of us thickened the air inside the canvas — my cunt, his sweat, the compound musk of sex — until every breath tasted of what we were doing.

From the other tent, thirty feet through the cold Montana night, my daughter screamed.

“Daddy.”

Grant was inside Bree. My husband was fucking my daughter, and she was screaming his name, and the sound traveled through the cold air and through the canvas and landed in my cunt with a clench that made Cole gasp beneath me.

“You heard that, Mom?”

“Your father is fucking my daughter.”

“Does it—”

“Fuck me deeper, Cole.”

I drove down onto him, harder and faster, the rhythm breaking apart into something raw and graceless. Cole’s hands gripped my hips, and he thrust upward to meet me, and the full length of him hit my cervix with a force that tore a sound from my throat that matched my daughter’s.

Let the canvas carry it.

Let Grant hear his wife the way I heard his stepdaughter.

“Mommy — I’m close—”

“Inside me. Cum inside Mommy.”

“Are you—”

“Don’t ask me if I’m sure. I’ve been sure for two years. Give it to me.”

His fingers dug into my hips. He drove up — once, twice — and his cock swelled and kicked against my cervix. I felt the first jet of his cum hit the deepest part of me. Hot and thick, spreading in a slow bloom of heat that filled spaces his father had never reached.

Pulse after pulse filled me — my son’s body arching off the sleeping bag, his face stripped open, his mouth working around sounds he couldn’t finish. I held still above him and let him fill me, my cunt clenching around his shaft, milking each spasm, while his cum leaked around the seal of my lips and ran warm down between us onto his thighs.

I came around him.

Not the sharp detonation from before — pleasure rolled through me slow and deep, starting where his cum pooled against my cervix and radiating outward through my walls, my belly, my chest, until I was shaking above him and couldn’t stop and didn’t want to.

“Mommy — Mommy—”

“I’m here, baby. I’m right here.”

I folded onto his chest.

His arms came around me — the way they had when he was small and afraid, and I was the only safe thing in the room. His cock softened inside me. His cum settled warm and deep between my thighs. His heartbeat slammed against my breast, and I pressed my ear to his chest and listened to it slow.

The candle had burned to a stub. Amber wax pooling, a flame no bigger than a fingertip.

His hand rested on the small of my back. Not a child’s hand. A man who had just cum inside his stepmother and was holding her the way she’d taught him to hold the things he loved — carefully, completely, without letting go.

From the other tent — silence.

I could still feel him inside me. Soft now, but there. His cum was warm and settling, pooling where only my body would know. I didn’t move. Didn’t wipe it away. Let it stay.

I thought about my husband lying thirty feet away with my daughter’s body against his. I waited for the jealousy, the sick vertigo.

Nothing came.

What came instead was the smell of Cole’s skin against my cheek, and the warmth of his seed still deep inside me, and the steady drum of his heart against my ear, and beneath all of it — quiet, almost too ordinary to name — a woman lying exactly where she chose to be.

Cole stirred beneath me.

“Mom?”

“Hmm?”

“Thank you.”

I kissed his forehead. Same spot. Same lips. The kiss I’d pressed there ten thousand times — after nightmares, after scraped knees, after the first day of school when he came home and couldn’t stop talking. I kissed him there now with his cum inside me and his heartbeat under my palm.

The same kiss.

“Happy birthday, baby.”

The candle guttered and went dark.


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

Bree’s Point of View

The trail climbed through lodgepole pine and opened onto a ridge where the whole Absaroka range spread north in a line of snow and black rock. The morning was cold and bright.

My thighs ached with every step.

Not from the hike.

My stepfather fucked me long and hard last night, and now, as well as the pleasant dull ache of a compressed cervix, his cum dribbled from my throbbing hole into my panties.

Dad walked ahead with my brother. Their shoulders nearly matched — Cole leaner, Grant broader, father and son moving through the same mountain air with the same steady gait. I watched them from behind and felt my cunt clench around the soreness they’d each put there twelve hours ago.

Mom fell into step beside me. She hadn’t said much since breakfast. Coffee and granola bars at the fire pit, four people eating in a silence that wasn’t awkward — loaded. The kind of silence that comes after everyone in a room has heard everyone else cum through canvas walls.

“Did Daddy fuck you hard last night, honey?”

I looked at her. She looked back.

We both giggled.

Dad and my brother looked back.

We laughed harder. They shrugged and continued walking.

“He was the best cock I ever had.”

“Your brother fucked me hard too.”

“Did he cum inside you, Mom?”

She smiled.

“We never discussed that part, did we?”

“No.”

She nodded.

“Your brother came inside me, and the way his eyes lit up—”

“—Same.”

“Dad came inside you?”

“Three times.”

She watched me watching them.

“Would you like to fuck both of them, Bree?”

I looked at her.

“Together.”

“Yes—not you and me—you and them. Father and son fucking you together.”

“Tonight?”

“Now.”

The word landed in my belly. Not shock. Recognition. The next rung on a ladder I’d been climbing since I was eighteen, and I told my mother I wanted to fuck my stepbrother.

“Both men get to fuck both women. You go first.”

“Here? On the trail?”

“Here.”

She said it the way she’d said I want to fuck Cole in the kitchen two years ago — flat, certain, a woman who had already made the decision and was informing the room.

Dad and Cole had stopped ahead where the trail widened into a clearing. Flat ground, knee-high grass, the mountains stacked behind them. Mom called out. I didn’t catch the words. But I saw my stepfather’s jaw tighten and my brother’s hand go still at his side, and I knew she’d told them.

“Get undressed, Bree.”

“Umm… okay.”

I pulled my hiking shirt over my head. The mountain air hit my bare skin — cold, sharp, goosebumps racing from my shoulders to my navel. There were no tent walls or candlelight. Nothing between me and the sky except the truth of what I wanted.

My sports bra came off.

My breasts tightened in the cold, nipples drawing hard against the bright air. I pushed my shorts and underwear down my legs, stepped out of them, and stood naked in a clearing above the Absaroka Range with my stepfather and my stepbrother both looking at me.

They are not my blood.

“I’ve never fucked two men at once, Mom.”

“Neither have I.”

The sun was on every part of me.

“Get on your hands and knees, baby.”

It was Mom’s voice directing me, not Dad’s. She was directing this the way my father had directed the candles — the architect, the one who built the structure so the rest of us could fill it.

“Get into a strong position. They will both fuck you hard from each end.”

“Got it. Hands and knees.”

“Arch your back, point your ass high, and spread your knees as wide apart as you can. It will open your lips just enough for your scent to drive them nuts.”

“Drive them nuts… right.”

I knelt in the grass, my body trembling in every fiber.

The blades were cool and damp against my shins. I went forward onto my hands, my back arching, my knees spreading wide. The mountain air touched my cunt — swollen, already wet, the folds parting in the open.

I smelled myself and my cunt clenched hard, releasing a drop of my slick that dribbled down my slit and dangled from my swollen lips.

Dad came at me from behind.

I heard his belt, the rustle of fabric dropping. Then his hands — warm, broad, familiar from last night — gripped my hips and tilted my pelvis. His thumbs found the divots above my ass. Twelve hours, and he knew my body already. Knew the angle that opened me widest for his width.

My brother looked at Mom.

“Fuck Bree’s mouth the way you fucked mine last night.”

“Are you sure, Mom?”

“Fuck, yes. She needs it. The little slut has been leaking for hours.”

Cole knelt in front of me. Hard — his cock rigid, the head flushed and slick with precum that caught the morning light. He held himself around the base of his cock, pubic hairs poking out between his fingers.

His other hand found the back of my head, cradling my skull the way I’d felt my stepdad cradle it last night.

I took my stepbrother’s cock in my mouth for the first time.

The taste was different from Dad — sharper, cleaner, the salt bright on my tongue and the musk underneath younger. My mouth flooded with spit, and I sucked the head gently, my tongue tracing the ridge, learning the shape of him.

Thinner than his father. The head less blunt, the shaft smoother against my lips. His hips jerked. His cock pulsed against my tongue, and a sound left his throat — tight, strangled, held.

Dad’s crown pressed against my entrance from behind.

Wide and blunt and familiar. My cunt recognized him before my brain caught up — the same stretch from last night, the rim dragging against the inside of my lips as he spread me open. He sank his cock balls deep inside me in one slow stroke, and the dual sensation — Cole’s cock filling my mouth, Grant’s cock filling my cunt — split my attention in two and destroyed both halves.

My moan vibrated through Cole’s shaft.

He gasped above me.

Dad fucked me with slow, grinding strokes. His thickness filled me completely on every push — the stretch burning in the specific way my body had learned last night and was already craving again. The wet sound of his cock sliding into my soaked cunt carried in the open air.

No canvas to muffle it.

The mountains heard everything.

I sucked my brother’s cock deeper. His crown pushed past my tongue toward my throat, and I tasted the difference between the two men inside me — Dad behind me, thick, the girth verging on too much, his ridge dragging against my walls, stretching me.

Cole was fucking my mouth, his cock longer, the head pressing deeper down my throat, choking me with every stroke of my lips. I was the bridge between them. Father and son, five feet apart, both inside me.

Neither touching the other.

I closed my eyes, and the world collapsed into sensation and knowing.

My stepfather’s hands on my hips. The same hands that had steadied my bicycle on the driveway when I was seven, running beside me, not letting go until I was ready. Those hands were gripping my bare hips now, pulling my cunt back onto his cock, and the tenderness hadn’t left them. It had found somewhere new to live.

My stepbrother’s cock in my mouth. Cole. The boy I’d shared baths with at six — his knees knocking mine in the tub, soap in his hair, Mom washing both of us at once because it was faster. I remembered his face at eight, missing a front tooth, grinning at me across the breakfast table. I remembered his face at sixteen, trying not to cry when Emily Carter broke his heart, and me sitting on his bed saying nothing because nothing was what he needed.

His cock was in my mouth now. The same boy. Not the same boy.

I sucked harder and felt him pulse against my tongue, and the wrongness of it and the rightness of it were the same thing — a single current running through my body from the cock in my throat to the cock in my cunt, and the charge wasn’t guilt. It was recognition. These were my men. They had always been my men. The family I was born into had simply taken twenty years to find its actual shape.

Dad bottomed out inside me and held, grinding against my cervix, and a memory surfaced without permission — sitting on his lap at twelve, watching a movie, his arm around my shoulder, the safest place in the world.

His cock was in that same body now. The lap I’d sat on. The arms that had held me. The man who’d checked under my bed for monsters was balls deep inside me in the Montana sunlight, and the girl who’d believed he could keep her safe from anything was right. He could. He was. This was the safest I had ever been.

Dad’s head caught my front wall on the outstroke. My back arched, and I gasped around Cole’s shaft, spit running down my chin, dripping onto the grass. Cole’s hand tightened in my hair. His hips pushed forward, and his crown burned past my tonsils. I swallowed around him and heard his groan bounce off the rock face behind us.

Dad pulled out. The sudden emptiness made my cunt clench around nothing, and I whimpered with Cole’s cock still in my throat.

“Switch places.”

Diana’s voice was calm and certain.

Cole withdrew his cock from my mouth. A thread of spit stretched from my lower lip to his crown and broke. He moved behind me. Dad came around to my face, his cock slick and glistening with my arousal. The shift happened without hesitation — two men who understood the architecture.

My brother’s cock pressed against my entrance.

It felt different.

The first inch he slid inside me told me everything. Not the thick, spreading stretch of Dad — this was length. My brother’s head parted my inner lips and kept going, sliding past the places his father filled and pressing deeper, into spaces that hadn’t been touched until this moment. His shaft was smoother, the friction less brutal, but the depth — the depth made my vision blur, and my arms buckle.

Cole was inside me. Inside the place where we were no longer brother and sister in any version of the word, and something in my chest cracked open that I hadn’t known was sealed. Every bath, every shared birthday cake, every night we’d stayed up past midnight talking through the wall between our bedrooms — all of it was still true.

And this was also true. His cock reaching places inside me his father couldn’t find, his hands on my hips where his father’s had just been, his breath ragged behind me. We’d spent eighteen years learning each other’s rhythms — how the other chewed, laughed, grieved, slept. Now his body was learning mine from the inside, and mine was answering in a language we’d never spoken but somehow already knew.

I cried out.

The sound left my mouth open, and Grant stepped forward and pressed his cock between my lips. I tasted myself on my stepdad’s shaft — musky, sharp, the slick evidence of my own cunt coating every inch of him.

I sucked and chased the taste, and my tongue found the places where my arousal had pooled in the ridges of his skin, and behind me, Cole drove his cock deeper inside me, and my moan sent vibrations through Dad’s cock that made him grip my jaw and groan.

Cole fucked me differently from his father.

Each stroke pressed his head against my cervix with a pressure that radiated through my pelvis and blurred the line between ache and need. His hands gripped my hips in the exact spots his father’s had left, and his rhythm was faster, hungrier — the urgency of twenty years old, his cock inside his stepsister for the first time, bare, nothing between us.

Grant’s thickness filled my mouth. I took him deep, my tongue flat against the underside of his shaft, and the flavor of my cunt and his precum mixed on my tongue in a slick I swallowed and wanted more of.

Two cocks were fucking me. My body was holding both in the bright Montana sun with the mountains behind us, and my mother three feet away with her arms folded and her chest rising fast and the flush climbing her neck.

Cole’s rhythm broke.

“Bree — I’m gonna —”

I pulled my lips off Dad’s cock.

“Inside me. Cum inside me, Cole.”

He drove deep and held. His cock swelled and kicked against my cervix — one pulse, two — and I felt the first jet of his cum hit the deepest part of me, hot and thick, spreading outward. His fingers dug into my hips and his body shuddered and he groaned my name into the cold air. I clenched around him and milked every pulse until his cum pooled warm against my cervix, and his breathing came apart.

He pulled out. His head dragged through my swollen walls, and the emptiness was instant.

“Daddy.”

“Yes, honey.”

“Inside me. My pussy.”

Dad moved behind me. His crown notched against my entrance — slicker now, wetter, the compound of my arousal and his son’s cum coating my lips and running warm between them. He pushed inside me, and the sound that filled the clearing was thick and liquid — his width displacing Cole’s cum, the mixture coating his shaft as he sank to the hilt.

He felt it. His groan told me he felt it. His son’s cum around his cock, inside his stepdaughter, warm and slick and everywhere.

“Fuck, Bree.”

“I know. Fuck me, Daddy. Fuck me and stretch me.”

He drove into me — three hard strokes, the wet obscene sound louder now, wetter, the cum, and my arousal squelching around his girth — and on the third his cock swelled and his hands pulled me back against his pelvis, and he came.

His cum mixed with Cole’s in a heat that spread and pooled and overflowed. I felt the compound of both men leaking around his shaft and running in a warm thread down my inner thigh.

I dropped to my elbows in the grass and let my cunt milk my Dad until he was empty and shaking and still inside me.

He softened and slid out. The cum followed — a thick, warm rush that ran down my thighs and dripped onto the crushed grass beneath me.

I stayed on my hands and knees, breathing, the sun on my back, the grass cool against my shins, the evidence of both men settling warm between my legs.

Mom handed me my panties and shorts.

“My turn tonight.”


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

“What if we swap for longer, Mom?”

I said it to the cubicle wall with my forehead pressed against the tile. The grout was cold and rough against my skin. I could hear Mom’s shower running two stalls down, the water hitting her shoulders in a steady pour, and I could hear nothing from the campsite because Dad and my brother were resting in the tent with the flap closed and the afternoon sun doing whatever it wanted without us.

It was Mom’s turn tonight.

Her turn to have both men inside her, the way I’d had both men inside me three hours ago on a mountainside with my knees in the grass and the Absaroka Range behind us like it didn’t care what we were doing because it didn’t.

My belly was still bloated. Not from food. From cum. My stepfather came inside me, and then my stepbrother came inside me, and then my stepfather pushed back inside me and came again, and the compound of all three loads was still settling deep in my cunt, thick and warm, leaking in slow threads down my inner thigh every time I shifted my weight.

My cunt ached. Not the ache of too much — the ache of exactly enough from two men who were built differently. Dad’s cock stretched me wide. The girth burned in the specific structural way that told every nerve ending inside me that this was not a boy from school, this was a man, and the tissue between my legs remembered the shape of him the way muscle remembers a stretch held too long. Cole’s cock went deep. Past the places his father filled, past the familiar territory, into the space behind my cervix where the pressure blurred into something my body didn’t have a name for yet.

One stretched my cunt. The other destroyed the end of it.

Both of them were asleep thirty yards away, and I was standing in a campsite shower block with their cum inside me, wanting to say something to my mother that had nothing to do with cum.

“Are you okay, Bree?”

“I want more, Mom.”

The water in her stall paused. I heard her hand against the lever — the squeak of metal, then nothing. Just the drip from both showerheads into the drain.

“I understand. Daddy has a thick cock. Cole’s is long. Your body is adjusting.”

“It’s not only that.”

I turned around and leaned my back against the tile. The cold ran down my spine, and I let it. My hand rested on my lower belly — the slight swell of fullness beneath my navel that I could feel from the outside. Their cum, still inside me. I pressed gently and felt the warmth shift.

“They make me feel safe.”

“You are safe, Bree. You’ve always been safe with them.”

“I know. But—”

I stopped. Because what I was about to say wasn’t about safety. It was about something else — something that had been building since I was eighteen and told my mother I wanted to fuck my stepbrother, and she’d grounded me, and the world had cracked open and rearranged itself around a kitchen table.

“But what?”

“Nothing.”

“Don’t nothing me. I can hear it.”

My cunt clenched. Not from arousal — from the thought. The thought I’d been carrying since last night, since I’d lain in the dark with Dad’s cum cooling between my thighs and his heartbeat slowing against my cheek, and I’d pressed my face into his chest and breathed him in and wanted to stay there. Not for the night. Not until the candle burned out.

Longer than that.

“But?”

Mom’s voice was closer. She’d moved to the partition between our stalls.

“You aren’t asking for more sex, are you, Bree?”

It wasn’t a question.

“No.”

“You’re asking for him.”

The tile was cold against my skull. I closed my eyes.

“You aren’t asking to swap. A swap is symmetrical — I fuck Cole, you fuck Grant, everyone goes home to their own tent. What you’re asking for doesn’t have a tent to go home to. Not yet.”

“I know.”

“I’m married to your father, Bree.”

“I know that too.”

“So what are you asking me?”

I opened my eyes. My soiled panties lay on the shower floor where I’d stepped out of them ten minutes ago. The gusset was dark — soaked through with the evidence of what my stepfather and my stepbrother had left inside me. I stared at them and said it.

“I haven’t fucked another man since we agreed.”

Her silence was different this time. Not processing — recalculating.

“Two years?”

“Two years. Not because I couldn’t. Because I didn’t want to. I waited, Mom. I thought — if I gave it time, someone else would show up. A boy at a party, a guy in a bar, someone who’d make me forget what I was holding myself open for.”

“And?”

“Nobody came.”

“Nobody?”

“I had chances. I turned them all down. I’d be at a party, and some guy would lean in, and I’d think about Dad’s hands on my hips. I’d be on a date, and the boy across from me would be perfectly fine, and I’d excuse myself to the bathroom and press my forehead against the mirror and ask myself what the fuck I was doing, because the man I wanted was at home watching TV in sweatpants and had no idea his stepdaughter was sitting in a restaurant bathroom with a wet cunt thinking about him instead of the guy buying her dinner.”

“Jesus, Bree.”

“Two years. Every night. Lying in my bed, knowing he was down the hall, knowing the line existed, knowing I’d agreed to hold it. And I held it. But I wasn’t holding it because I was being good, Mom. I was holding it because every other option tasted wrong. Like putting on somebody else’s clothes. Like sleeping in the wrong bed.”

My voice cracked. Not from tears — from the weight of saying it out loud in a concrete shower block with the drain gurgling and the afternoon sun cutting through the gap above the stall doors.

“You thought another man would come along that turned your head?”

“Yeah. Didn’t you, Mom?”

The partition creaked. I heard her lean against it.

“No,” she said. “I knew what I wanted. But I’m the one who’s married to him. I had that luxury.”

“And I didn’t.”

“No. You didn’t. You had to wait and hope you were wrong about yourself. And you weren’t.”

“I wasn’t.”

The water dripped. Somewhere outside, a truck door slammed in the campsite lot.

“You want your father, Bree.”

“I do.”

“And you waited two years.”

“Yes.”

“And you want him more than you want his cock.”

“Yes.”

I heard her breathe — slow, controlled, the breath of a woman who was measuring the weight of what she was about to carry.

My cubicle door opened.

Mom stood there wrapped in a towel, her hair dark and wet against her shoulders, water still running down her collarbone into the hollow of her throat. She looked at me the way she’d looked at me across the fire last night — steady, unflinching, the gaze of a woman who had already decided and was waiting for me to catch up.

I took my towel and wrapped myself.

She stepped inside the stall and pulled the door shut behind her. The space was too small for two women. Her hip pressed against mine. She smelled like the campsite soap — pine, chemical, nothing like the lavender she wore at home — and underneath it, faintly, the musk of sex that no shower had fully washed from either of us.

She hugged me.

Not the way she’d hugged me last night — forehead kiss, cupped face, the mother sending her daughter to be fucked by her husband. This was different. Both arms. Tight. Her chin on top of my head because she still had two inches on me. The hug of a woman holding her daughter while she reorganized the architecture of a family that had already broken every rule it was going to break and was now discovering that the rules weren’t the hard part.

The hard part was what came after.

“Okay,” she said. “We’ll talk about it tomorrow. All four of us.”

“Okay.”

“But tonight is mine, Bree. That was the deal.”

“I know.”

She pulled back and held my face the way she’d held it at the tent flap. Both hands. Thumbs on my cheekbones.

“Actually — no. Change of plan.”

“What?”

“You need this more than I do tonight.”

“Mom—”

“I’ve had your father inside me for eighteen years. I can wait one more night. You’ve been carrying this alone for two years, and you just told me the truth about it, and I’m not sending you back to that tent to lie next to your brother and ache for a man thirty feet away. Not tonight.”

My breath caught.

“Both of them?”

“Both of them. The way I was going to have them. Father and son inside you at the same time — one in your cunt, one in your mouth, and then they switch, and you take every drop they give you.”

“Mom—”

“But this time it isn’t a swap. It isn’t my turn traded for yours. This is me giving you what you need because you’re my daughter, and you told me the truth, and the truth cost you something.”

Her thumbs wiped the wet from my cheeks. I hadn’t realized I was crying.

“Tomorrow we talk. Tonight, you get fucked by both of them, and I watch, and when it’s done, I hold you, and you tell me everything you’ve been carrying for two years. Deal?”

“Deal.”

She kissed my forehead. Same spot. Same lips.

“Get dressed. I’ll go wake them up.”

She left the stall, and I stood there with the towel around me and the drain gurgling and my soiled panties still on the wet floor.

I picked them up. The gusset was heavy — dark, soaked, the cum of two men cold now and mixed with the slick my cunt had been leaking since the mountainside. I brought them to my face and smelled them.

Dad’s cum. Cole’s cum. My cunt. The compound of all three — musky, sharp, the salt thicker than any single man’s. The smell hit my clit like a thumb pressing down, and my cunt clenched around the soreness they’d left inside me, and I felt a fresh thread of slick join what was already there.

I was going to get fucked again.

Both of them. Inside me at the same time.

I put on clean underwear, shorts, and a tank top with no bra. My nipples were hard before I pulled the fabric down, and they stayed hard, pressing against the cotton, visible. Let them be visible. In thirty minutes, both men were going to see a lot more than my nipples.

The walk back to the campsite was two hundred yards of gravel path through pine. The afternoon sun came through the canopy in strips, and the air smelled like warm resin and campfire ash. My cunt throbbed with every step — the fresh underwear dragging across my swollen clit, the ache inside me pulsing with the rhythm of my stride.

I thought about what I’d told Mom.

Two years. Every party. Every date. Every boy who leaned in and got close enough for me to know he wasn’t Grant. The bathroom mirrors and the wet cunt and the wrong man buying me pasta while the right one sat at home in sweatpants with no idea what I was.

And now I’d said it out loud, and the world hadn’t ended, and my mother was walking ahead of me to wake up the two men who were going to fuck me, and one of them was her husband, and the other was my brother, and I wanted the husband more than I wanted the brother and more than I wanted any man alive, and she knew.

The tent flap was open when I got there.

Mom stood at the entrance. She’d put on a sundress — white, thin, her nipples dark through the fabric. Her hair was still damp. She looked like a woman who’d made a decision and was enjoying the weight of it.

Inside, Dad sat on the sleeping bag with his back against the cooler. Gray t-shirt, board shorts. His legs were stretched out and crossed at the ankles, and his arms were folded, and he was watching me with an expression I couldn’t read.

Cole was beside him. Shirtless. His cock was already thickening in his shorts — I could see the outline, the head shifting against his thigh as blood filled it. He wasn’t trying to hide it.

“Sit down, Bree.”

Mom’s voice. Not Dad’s.

I sat cross-legged on the sleeping bag opposite them. The tent was too small for four adults and too warm in the afternoon heat. I could smell both men — sweat, skin, the faint musk of sex that the nap hadn’t washed off. I could smell myself — clean from the shower but already wet again, the arousal soaking through the fresh underwear I’d put on five minutes ago.

“I told them.”

“What did you tell them?”

“That tonight is yours. Both of them.”

I looked at Dad. His jaw was tight. His eyes were on me — not my body, my face. He was looking at me the way he’d looked at me across the campfire last night before the candles were lit, when everything was still possible, and nothing was evidence yet.

“And I told them why.”

My stomach dropped.

“Diana—”

“They need to know, Bree. If we’re doing this — if you’re taking both of them tonight instead of me — they need to know it isn’t just a fuck.”

The tent was silent.

Cole looked at me. Then at his father. Then back at me.

“You want Dad?”

“Yes.”

“Since when?”

“Since I was eighteen and told Mom I wanted to fuck you, and she grounded me, and the world fell apart and put itself back together in a kitchen.”

“That’s—”

“Two years, Cole. I haven’t fucked anyone. Not you, not Dad, not any other man. I waited because we agreed to wait, and I held the line, and every single night for two years I lay in my bed and wanted your father so badly my cunt ached, and I couldn’t sleep.”

Cole’s face didn’t break. He nodded — slow, steady, the nod of a man processing something that rearranged a room without destroying it.

Dad hadn’t moved. His arms were still folded. The tendon in his neck was flexed the way it had flexed last night when I’d said Hi, Daddy, and his world had tipped.

Mom’s voice was calm.

“Your stepdaughter wants you. Not your cock — you. She waited two years to be sure, and she’s sure. We’re going to talk about what that means tomorrow. Tonight, I’m giving her my turn. You and Cole are going to fuck her — together, the way you were going to fuck me — and I’m going to watch. And when it’s done, we figure out what this family is becoming.”

“You want Cole.”

It hung in the air like an accusation. Dad was asking Mom the question that was starting to form in my mind.

It had been too easy. A mother doesn’t give up a night with two cocks inside her because her daughter cried in a shower block. A mother does that because she has her own reason to rearrange the schedule, and the reason is standing shirtless next to his father with a hard-on he isn’t hiding.

Mom wanted Cole the way I wanted Dad.

Not the fuck. The man. The boy she’d raised, the son who held doors and carried groceries and cried in her kitchen at two in the morning — she wanted him the way I wanted the man who taught me to ride a bike. The same architecture. The same impossible thing, mirrored. Two women in one family reaching across the same line from opposite sides.

She hadn’t told me in the shower. She’d listened to me confess and held me and wiped my face and never once said me too. But Dad saw it. Dad saw it because he knew his wife the way I knew my mother — from the inside, where the tells live.

“We’ll discuss it tomorrow, Grant.”

“So tonight, that’s it. You’re giving your chance to Bree.”

“With a difference.”

Dad unfolded his arms. He leaned forward, and his hands hung between his knees, and he looked at the floor of the tent for a long time.

“What difference?”

“Double penetration. I want it tomorrow. Bree can have it tonight. I get the whole day.”

The tent went quiet. Cole’s breathing. The canvas shifting in the wind. Dad’s hands hanging between his knees, his head down, and I watched him process what his wife had just traded — not a night of sex, but a position. Diana had taken herself off the bed and put herself in the chair, and the woman who ended up in the chair was the woman who ended up watching, and the woman who ended up watching was the woman who’d already decided which man she was keeping.

The chessboard was almost set. Two queens, two kings, and neither pair the one on the marriage certificate.

Dad looked up.

“Come here, Bree.”

I crawled across the sleeping bag on my hands and knees. Three feet. His eyes met mine, and the thing in them wasn’t lust. It was the expression I’d seen at the campfire — past pride, past want, into the territory where a man realizes the girl he raised has become the woman who chose him, and the choosing terrifies him more than anything he’s felt because he can’t pretend it doesn’t go both ways.

He cupped my face in both hands. The same hands that taught me to ride a bike. That held my hair when I was sick. That gripped my hips three hours ago on a mountainside while his cock stretched my cunt open, and his son’s cum was still inside me.

He kissed me.

Not the way he’d kissed me last night — hard, desperate, two years of want detonating. This was slow. His mouth found mine and stayed there, and his thumbs traced my cheekbones, and I tasted coffee and something underneath that was just him, and the kiss said what he hadn’t said yet.

I know. Me too.

I pulled back.

“Fuck me, Daddy.”

“Both of us?”

Cole’s voice behind me. Close. His hand found the small of my back — warm, steady, his fingers spreading across my spine.

“Both of you.”

Mom sat down by the tent wall. She pulled her knees up, wrapped her arms around them, and leaned back against the canvas. Watching. Not directing anymore — witnessing. The architect stepped back to see what the structure did when it held weight.

“Take your clothes off, Bree.”

Dad’s voice this time. Low. The voice that had said Fuck, Bree, on the mountainside when he’d pushed inside me after Cole and felt his son’s cum around his cock.

I pulled my tank top over my head. My breasts came into the thick tent air — tight, the nipples drawn hard, the skin goose-bumped from something that wasn’t cold. I pushed my shorts and underwear down my thighs and kicked them off.

The fresh underwear was already soaked. The gusset dark and clinging. Five minutes of wear and my cunt had ruined them.

I knelt naked between my stepfather and my stepbrother.

Dad’s eyes went to my cunt. Bare — still smooth from the shave Mom had told me to do, still swollen from the fucking I’d taken on the mountainside. My lips were parted and glistening, and I could feel the slick gathering at my entrance, a thread of it stretching toward the sleeping bag.

Cole pulled his shorts off. His cock sprang up against his stomach — long, flushed, the head slick with precum. The vein on the underside pulsed visibly.

Dad pulled his shirt over his head. His chest was broad, scattered with dark hair, the body of a man who built things. He pushed his shorts down, and his cock was already thick and hard — the girth that had stretched me to my limit last night and again this morning, the head dark and swollen and wet at the slit.

Two cocks. My stepfather’s and my stepbrother’s. Both hard for me.

I looked at Mom.

She hadn’t moved. Her arms were around her knees. Her nipples were hard through the white sundress. Her lips were parted, and her breathing was fast and shallow, and I could see the flush climbing her throat.

She nodded.

“On your hands and knees, baby. Same as the mountain. Straddle Daddy’s cock, then I’ll guide Cole inside your back passage.”

My back passage.

The words hit my cunt before my brain caught up. My asshole clenched — tight, involuntary, the muscle responding to a word that made it real.

I’d never had a cock in my ass.

I’d thought about it. Lying in bed with my fingers between my legs, imagining Dad’s thick cock stretching me open, I’d pressed a fingertip against my pucker and felt it clench and soften and clench again, and the idea of him inside me there — where the stretch would be tighter and the fullness deeper and the wrongness of it absolute — made me cum so hard my thighs shook.

But thinking about it and taking two cocks at once were different conversations.

Dad lay back on the sleeping bag. His cock stood rigid against his stomach — thick, flushed, dark, the head swollen and glossy. He watched me the way he’d watched me at the campfire. Past pride. Past want.

I straddled him.

My knees found the sleeping bag on either side of his hips. I reached between us and wrapped my fingers around the base of his shaft — hot, pulsing, the girth filling my fist — and I positioned his head against my entrance. The blunt pressure of his crown against my swollen lips sent a tremor through my thighs.

I sank down onto my father’s cock.

The head spread me open — slow, thick, the rim dragging against the inside of my lips the way it had last night, the way it had this morning on the mountain. My cunt recognized him. The stretch burned in the specific, structural way my body had learned belonged to Dad, and no one else, and my walls gripped his shaft and pulled him deeper as I lowered myself inch by inch.

His head nudged my cervix.

“I’m full of your cock.”

“It’s my pleasure, Bree.”

“Mine too, Daddy.”

I was completely, achingly full of my Daddy’s cock, sitting in his lap with my knees spread and my cunt stretched around his girth and his hands finding my hips exactly as they found my hips earlier in the day — thumbs in the divots above my ass, fingers gripping the flesh, steadying me.

“Daddy.”

“I’m here, baby.”

I leaned forward and pressed my chest against his. My breasts flattened against the dark hair on his pectorals. My mouth found the hollow of his throat, and I breathed him in — sweat, skin, the man who raised me — and I felt his cock pulse inside me, a kick against my cervix that made my walls clench around him.

“Cole.”

Mom’s voice was behind me. Calm, controlled, the voice of a woman directing a scene she’d already built in her head.

“Get the lube from the side pocket of my bag. The small bottle.”

While my cunt milked my stepfather’s cock, I heard the zip. The rustle. Cole’s breathing was fast, tight, then held.

“Bree, arch your back. Push your ass up. Spread your knees wider on the bag. Your brother needs the right angle to plow you hard.”

“Fucking hell, Mom.”

“Part of the fun. Enjoy.”

I did it. Dad’s cock shifted inside me as my pelvis tilted — the angle changing, his head pressing harder against my front wall, and the new position opened my ass to the air behind me. I felt the cool mountain draft on my pucker, and my asshole clenched around nothing.

“Pour lube onto your fingers, Cole. Use plenty. Don’t be shy with it. Your sister’s ass will be tight.”

“Okay.”

“Start with one finger. Circle her asshole — don’t push, circle. Let her relax. She’s never had anything back there except her own hand, and your cock is longer than a finger.”

Mom knew.

She knew because she knew me — twenty years of knowing, the kind that doesn’t stop at the bathroom door. She knew I’d touched myself there, and she knew I’d never gone further, and she was coaching her stepson through my first anal the way she’d coached me through a tampon when I was thirteen. The same patient, practical voice. Different context.

Cole’s finger found me.

The pad of his fingertip, slick with lube, pressed against my pucker and circled. Slow. The muscle clenched against the pressure — tight, involuntary — and then softened as his finger traced the ridges around my hole in patient loops. The lube was cold. His finger was warm underneath it.

“That’s it. Keep going. Let your sister’s body decide when it’s ready.”

My asshole opened.

Not gave way — opened. The deliberate relaxation of a muscle, choosing to let my stepbrother in. His fingertip slipped past the ring, and the stretch was sharp and specific — a burn that radiated outward from my pucker and settled into a deep, heavy fullness that was nothing like my cunt. Tighter. More precise. Every nerve concentrated in a ring of muscle that gripped his finger and wouldn’t let go.

“Good girl.”

Dad’s voice calmed me—low, close, his mouth against my ear. His cock was still buried inside my cunt, thick and pulsing, and now his son’s finger was inside my ass, and the thin wall between the two — I could feel it, the membrane separating them, Cole’s finger and Dad’s cock separated by nothing except my tissue — made my body shudder in a way I hadn’t expected.

I could feel them both. At the same time. In different places. The fullness was compound, not additive, multiplicative. My cunt gripped Dad harder because my ass was gripping Cole, and the two sensations fed each other through the wall between them until my thighs trembled and a sound left my mouth that wasn’t a word.

“Two fingers now, Cole. Slowly. Scissor them apart gently once they’re inside. Bree’s ass needs to stretch.”

Cole pushed a second finger in beside the first. My ring burned wider. I gasped against Dad’s throat, and his hands tightened on my hips, and his cock kicked inside my cunt.

“Bree. Breathe.”

Mom’s voice sounded like my teachers’.

I breathed.

Cole’s fingers scissored apart inside my ass — a slow, careful stretch that made the burn radiate deeper and settle into something warm and heavy and demanding. I bore down on his fingers, and the ring loosened, and he pushed deeper. I felt the pads of his fingertips press against the back wall of my cunt through the tissue — against Dad’s cock — and all three of us felt it at once.

Dad groaned beneath me.

Cole’s breath stuttered behind me.

My cunt clenched so hard around Dad’s cock that the slick squeezed out around his shaft and ran down his balls.

“I’m ready for him to fuck me, Mom.”

“I agree.”

Cole’s voice sounded thick and strained.

“Okay. Pull your fingers out. Lube your cock — the whole shaft, base to tip, more than you think you need. This isn’t her cunt, Cole. Her ass doesn’t make its own wet.”

I heard him slicking himself. The obscene, wet sound of a lubed hand on a hard cock. My asshole gaped from his fingers — I could feel the air inside me, the emptiness where he’d been, the ring still stretched and open and waiting.

“Press your head against her. Don’t push yet. Let her feel your size and decide how much she wants to take.”

Cole’s crown touched my asshole.

The head was wider than his fingers. Smooth, blunt, slick with lube, the rim pressed against my stretched ring with a pressure that told my body exactly how much bigger this was going to be. My pucker clenched against it — reflex, not refusal — and I felt the head nudge without entering, patient, waiting for me.

Dad’s hands moved from my hips to my face. He cupped my jaw and tilted my head up until I was looking at him.

“You okay, Bree?”

“Yeah.”

“You don’t have to do this.”

“I want to. I want both of you inside me, Daddy.”

“Then push back onto your brother’s cock. You control it, Bree. Take what you can.”

I pushed back.

Cole’s head breached my ring. The burn was immediate — sharp, specific, a white-hot stretch that radiated from my asshole through my pelvis and met Dad’s cock inside my cunt from the other side.

My mouth opened.

No sound came out.

My body was processing too many inputs at once — the girth of Dad’s cock filling my cunt, the length of Cole’s pressing into my ass, the thin wall between them pressed tight between two cocks, and the overwhelming, annihilating fullness of being opened in both places at the same time.

Cole slid his cock deeper inside me.

Inch by inch, his shaft pushed past the ring and into the tight, clenching channel of my back passage. The lube made it slick, but the friction was different — denser, more insistent, every ridge of his cock dragging against the inside of my hole with a specificity my cunt didn’t have. I felt his length passing Dad’s cock through the wall — two shafts separated by a membrane of tissue, pressing against each other inside my body.

“Fuck.”

Cole’s voice was wrecked.

“I can feel Dad’s cock. Through the wall. I can feel him.”

“I know.” Dad’s voice was strained. “I can feel you too.”

My eyes blurred. The fullness was past anything I had a reference for. My cunt was stuffed with my father’s thick cock, and my ass was taking my brother’s length, and they could feel each other through the inside of my body, and I was the wall between them, and the wall was dissolving.

Cole bottomed out balls deep inside me. His pelvis pressed against my ass, and I felt his balls rest warm against the base of Dad’s cock, and everything stopped.

Three bodies locked together. No one breathing right.

“Mommy.”

I didn’t know I was going to say it.

“Mommy, they’re both inside me.”

“I know, baby. I can see.”

Her voice was different now. Not calm. Controlled, but barely. I could hear the shake underneath it — the vibration of a woman watching her daughter take her husband’s cock and her stepson’s cock at the same time, and the flush in her voice told me her cunt was as wet as mine.

“How does it feel?”

“I’m full. So fucking full. I can feel them touching each other inside me, Mom. Dad’s cock and Cole’s cock — they’re pressing against each other through the wall, and I can feel every inch of both of them.”

“Good girl.”

“Don’t move yet. Please don’t move yet. I need a second.”

They held still. Dad’s hands on my face. Cole’s hands on my hips. Two men, their cocks buried inside me, waiting, their cocks pulsing against each other through my body.

I breathed.

“Okay.”

“Okay, what, baby?”

“Fuck me. Both of you. Fuck me.”

Cole pulled back first. The drag of his head through my ass — the ridge catching the inside of my ring, the burn flaring and fading — and then he pushed back in, and the thrust shoved me forward onto Dad’s cock.

Dad met it with a roll of his hips that drove his cock head against my cervix.

The rhythm found itself.

Not choreographed — instinctive. When Cole drove into my ass, the force pushed my cunt down onto Dad. When Dad thrust up into me, my body rocked back onto Cole. I was the fulcrum between them — father and son fucking both my holes, their cocks sliding against each other through the wall inside me, the wet sounds multiplying.

The squelch of Dad’s cock in my soaked cunt. The slick, tighter sound of Cole’s lubed shaft in my ass. My breathing, which had stopped being breathing and become something closer to gasping.

“Daddy.”

“I’m here.”

“Cole.”

“I’m here too.”

“Don’t stop. Don’t either of you fucking stop.”

Dad fucked up into me harder. His thickness stretched my cunt on every stroke, and his head battered my cervix, and the force pushed me back onto Cole’s length, and Cole met me with a thrust that drove his cock deep into my ass and pressed his shaft against Dad’s through the tissue, and I felt the pressure on both sides at once — squeezed, filled, the two men occupying every space inside me.

My orgasm started behind my clit and spread fast.

Not in my cunt. Not in my ass. It spread to the compressed space between them — the place where two cocks were pressing against each other through the wall of my body, where the nerve endings were so overwhelmed they couldn’t tell which cock was which, where the fullness had crossed from sensation into something structural that my body couldn’t contain.

“I’m cumming. Daddy — Cole — I’m cumming, I’m—”

It detonated.

My cunt clamped down on Dad’s cock, and my ass clenched around Cole’s shaft, and both men groaned at once — the squeeze hitting them simultaneously, my body locking down on both cocks with a force that pulled them tighter against each other through the wall.

The orgasm rolled through me in waves that started between my holes and radiated outward — through my clit, my belly, my chest, my spine — and I screamed into Dad’s throat, and my fingers dug into his shoulders, and my cunt gushed around his shaft, the slick flooding out around the seal of my lips and running down his balls and soaking the sleeping bag.

Cole came inside me first.

His cock swelled and kicked inside my ass — one pulse, two, three — and I felt his cum fill me in a place that had never been filled before. Hot and thick, the heat spreading deeper into my bowel with each pulse, and the sensation of being flooded back there while Dad’s cock was still hard in my cunt — the fullness, the cum pooling in my ass while my father’s shaft throbbed against my front wall — tore a second orgasm through me before the first had finished.

“Daddy — cum inside me — please —”

Dad drove up and held. His cock swelled against my cervix and kicked, and the first jet of his cum hit the deepest part of my cunt, and I had my father’s cum filling me from the front and my brother’s cum filling me from behind. The two loads pooled on opposite sides of the wall that separated them, hot and thick and overwhelming, and my body shook between them and wouldn’t stop.

Pulse after pulse squirted inside me—both men emptying into me at the same time. My cunt milking Dad. My ass milking Cole. The cum settled warm and deep in both holes, and the wall between them soaked from both sides, and I was full — completely, impossibly full — of the two men who raised me.

Cole softened and slipped out of my ass. I felt his cum leak from my stretched hole — warm, slow, running down my perineum and mixing with the slick and cum already coating Dad’s cock and balls.

Dad was still inside me. His cock was softening, but it was still there. His hands on my face. His heartbeat was hard against my breast.

I pressed my forehead against his.

“Daddy.”

“Yeah, baby.”

“That’s what I waited two years for.”

From the wall of the tent, Mom spoke.

“Tomorrow. We talk about everything. All four of us.”

I didn’t move. Dad’s cum was inside my cunt, and Cole’s cum was inside my ass, and the evidence of both men cooled between my thighs and leaked onto the sleeping bag, and I let it. I let all of it stay.

Dad’s thumb traced my cheekbone.

“Happy birthday, Bree.”

It wasn’t my birthday. It didn’t matter.


Chapter Five

◆◆◆

Diana’s Point of View

The morning sun turned the tent canvas amber. I lay on my side and felt the ache between my legs before I remembered why it was there.

Cole.

My stepson had been inside me less than twenty-four hours ago, and my body was still holding the evidence. The soreness sat low and deep — not fading, not sharp, just present. A fact my cunt wouldn’t let me put away.

Yesterday was Bree’s.

Today was mine.

Grant rolled toward me. His hand found my hip through the sleeping bag.

“Bree wants you, darling.”

“I know.”

“I mean—”

“I know what you mean, Diana.”

Neither of us moved. The canvas shifted in the breeze, and the amber light rippled across his face.

“What should we do?”

“The only thing we can do. Be honest.”

My stomach turned over. Two years I’d carried this — the wanting, the watching, the hell of sharing a house with a man I couldn’t touch who wasn’t my husband. One night of fucking Cole had stripped the wiring out of every excuse I’d built. One night might as well have been ten thousand years.

“I want Cole.”

“I know.”

“I can’t have him.”

“Yes. You can.”

He said it the way he said everything that mattered — steady, laid flat on the ground for me to pick up or step over.

“I want Bree.”

I looked at him. His face was calm. His eyes were not. I could see the pulse in his throat — faster than his voice suggested — and I understood he’d been carrying this too. His own version of the same weight, in the same house, for the same two years.

“It can’t be as simple as that, Grant.”

“It won’t be. We’re all living under the same roof. If you move in with Cole and I move in with Bree, there’s bound to be crossover.”

The tent flap moved. A strip of white light cut across the floor.

“Bree.”

She stood in the opening with one hand holding the canvas back, her hair tangled from sleep. Her eyes moved between us — reading the room the way a daughter reads a room when she knows something has shifted and isn’t sure yet whether it includes her.

“What were you guys talking about, Mom?”

I reached out. She took my hand, and I drew her inside. She knelt on the sleeping bag, her knees close to mine, and I caught the scent of her — sunscreen and sweat and the faint musk of a woman who’d been awake longer than she was admitting.

“We were discussing us.”

“Ahh.”

She was quiet for a moment. Her thumb moved across my knuckles in small, unconscious circles.

“I know the easy solution, Mom.”

“What is it?”

“We share. If you want Dad or Cole, we can discuss, but both of us have sexual access to both of them.”

Sexual access.

My stepdaughter, kneeling beside me in a tent that smelled of canvas and grass, calmly proposing a family arrangement that would horrify anyone who hadn’t spent the last two days doing what we’d done.

“Jesus, Bree.”

“What?”

“That’s a weird family, darling.”

“Yes. But we all get what we want.”

The warmth spread between my legs — not a rush, a slow bloom, my body voting on the proposition before my conscience could count objections. The slick gathered and I pressed my thighs together, ashamed of the timing, ashamed that my cunt was answering while my brain was still listing reasons this couldn’t work.

“What about you and Cole, Bree?”

She looked guilty.

“Ahh. You fucked him?”

“All night. I couldn’t help myself. He’s sleeping it off.”

My husband grinned. He had no problem with this arrangement at all.

It was my day. Both my stepson and my husband would fuck me before it was over. I was in no condition to make life decisions with my body this far ahead of my mind.

Grant rested a hand on my shoulder.

“Honesty, Diana. Be honest.”

I looked at him, and for a moment our eyes locked, and I saw the man I’d married. Kind. Warm. Sexy. Fun. And not entirely what I wanted.

“I need more. You know that, Grant.”

“I do. Now is the time to get that on the table.”

Bree’s thumb stopped moving on my knuckles. I felt the stillness in her hand before I saw it in her face.

“Not here.”

“There are strangers everywhere here. It’s more dangerous at home.”

I bit my lip until the metallic tang spread across my tongue.

“You want more men, Mom?”

I nodded. My cunt clenched — hard, involuntary — the muscles contracting around the memory of Cole’s cock and the promise of what I was about to say out loud for the first time in my life.

“It’s always been my fantasy.”

“Jesus.”

“I know.”

“No — sorry. I wasn’t judging.”

Bree held up both hands, palms out. I saw the blood rise in her cheeks. Not embarrassment. Recognition. The flush of hearing someone say the thing you’ve thought but never spoken.

“I get it, Mom. I do.”

“I want sexual freedom. Your brother was a starting point, darling.”

The tent was quiet. Beyond the canvas, I could hear a cooler being opened, a dog barking, someone laughing two sites over. The ordinary world was doing ordinary things while I sat inside a nylon shell telling my husband and my stepdaughter what I needed.

Grant smiled. The kind smile. The one I’d learned to watch for — it meant he’d already built the next part and was waiting for me to catch up.

“There’s a biker clubhouse a couple of miles away, honey.”

My breath stopped. The air froze in my chest, and the heat between my legs surged — a hard, wet rush of slick that soaked through my underwear and pressed warm against the sleeping bag beneath me. My hands trembled. My face burned. My cunt was clenching in slow, rhythmic pulses I couldn’t stop, my body answering Grant’s words before my mouth could form a single one.

Bree’s mouth fell open. Her hand shot to the tent pole and gripped it, knuckles white, steadying herself.

“A beautiful woman like you would be well entertained there. I’m sure the pool table will be comfortable.”

My husband. Sitting cross-legged in a tent in the morning light, his hand still warm on my shoulder, calmly designing an evening where his wife would walk into a room full of strangers and let them fuck her on a pool table while he stayed home and fucked her stepdaughter.

“Are you being serious?”

“I am. Bree can drop you off, stay, then Cole and I can share her when she returns once you’re safely entertained. Call, and we’ll pick you up.”

“And I can —”

“Exercise your freedom, Diana. Yes.”

The drive took eleven minutes. I counted them on the dashboard clock because counting kept my hands from shaking.

Bree drove Grant’s truck — one hand on the wheel, the other resting on the center console, her fingers tapping a rhythm against the leather that told me she was thinking. The road was two lanes of cracked asphalt cutting through lodgepole pine. No other cars. The morning sun came through the windshield in a flat white sheet that made me squint.

I’d changed in the tent. My summer dress — the blue one, thin cotton, buttons down the front. No bra. Clean underwear that was already soaking through because my cunt hadn’t stopped clenching since Grant said the word “clubhouse” and my body had answered before my mouth could.

Bree glanced at me.

“You okay, Mom?”

“No.”

“Good. If you were okay, I’d be worried.”

She drove. The pines thinned. A gas station passed on the right — closed, the pumps rusted, a dog sleeping in the shade of the awning.

“Mom.”

“Yeah.”

“Have you done this before? Multiple men?”

“No.”

“Fantasized about it?”

“Since I was twenty-three.”

She was quiet for a moment. The road curved, and the trees opened, and I saw the Absaroka range — snowcapped, indifferent, the same mountains that had watched Bree take both men on her hands and knees yesterday without flinching.

“How many men fuck you?”

“In the fantasy?”

“Yeah.”

“It varies. Sometimes three. Sometimes more. The number isn’t the point.”

“What’s the point?”

I looked out the window. A hawk circled above the tree line, riding a thermal, patient and unhurried.

“I want to be taken. Not forced — taken. I want to walk into a room where I don’t know anyone and let them have my body because I chose to give it. I want to feel what it’s like to be fucked by a man who doesn’t know my name and doesn’t need to.”

Bree’s thumb stopped tapping the console.

“And Dad knows this?”

“You heard your Dad. He suggested this.”

“Yeah. He did.”

She drove another half mile in silence.

“Does Cole know?”

“Your stepbrother is asleep with your cum inside him, Bree. He’ll find out when he wakes up.”

“After I leave you at the clubhouse, I will fuck both of them again.”

“I know.”

She laughed. The sound filled the cab — warm, sharp, the laugh of a twenty-year-old who hadn’t expected her mother to be funny about this.

I pointed ahead.

“Turn left up here, Bree.”

“How do you know?”

“The sign is up ahead, coming this way. I know the turn from when we drove in.”

“You were—”

“Yes, honey. I was.”

The road narrowed to gravel. The truck bounced through ruts, and I felt each jolt in my cunt — the vibration traveling through the seat into my pelvis, where everything was swollen and wet and primed.

I pressed my thighs together and felt the slick fabric of my underwear shift against my lips.

The clubhouse appeared around a bend. Low, flat-roofed, cinder block painted black. A wooden deck ran the length of the front. Fifteen or twenty motorcycles were parked in a line along the gravel lot — Harleys, mostly, chrome catching the morning sun. Music thumped from inside — bass, indistinct, the sound of a place that didn’t keep regular hours.

Three men sat on the deck drinking beers at ten in the morning. They wore leather vests and had muscular arms covered in ink. One of them watched us pull in. His eyes tracked the truck from the road to the lot to the space where Bree parked between a Softail and a pickup with a gun rack.

The engine died. The silence was enormous.

“Come with me, Mom.”

“Can’t you—”

“No. They need to see what’s on offer.”

“Yes. Of course.”

“They will smell you.”

“That’s both of us, Bree.”

We got out together. The gravel crunched under my sandals and under Bree’s sneakers. She came around the front of the truck and took my hand — not guiding me, anchoring me. The way I’d held her hand crossing parking lots when she was five. The same grip, reversed.

We walked toward the deck.

The three men watched us come. The one who’d been tracking the truck since the road. He was taller than the others. Wide through the chest and shoulders, dark hair pulled back, a beard that reached his collarbone. His vest carried more patches than the others. He didn’t move from where he stood.

He let us come to him.

The other two stayed seated. One leaned back against the railing — shaved head, neck tattoo, a beer bottle resting on his thigh. The other was younger, maybe thirty, with a scar across his eyebrow and forearms ropy with muscle. Both of them looked at me first and Bree second, and I felt their eyes on my body the way you feel the sun shift when a cloud moves — sudden, warm, everywhere.

My nipples hardened against the thin cotton of my dress. I felt them press through the fabric and knew the men could see them, and I didn’t cross my arms.

Bree climbed the steps. I climbed them beside her. The boards creaked under our weight. The music from inside was louder here — classic rock, a guitar solo grinding through the walls.

“Which one of you runs this place?”

Bree’s voice was level. Direct. The same voice she’d used in the shower block when she told me she’d waited two years to fuck her father.

The tall one looked at her. Then at me. Then back at her.

“That’d be me.”

“What’s your name?”

“Holt.”

“I’m Bree. This is my mother, Diana.”

Holt looked at me again. His eyes moved from my face to my bare shoulders to the buttons of my dress to the hem against my thighs and back to my face without hurrying. Not leering. Assessing. The frank, unhurried appraisal of a man who was used to looking at women and had stopped pretending otherwise a long time ago.

“Diana.”

My name was in a stranger’s mouth. My cunt clenched — hard, involuntary — and I felt a fresh thread of slick escape my lips and soak into the fabric that was already ruined.

“My mother wants to spend the afternoon with your boys, Holt.”

The younger man with the scarred eyebrow set his beer down. The shaved one didn’t move, but his eyes narrowed.

Holt looked at Bree.

“We don’t usually entertain requests from the public, sweetheart.”

“My mother isn’t the public.”

“No?”

“She’s a beautiful married woman whose daughter drove her to your doorstep this morning.”

“And her husband?”

“He consented and told her to exercise her freedom. She’s been fantasizing about a room full of men since before I was born, and she’s never once acted on it. Today is the day she acts on it.”

My face burned. My ears burned. The heat climbed from my chest to my throat to my cheeks, and I stood beside my daughter and let every word land in my body because every word was true.

Holt’s eyes came back to me.

“Is that right?”

I nodded.

“Your husband sent you.”

“My husband gave me permission. I sent myself.”

“And your daughter?”

“She’s a Daddy’s girl now.”

“That explains it.”

Something shifted behind his eyes. The testing dropped. What replaced it was the look of a man recalculating a situation he’d already categorized and finding it didn’t fit.

“How many of my boys are you expecting to entertain, Diana?”

My cunt answered before my mouth did — a clench so hard my thighs pressed together and my breath caught. Bree felt my hand tighten in hers.

“However many want her.”

Bree said it for me. She saw my mouth open, and nothing came out, and she stepped into the silence the way a daughter steps into a silence when her mother needs a voice and can’t find hers.

“That might be a lot. Double figures.”

“She’s not fragile, Holt. She raised me. She can handle your boys.”

The shaved man laughed — a low sound, not unkind.

“She can handle all of us?”

Bree turned to him.

“That depends on how many of you are in there.”

“Eighteen. Nineteen with Holt.”

My knees softened. I didn’t sit down, but the ground shifted under me and Bree’s hand was the only thing holding the geometry in place. Nineteen men. My cunt was pulsing in slow, rhythmic waves I couldn’t stop, and the slick was running now — not gathering, running — down my inner thigh in a warm thread that the morning air found and cooled against my skin.

Holt watched my face.

“Your daughter’s doing all the talking, Diana.”

“She’s better at this than I am.”

“At what?”

“Asking for what I want.”

He looked at me for a long time. The music thumped behind the wall. The chrome gleamed in the lot. The mountains stood behind all of it, snow and black rock and the absolute indifference of landscape that had been there before humans arrived and would be there after they left.

“What do you want?”

I looked at Bree. She squeezed my hand once — a pulse, a permission — and let go.

“I want to walk through that door and let your men fuck me until I can’t stand up. I want to be used by strangers who don’t know my name and don’t need to. I want to feel what it’s like to be nothing except a body in a room full of men who want it.”

“Are we wearing condoms?”

“No.”

“Are we cumming inside you?”

“Definitely.”

“To get through nineteen men multiple times, you’ll need to use all three holes.”

“Do you have lube?”

“Fuck yes.”

“Then you can fuck all three of my holes.”

The words came out steady. My voice didn’t shake. My hands shook. My cunt shook. Everything below my waist was in open revolt, but my voice held because the truth holds when you finally stop carrying it and put it down.

Holt nodded slowly.

“You consent? I need to hear those words.”

“I consent.”

“We have a comfortable pool table.”

My husband’s precise words. The same words, from a different man, and the collision of them — my husband’s understanding of my fantasy spoken back to me from a stranger’s mouth — hit me low in my belly and stayed there.

“The pool table works.”

Bree stepped forward.

“One condition.”

Holt raised an eyebrow.

“When she’s done, you walk her out yourself and wait with her until I come back to pick her up. She doesn’t leave this building alone.”

“Your mother, your rules.”

“No. Her body, her rules. I’m just making sure she gets home safe after.”

Holt looked at Bree the way my husband looked at Bree — the recognition of a woman who had arrived at something most people never find. He reached into his vest pocket and pulled out his phone.

“Give me your number.”

She did.

“I’ll call you when she’s ready to go. It won’t be until this evening.”

Bree turned to me. She put both hands on my face — thumbs on my cheekbones, the same way I’d held her face at the tent flap the night I sent her to her stepfather. The same gesture returned. Mother to daughter, now daughter to mother.

“Call when you’re ready, Mom. Dad, Cole, and I will come get you.”

My husband, daughter, and son were collecting Mom from a gangbang.

“They’ll be busy fucking me until you call. Take your time, Mom.”

My daughter kissed my cheek. Her lips were warm. She smelled like sunscreen and sex and the lavender oil I’d given her for her birthday.

She walked down the steps and across the gravel and got in the truck. She didn’t look back. The engine started, and the tires popped on the gravel, and the truck pulled out of the lot, and the sound of it faded into the pines, and then it was gone.

I stood on the deck of a biker clubhouse in a blue cotton dress with no bra and ruined underwear, my daughter’s kiss still warm on my cheek, and a man named Holt was holding the door open for me.

I walked through it.


Chapter Six

◆◆◆

The inside of the clubhouse was dark after the morning sun. My eyes adjusted, and the room assembled itself — a long bar against the far wall, neon beer signs throwing red and blue across the bottles.

Tables and chairs were mismatched. A jukebox in the corner was playing Skynyrd. The smell hit me before the details did — stale beer, leather, cigarette smoke, and underneath all of it the dense musk of men in a closed space.

The pool table sat in the center of the room under a low-hanging light with a green glass shade. Regulation size. The felt was worn but clean. The balls were racked at one end, and the cues stood in a wall rack beside a dartboard.

Twelve men were inside. Six at the bar, five at a table playing cards, one leaning against the jukebox with his arms folded. With the three from the deck, that made fifteen. Four more would come when they heard me being fucked by their friends.

They all looked at me when the door opened.

Holt walked me in with his hand on the small of my back. Not pushing. Guiding. Precisely how my husband guided me through a doorway at a restaurant — the same gesture, from a man who smelled like engine oil and whiskey instead of pine and coffee.

“Boys.”

The card game stopped. The man at the jukebox unfolded his arms.

“This is Diana. She’s married, her husband knows she’s here, and her daughter just dropped her off. She wants an afternoon on the table.”

He said it the way a foreman announces a shift change. Flat. Factual. The room absorbed it.

“Diana, take off your dress whenever you’re ready. Nobody touches you until you say so.”

I stood in the middle of a biker clubhouse with fifteen men looking at me. Somehow, my hands found the top button of my dress and unfastened it.

The fabric parted over my collarbone. My fingers moved to the second button. The cotton fell away from my breasts — bare, full, my nipples drawn tight against the change in temperature. I heard a chair shift and a glass set down, and someone exhale through his teeth.

Third button. Fourth. The dress opened to my navel, and I let it hang for a moment — the two halves framing my belly, my ribs, the sweat-damp skin between my breasts. I could feel every pair of eyes. Fifteen men were watching a forty-two-year-old woman unbutton her dress under a pool table light because her husband told her to exercise her freedom, and she was exercising it.

By now, Bree would be at the campsite.

Fucking my husband.

I unfastened the last button, and the dress slid off my shoulders and fell to the floor.

I stood in my underwear. The gusset was dark — soaked through, clinging to every fold of my cunt, the fabric translucent with slick. I hooked my thumbs into the waistband, pulled them down my thighs, and stepped out of them. The wet gusset peeled away from my lips with a sound that carried across the quiet room.

A hand reached out. My panties disappeared, passed hand to hand until every man present smelled my sticky shame.

“She’s wet.”

“And she smells good.”

I was naked in front of fifteen strangers.

Another two men strolled out from a storeroom behind the bar.

“Seventeen.”

“There are two more fixing the roof. You’ll get to them.”

“I will.”

My cunt was swollen and glistening, the lips parted from arousal alone, and I could feel the slick on my inner thighs — cool where the air found it, warm where it was still running. My breasts hung heavy, my nipples so hard they ached. My cheeks burned. My ears burned. Every inch of my skin was flushed and alive and exposed.

Holt’s hand found my hip and turned me toward the pool table.

“Up you go, lady.”

Lady.

Hardly.

I sat on the edge. The felt was rough against the backs of my thighs — a coarse, specific texture that my skin registered and held. Holt stood between my knees and looked down at me with the same steady appraisal he’d given me on the deck.

“Lie back, Diana.”

I lay back on the pool table. The felt pressed against my shoulder blades, my spine, the curve of my ass. A light hung directly above me — warm, green-tinted, a small sun in a dark room. The ceiling was stained from decades of cigarette smoke.

Holt unbuckled his belt.

The sound dragged through my cunt as it clenched and leaked onto my thighs — metal, leather, the clink of the buckle. It was a stranger’s belt. The sound of a man I’d met five minutes ago undressing to fuck me on a pool table while his gang watched.

“Do you fuck all the women who come here first?”

“How do you know there are others?”

“I’m sure there must be. Married women cheated on—”

“We get those, but mostly we get women like you.”

“Like me?’

“You played it safe. Then, one day you woke up, and your body spoke to you differently.”

“Yes.”

His jeans came down. His cock was thick and dark and already hard — the head swollen and flushed, a vein running down the underside. It wasn’t as thick as Grant’s, but it was wider than my son’s. A new shape my body had never enjoyed.

“You’ll be full of cum and aching when you leave here, Diane.”

“It won’t matter. My husband and Son will be balls deep inside my daughter by now. She’ll get plenty, and they won’t need satisfying when you are done with me.”

“Good. We’re going to make a mess inside you.”

He gripped the base of his cock and stepped between my spread thighs.

But he didn’t push in.

His free hand found my inner thigh — calloused, rough, the palm of a man who stripped engines and gripped handlebars and had fucked plenty of bodies like mine. He ran it up my skin, slow, his thumb tracing the crease where my thigh met my cunt, and the drag of his callouses against my swollen flesh made my hips roll up off the felt.

The men were moving. I heard boots on the floor, chairs being pushed back, glasses being set down. The card game was over.

A man appeared at my left side. The one from the jukebox — older than Holt, gray in his beard, thick through the chest. He smelled like leather and morning beer. His hand found my breast and covered it, warm, heavy, his fingers closing around the fullness and squeezing. His thumb found my nipple and rolled it — firm, direct, no hesitation — and the sensation shot through me on a wire straight to my cunt, where Holt’s thumb was tracing the seam of my lips from bottom to top.

I gasped.

My back arched off the felt.

“You are sensitive.”

“I watched my husband and son double penetrate my daughter yesterday.”

“And you?’

“It was her day.”

“And today is yours?”

“Yes.”

Holt parted my lips with his thumb and found my clit — the swollen hood peeling back under the pad of his callous, the raw nerve exposed to his rough skin — and he pressed, then rolled my solid nub in a slow, hard circle.

My thighs shook.

Another man leaned down from my right. He was younger — I caught dark hair, a jaw tattoo, the smell of cigarettes — and then his mouth was on mine. He kissed me. Open, wet, his tongue pushing past my teeth. I tasted Coors and tobacco and the inside of a stranger’s mouth. I kissed him back. I kissed a man I’d never met while another man rolled my nipple and a third worked my clit with his calloused thumb.

My cunt clenched so hard the slick ran in a warm thread down the crack of my ass and pooled on the green felt beneath me.

Nineteen years.

I’d been twenty-three the first time I imagined this. In the bath, Grant asleep in the next room, my hand between my legs, and the men in my head had no faces. Just hands. Rough hands on my body in a room I couldn’t name.

The fantasy had carried me through a thousand orgasms across nineteen years of marriage, and now it was here — calloused, inked, smelling of engine oil, beer, and whiskey — and my body recognized it the way my body had recognized every deepest desire.

Holt’s thumb left my clit. Both hands gripped my hips — warm, wide — and he tilted my pelvis up, adjusting the angle with the casual precision of a man who understood that geometry matters.

His crown pressed against my entrance.

“Don’t hold back.”

“What do you need, Diana?”

“Deep and hard. I want every one of you to reshape me inside.”

His cock head was hot and smooth against my swollen lips — wider than I’d expected, the rim thick enough that I felt it drag as he notched himself into position. My arousal coated him before he pushed.

I was so wet that the head slipped twice before it caught.

He slid his cock inside me.

The stretch was immediate.

My lips spread around his crown — slow, burning — and the rim dragged against the inside of my entrance as my cunt opened for a man I’d met ten minutes ago. Not my husband’s familiar girth that my body accepted without thinking. Not my son’s length that reached past memory into the space where he lived now. A new shape — a width my walls were meeting for the first time, the ridge of his head catching tissue at angles nobody had found before, pressing my left wall harder than my right, the curve of his shaft teaching my cunt a new shape while my brain was still processing the fact that a stranger was inside me.

I heard myself moan.

“There.”

“More.”

“It’s coming.”

“I want it all, Holt.”

He sank his cock deeper inside me. His shaft spread me open inch by inch, the ridged skin dragging against swollen tissue that nineteen years of fantasy had primed and two nights of family fucking had sensitized past the point of reason. I felt every vein pulsing into my tissues. I felt the heat of him — his cock radiating warmth inside my cunt like a hand radiating warmth against my belly through a winter coat.

Present.

Undeniable.

The man at my breast bent his head. His mouth replaced his thumb — his lips sealing around my nipple, sucking, the pull direct and deep, and the sensation traveled through my center to the place Holt’s cock was buried. I arched into both of them at once.

Holt pulled back and thrust forward.

Not gentle or brutal. The stroke of a man who fucked with authority — his hips driving forward, his hands pulling my pelvis onto him as he drove in, and the wet sound of his cock entering my soaked cunt carried across the room. Slick, heavy, a sound I’d made with my husband a thousand times, except this time the sound was multiplied by fifteen pairs of ears hearing it.

The man who’d kissed me pulled back. His lips were wet. He looked at me — not assessing anymore, hungry — and then his hand found my throat. Not squeezing, holding the weight of his palm against the column of my neck while Holt fucked me, and I felt the thick, hard cock inside me, the mouth on my nipple, hand on my throat — and the ceiling with its smoke stains went soft above me.

“My daughter brought me here.”

I said it to nobody and to everybody, but mostly to the room.

Holt’s rhythm didn’t change. He drove his cock into me, and the pool table rocked on its legs. The balls broke free from their triangle and rolled across the felt, clicking against the rails, and the sound of his cock fucking my cunt — wet, thick, obscene — layered over Skynyrd grinding through the jukebox and the creak of the table under our weight.

A hand found my clit.

Not Holt’s — his were locked on my hips. It was someone else. I couldn’t see who. Fingers slid down through the slick mess of my mound, parting the wet curls, and found the swollen bud where every nerve in my body was gathering. He rubbed — slow circles, counter to Holt’s fucking rhythm — and between them, they split me open.

Cock inside me. Mouth on my breast. Hand on my throat. Fingers on my clit.

The men were helping one man to fuck me. Four points of contact on a body that had belonged to one man for nineteen years, and my cunt was answering all of them at once. My walls gripped Holt’s cock on every stroke and released him on every withdrawal, and the friction — the drag of his head against tissue that was swollen and tender and so wet the sounds were filthy — was building something in my belly that I recognized and couldn’t stop.

I came.

Not the fastest orgasm of my life. Not the strongest. But it was a special one. As I thought of my daughter riding my husband’s cock, my cunt clenched around Holt’s in hard, rhythmic pulses — gripping, releasing, gripping — and the fingers on my clit held steady through it, pressing through the contractions while the mouth on my nipple pulled harder.

Holt drove through the resistance of my orgasm without breaking stride.

I made a sound. It filled the room and came back to me off the cinder block walls, and I didn’t try to quiet it because there was nobody to be quiet for. Not here. Not in a room where these men had just watched a forty-two-year-old married woman cum on a stranger’s cock on a pool table at ten in the morning.

The orgasm rolled through me in waves. Each one weaker than the last, but each one finding new depth — muscles I didn’t know I was using, clenching around Holt’s shaft, milking him the way my cunt milked my Son two nights ago, except this was a cock I’d known for ten minutes and my body didn’t care.

My body didn’t care.

That was the thing.

Not that I’d cum, but that my cunt didn’t distinguish between the man I’d married and the man I’d met on a deck at a clubhouse. It opened and clenched and flooded for Holt’s cock with the same greedy, involuntary devotion it gave my husband. The same muscles. The same nerves engaged. The same me being fucked. The only difference was the shape filling me, and my body was indifferent to the name attached to it.

My husband knew this.

That’s why we set each other free.

Bree had her Daddy now.

“I have this.”

“Sorry?”

I looked up at him.

“I have this. You. All of you.”

“Yes. You do.”

Holt pulled out. His cock slid from my cunt with a wet sound — the head dragging through my swollen entrance, the rim catching on my lips before it popped free — and I felt the gape instantly.

The absence.

My cunt, was stretched and empty, clenching around nothing, the cool air hitting tissue that had been sealed around his cock for — how long? I didn’t know how long he fucked me. Time had stopped when Holt’s cock slid inside me and hadn’t restarted.

“Who wants to fuck me next?”

Hands went up everywhere.

Holt stepped back. His cock was slick with my arousal from crown to base, glistening in the pool table light. He hadn’t cum. He’d fucked me through an orgasm and pulled out hard.

“I am pacing myself.”

“Good. I can do this all day.”

“You’ll have to.”

The scarred man stepped forward.

He was younger than Holt and leaner. The scar bisecting his left eyebrow, and below it an eye that was sharp and focused and hadn’t left my cunt since Holt pulled his cock out. He’d been watching the way a man watches who’s already decided what he’s going to do.

He gripped my ankles.

“I’m going to fuck you hard.”

“I need it so much.”

He pulled me down the table — the felt burning against my shoulder blades, my ass, the backs of my thighs — until my hips hung over the edge and my cunt was at his waist height. He hooked my knees over his forearms, spread me wide, and the head of his cock — narrower than Holt’s, curved, already slick with his own pre-cum — nudged my entrance and slid inside me in one stroke.

I gasped.

The curve hit my front wall. The head drove against the spongy ridge behind my pubic bone — dragging across it on every stroke, grinding against nerves that made my vision go white. My cunt was mapping the differences with a precision my conscious mind couldn’t match. His curve pressed where Holt was straight. His speed was different — he fucked me faster, hungrier, the urgency of a man half my age who’d watched his boss fuck me and couldn’t wait any longer.

His hips slammed against me, and the sound — louder now, wetter, the mixture of my sticky arousal and Holt’s pre-cum and my orgasm still coating everything — the wet slap of his pelvis hitting my soaked flesh carried across the room.

A hand touched the back of my head.

The shaved one from the deck. He stood beside the pool table, his cock level with my face — thick, uncut, the foreskin rolled back, the head dark and swollen and weeping a clear thread that caught the green light. He touched my jaw and turned my face toward him.

I opened my mouth.

The taste hit first. Salt, dense, the musk of a man’s skin I’d never tasted before — not Grant’s familiar clean warmth, not Cole’s sharper brightness. A stranger. The bitterness of pre-cum I didn’t recognize pooled on my tongue, and my mouth flooded with spit. I sealed my lips around his crown and sucked, and his hand cradled the back of my skull and held.

Two men were taking me. One fucking my cunt and one fucking my mouth. The scarred one hammered his cock deep inside me from the edge of the table, each thrust driving my body forward, my lips sliding deeper onto the shaved one’s shaft. I was the bridge between them — my body converting one man’s force into the other’s pleasure, the impact traveling through me from cunt to throat.

Bree would have loved this.

The thought arrived and wouldn’t leave. My husband was sitting at the campsite right now with my daughter in his lap. She would have loved watching this — her Mom’s mouth stretched around one cock while another man fucked her from behind, her cunt leaking onto the pool table felt, her nipples hard, her eyes watering.

My husband designed this morning as a fresh start for all of us. He said “clubhouse” and watched my body answer. He knew before I did what I needed.

The scarred one reached between us. His thumb found my clit — rough, slick with my arousal — and he rubbed while he fucked me, grinding the pad of his thumb in fast circles that matched his thrusts, and the combination was devastating.

I came again. My cunt gripped his curved cock, and the orgasm pulled my mouth down onto the shaved one’s shaft. I moaned around his cock and felt the vibration travel through his shaft into his belly. His hand tightened in my hair.

“Fuck.”

He came inside me. His cock swelled and kicked, and I felt the first jet — hot, sudden, deep — hitting the back wall of my cunt. A stranger’s cum. A man I’d never see again, flooding spaces my son had filled two nights ago. Pulse after pulse. He held my hips flush against his pelvis while he emptied, and his cum mixed with my arousal and the excess leaked around his shaft and dripped — I felt it — warm, thick, running down the crack of my ass and onto the felt.

He pulled his cock out. The cum followed. A thick rush from my cunt, and I could feel my entrance gaping, the muscles trying to close around an absence that felt wrong after fullness.

The shaved one’s hand tightened in my hair. His hips drove forward — short, urgent strokes, his cock swelling against my tongue as he fucked my face — and I felt the pulse before the cum arrived. A throb that ran the length of his shaft and kicked against the roof of my mouth.

The first jet hit the back of my throat — thick, salt-bitter, the taste dense and unfamiliar and nothing like my husband’s. I swallowed. The second pulse was heavier, flooding my mouth faster than I could clear it, and I felt the cum leak from the corners of my lips and run down my chin. I held him and milked the shaft with my tongue, sucking through each spasm, and his groan traveled down through his cock and into my jaw.

He withdrew. A thread of cum and spit connected my lip to his crown and snapped.

The jukebox changed. Not Skynyrd anymore. Something slower — a guitar I recognized but couldn’t name — and the bass thumped through the floor and up through the pool table legs and into my spine.

Holt’s voice came from behind me.

“On your hands and knees, Diana.”

I rolled over. My knees found the felt — the rough fabric biting into my kneecaps — and my hands planted in front of me. The cum leaked from my cunt in a warm thread that dripped between my spread knees and darkened the green fabric. I could smell it now. My cunt, my sweat, the scarred one’s cum. The dribbling mess from a body that had been fucked open and was still leaking.

Holt climbed onto the table behind me. The frame groaned under the weight of two bodies. His hands found my hips — the same calloused grip — and he pushed inside me from behind.

Deeper. The angle let him reach past my cervix into the space behind it, and I dropped to my elbows, and my forehead hit the felt, and a sound came out of me that had no consonants.

Someone knelt in front of me on the table, his cock sticky with precum, nudged my lips, and I took him all the way back — the taste of his musk thick, building, the flavor dense and male in a way my senses were cataloging without my permission.

His hand found the back of my head and held.

Two men were fucking me again. Holt’s cock filling my cunt from behind — long strokes, deep, his head bumping my cervix on every push — and the new guy’s shaft sliding across my tongue. The rhythm built itself. When Holt drove in, my body rocked forward, and my mouth slid down the cock in front of me. When he pulled back, my head drew away, and I tasted the burning flavors on my tongue — his pre-cum, my spit, the salt building.

A hand spread my ass.

Not Holt’s — his were gripping my hips as he fucked me. Someone behind me and to my left, prying my cheeks apart with both thumbs. The cool air hit my asshole, and I clenched — involuntarily, the reflex of exposure.

Then warmth. Wet warmth. A mouth.

Someone was rimming me.

His tongue circled the ridges of my pucker — slow, flat, the pressure firm and deliberate. Then the tip, probing the center. Then he speared inside me — his tongue pressing past the resistance while Holt’s cock slammed into my cunt inches away. The wet heat of his mouth on my most private opening, held open by his thumbs, while the other men watched.

I moaned around the cock in my mouth. The man fucking my face tightened his grip in my hair.

The tongue withdrew. Fingers replaced it — two, slick with lube that was cold and shocking against the heat of my rectal tissues. They circled my ring, spreading the lube, working the muscle until it softened under the pressure. I bore down and felt my body choose — not surrender, choose — and the first finger slipped past the seal.

The stretch was sharp. Concentrated around the rim, then deepening into a fullness that radiated outward and met the fullness of Holt’s cock through the thin wall between my passages. Two sensations pressing toward each other through the membrane of my body.

A second finger joined the first, and the stretch doubled. I breathed out through my teeth and felt the burn settle into something warmer — the muscle accepting, adjusting, my body opening a door I’d never opened for strangers.

“She’s ready to be fucked in the ass.”

A voice I didn’t know came from behind me. The fingers withdrew, and I felt the absence — my ring lubed and open, the air cold on wet skin — and then something wider. A cock. The head smooth and blunt, the rim pressing against my stretched ring.

Holt had slid his cock out of my cunt and used his friend’s semen and my slick to lube my asshole.

I bore down.

The head breached me. The burn was immediate — my ring stretching around Holt’s crown, wider and wider, the concentrated fire of a muscle being asked to pass a shape it wasn’t built for — and then the head popped through. The ring closed behind it and gripped the shaft, and the man behind me grunted, and I cried out around the cock in my mouth.

Holt held still. His cock buried in my ass, his hands on my hips, his weight steady behind me. He wasn’t moving. He was waiting.

The pool table vibrated.

A man climbed onto the felt and slid beneath me — on his back, face up, fitting himself between my spread knees and under my belly the way a mechanic slides under a truck. I felt his chest hair brush my nipples, his breath hot against my collarbone, and then his hands found my waist and pulled me down.

His cock nudged against my entrance. My cunt — empty since Holt had pulled out, still gaping, still leaking the scarred one’s cum in a warm thread — opened for him before he pushed. He thrust up into me, and my cunt took him whole, the walls closing around his shaft with a grip that was desperate and involuntary

My body seized on the fullness it had been missing since Holt left.

I didn’t see his face. I couldn’t look down — the cock fucking my mouth held my head forward. I felt him. Thick through the middle, shorter than Holt, his hips rolling up from the felt in a rhythm that was patient and grinding and nothing like the man in my ass.

One man fucking my mouth. Two men fucking my holes. I felt them through the wall.

Holt’s cock in my ass pressing against the new man’s cock in my cunt, separated by a membrane so thin I could feel the ridges of one shaft through the other. When Holt pushed deeper inside my ass, the pressure shoved my cunt tighter around the cock below me. When the man beneath me thrust up, the force compressed the wall from the other side, and I felt Holt’s girth shift inside my bowel.

Three cocks. One body. The tissue between the two fucking my cunt and ass was packed with nerve endings that had never been compressed from both directions at once, and the sensation was past fullness, past pleasure, past anything my nineteen years of imagining had prepared me for.

The man in my mouth held my head and rocked his hips back and forth. Three men now, finding three separate rhythms fucking one woman on a pool table. Holt fucked me deep, using steady strokes inside my ass, his calloused hands locked on my hips. The man below — shorter, grinding thrusts up into my cunt, his chest sliding against my nipples, slick with sweat. The cock in my mouth — pushing across my tongue at its own pace, the taste of pre-cum building, thick, and salt.

When all three pushed at once, the fullness drove the air from my lungs, and my elbows buckled, and my chest pressed against the man beneath me, and the sound that came out of me vibrated through the shaft in my mouth and traveled into the quiet room.

The sounds were obscene.

The wet squelch of the cock in my cum-filled cunt was louder now, the cum from the scarred one being fucked out of me with each upward thrust, leaked down the shaft beneath me onto the man’s belly.

The tighter friction of Holt’s cock in my ass, lubed with cum and slick, the sound closer to my spine. The gagging from my throat. The pool table groaning under the weight of four bodies. Billiard balls rolling somewhere far away, clacking against the rails while the jukebox ground through a song I’d never identify because the blood in my ears had drowned the music.

A hand found my clit.

The man beneath me. His fingers slid through the mess almost to where his cock entered my body, and found the swollen bud and pressed.

I couldn’t speak. Couldn’t think. I tried to reach for my husband — for his face, his kind smile, his voice — but there was no room. Three men were inside me, and a hand was on my clit, and my body was taking inputs from every direction and processing none of them, and the only thought that broke through was this:

This is it.

This is what I imagined at twenty-three in the bath, at thirty in the shower, and at forty in the dark, lying beside my husband. And it was nothing like what I imagined. My fantasy was shapes and shadows. This was weight and heat and the smell of four men’s sweat and the grunt of a stranger fucking my ass and a cock I can’t see filling my cunt from below and cum leaking out of me onto a man I’ll never know.

My fantasy never had sound.

This has nothing but sound.

The orgasm built from the center. From the compressed wall where both cocks pressed against each other through my body. The man below me circled my clit in fast, tight strokes with a fingertip, and the sensation met the pressure from both holes and fused into something that had no single source — it was everywhere, inside my cunt and ass and all over my clit and the ache in my nipples and the stretch in my jaw and the burn in my knees on the rough felt.

My cunt clamped down on the cock below me. My ass clenched around Holt. My throat contracted around the shaft in my mouth. Every opening seized at once, and the orgasm tore through me with a force that locked my limbs and whited out the room and pulled a sound from behind my ribs that the men felt through their cocks before they heard it in the air.

The man below came first.

His cock kicked inside my cunt, and the first jet hit deep — hot, spreading, mixing with the load already pooled inside me. His hips drove up hard and held, and his cum flooded me in pulses while my walls clenched around him, milking the shaft with contractions I couldn’t control.

Holt came second. His cock swelled in my ass, and the heat filled my bowel — deeper than my cunt, more diffuse, spreading where no cum had ever been. I felt both men pulsing at once, filling me from opposite sides of the wall, the cum settling warm and heavy in both passages while the membrane between them throbbed.

The man in my mouth gripped my head with both hands and drove deep. His cock swelled against my tongue, and the first pulse hit the back of my throat — thick, salt-bitter, a volume that made me swallow hard and swallow again. I held his shaft and milked him with my tongue, and the cum I couldn’t swallow leaked from the corners of my mouth and dripped onto the chest of the man beneath me.

Three men. Three loads. Every hole in my body fucked and filled by someone who didn’t know my last name.

They pulled out of me one by one. The cock from my mouth first — slipping from my lips with a thread of cum and spit that broke and fell onto the man below me. Then the man beneath me, lifting my hips and sliding his cock out of my cunt, his softening shaft dragging through the mess of two loads and my arousal, the cum spilling from my entrance in a thick rush that ran down his cock and pooled on the felt between his thighs.

Holt slid his cock out last — his head dragging through my ring, the burn sharp again on the way out, his cum following in a warm trickle that ran forward and met the cum already leaking from my cunt.

The man beneath me wriggled out from under my body. I felt his chest peel away from mine — sweat, cum, the sticky evidence of four bodies pressed together on a surface built for billiards.

I stayed on my hands and knees. Breathing. Cum cooling between my thighs, leaking from my ass, drying on my chin. The felt rough under my kneecaps. The pool table light warm on my back. The jukebox was playing for a room that had gone quiet except for the breathing of men.

I lowered myself onto my side. The felt was warm where four bodies had been. The cum leaked from both holes in slow twin threads — running from my cunt and my ass, pooling on the green fabric beneath my hip.

I could smell myself. My cunt, my sweat, three men’s cum. Dense, animal, nothing like the lavender oil I rubbed into my skin every night. The smell of a woman who had walked through a door and become what she’d imagined for nineteen years and never once believed she’d be.

My hand found my belly. My skin was hot. My nipples ached — worked over, reddened, the left one tender where the mouth had pulled too hard, and I hadn’t stopped him because stopping wasn’t what I came here for.

Holt’s hand rested on the small of my back.

“Take your time, Diana. The boys aren’t going anywhere.”

“I’m already full, but I want more.”

“Let Jesse clean you up. She’ll suck every drop of cum out of you.”

“Jesse?”

“Yeah.”

I hadn’t noticed her. She’d been at the bar the whole time — mid-twenties, tall, long blonde hair, watching from a stool while three men filled me on the pool table. She set her beer down, crossed the room, and knelt at the end of the table without a word. Her hands wrapped around my thighs — warm, smooth, no callouses — and she pulled me toward her and sealed her mouth over my dripping cunt.

The difference hit me before the pleasure did. Soft. After an hour of calloused hands and rough beards and cocks that stretched me open, her mouth was soft. Her lips against my swollen entrance, her lips sealed, drawing the cum out of me in slow pulls, and the tenderness of it broke something loose in my chest that the men hadn’t touched.

I lay back on the felt and let her work.

I lay on a pool table in a biker clubhouse with a woman’s mouth on my cunt and three men’s cum leaking from my body, and the memory of their cocks already separating into distinct impressions. Holt’s width. The scarred one’s curve. The taste of the shaved one. The man beneath me, whose face I never saw. And now Jesse — her tongue patient and thorough, cleaning what the men had left behind.

I thought about my husband.

Back at the campsite fucking Bree in his tent. Cole nearby. My husband, who’d said exercise your freedom and meant it — steady, structural, the architecture of permission built so carefully that I’d walked through the door without realizing he’d already drawn the plans.

He knew. Before I knew. That the fantasy wasn’t about the men. It was about the permission. About a woman who had spent nineteen years wanting something she believed would destroy her marriage, discovering that her husband had been building a marriage strong enough to contain it.

My cunt clenched against Jesse’s tongue — not from arousal now, but from the aftershock of fullness and the knowledge that sixteen men had watched three of their brothers fuck me and the rest were still here. Still in the room. Still watching a woman suck their cum out of me under a green glass light.

The afternoon was just beginning.

And I wasn’t going anywhere.


Chapter Seven

◆◆◆

Bree’s Point of View

The shower block smelled like rust and pine resin and the ghost of somebody else’s shampoo. Water ticked from a faucet inside — slow, arrhythmic, a leak nobody had fixed because the campsite was winding down and the maintenance crew had better things to care about than a drip in a concrete stall that would freeze shut in six weeks.

Cole was leaning against the exterior wall with his arms crossed and his ankles crossed, and the posture of a man waiting for a conversation he’d already rehearsed. I recognized the stance. The failed midterm stance. The I-crashed-the-truck-into-the-mailbox stance. My brother arranged his body for bad news before his mouth caught up.

“Don’t worry. Mom is safe. I left her with a guy called Holt.”

“Good.”

He uncrossed his arms, then crossed them again.

“We need to talk, Bree.”

The campsite behind me was nearly empty. Peak season had come and gone a month ago, and the stragglers who remained were the kind of people who didn’t need other people — retirees with dogs, solo hikers breaking camp at five, a couple in a van with Oregon plates who hadn’t spoken to us once.

The family noise of July had drained out of this valley, and what was left was the particular quiet of a mountain campground in late summer: wind in the pines, the river a quarter mile south, the occasional clang of a bear box being opened and closed.

“What’s on your mind, Cole?”

“Mom spoke to me last night when we were alone.”

Last night.

After Dad and Cole had both fucked me twice, together, the three of us on the sleeping bags. Dad fell asleep first. Cole and I returned to our tent and stayed up. His cock was inside me several times, and he fucked me slowly and quietly while our parents slept three feet away.

Afterward, we lay in the dark, and he played with my hair, and I listened to the river, and neither of us said a word that mattered.

“When did you and Mom talk?”

“Last night. She texted me after you fell asleep. We met here.’

“Did you fuck her?”

“Yes. Dad knows.”

“This will get complicated very fast, Cole.”

“Mom asked me what I want.”

“And what do you want?”

He looked at me. Straight, steady, the brown eyes that were his father’s eyes in a younger face. Cole had gotten the jawline and the shoulders and the ease with women, and he’d gotten something our Dad never had — the ability to want things lightly. My brother held desire like a beer at a party. Loose grip. No white knuckles.

“I don’t want to be exclusive. With Mom or with you, or with both of you.”

His voice was flat and unapologetic, the information offered without packaging.

“I party and fuck at college. A lot. I want to keep doing that, so whatever this is becoming, I want it on casual terms.”

“And what did Mom say?”

“She said there were things she needed to do that don’t involve me.”

A pause followed, and his jaw shifted—the same tell when the next sentence cost something.

“She said that she loves me. As a kid she raised and as a guy she wants to fuck.”

I let that sit. My mother, telling her stepson she loved fucking him, in the same sentence, she called him the kid she raised. A week ago, that sentence would have broken something in me. Now it sounded like a weather report from the country we’d all moved to. Accurate. Unremarkable. The native language of wherever our family lived now.

“What did you decide?”

“We’ll fuck from time to time. No strings. She knows where I am, I know where she is.”

He shifted his weight — one foot to the other, the gravel crunching under his sneakers.

“I know where she is now, so—”

“Don’t say it.”

I didn’t need him to name what Mom was doing thirty minutes south in a cinder-block clubhouse with a man called Holt, and however many others were in that room. I’d driven her there. I’d watched her walk through the door. I didn’t need the picture narrated by her stepson.

“I don’t disapprove, Bree.”

“I know you don’t.”

“I don’t want to follow them.”

“I get it.”

“I want to do the same thing. With a group of girls at school. One of them is a volleyball player who asked me if her team could—“

“Cole.”

He “nodded.

Right. Sorry. Not the point.”

“Not the point.”

The faucet dripped. A squirrel ran along the shower block gutter, stopped, assessed us, decided we were boring, and continued. The sun was high enough now to clear the tree line, and the light hit the concrete in flat, warm planes that turned the rust stains orange.

Cole pushed off the wall. He stood straight, and for a second I saw his father in the set of his shoulders — the width, the unconscious squaring, the body language of a man about to say the thing he’d been circling.

“I’d like us to hook up from time to time.”

There it was.

My brother, standing in the sun beside a campground shower block in Montana, asking me to keep the door open. Casual. No strings. The same arrangement he’d made with our mother — a standing invitation to fuck when the mood struck, because the week had proved we were good at it and college was long and holidays came around and why not.

I looked at his face. The open, easy face. The face that expected yes because Cole’s world was built on yes. Girls said yes to him at bars and parties and in dorm rooms after midnight. His professors said yes to extensions. His coaches said yes to second chances. He’d grown up handsome and charming and fundamentally decent, and the world had responded by removing most of the friction from his path. He wasn’t arrogant about it. He just didn’t know what a closed door felt like from the outside.

I knew.

I’d spent two years standing outside one.

“No, Cole.”

He blinked. Twice. The blink of a man recalibrating a sentence he’d already built around a different answer.

“No?”

“I love you. You’re my brother. That hasn’t changed, and it won’t.”

“But last night—”

“Was awesome, Cole. It worked something out of my system.”

“Like Mom’s doing now?”

“Exactly that.”

I could smell the pine sap baking on the shower block roof. I could hear the river, faint, the sound of water moving through a valley that had been here for a million years and would be here for a million more, and didn’t care what a twenty-year-old girl said to her stepbrother on a Tuesday morning in late August.

“I’m Dad’s, Cole. All the way. That’s what this week taught me.”

His jaw worked. Not hurt — processing. My brother processed things physically. He chewed on thoughts like pen caps during exams, jaw flexing while his brain caught up.

“All the way meaning—”

“Meaning I didn’t come to Montana to discover I like threesomes or fucking my stepbrother. I came to Montana and found out I’m in love with the man who raised me. And I can’t be casual about him by being casual with his son.”

The sentence landed between us. I watched it land. I watched Cole hear it and I watched his face do the thing his father’s face did — the thing where the expression rearranged itself around a new fact without breaking. Dad did it slower. Cole did it all at once — fast, surface-level, the deep work filed somewhere behind his ribs for three in the morning six weeks from now.

“You’re sure?”

“I’ve been sure since the shower block with Mom. Since I told her I wanted Dad and not just his cock. Since she gave up her night so I could have him and you once more. I was sure before I knew I was sure, Cole. It just took saying it to hear it.”

He nodded. Not the quick nod — a slow, measured one.

“Does Dad know?”

“He knows what I’ve shown him. He doesn’t know what I’m about to tell him.”

“Which is?”

“That’s between him and me.”

Something moved behind his eyes. Not jealousy — I’d been watching for it, and it wasn’t there. Recognition, maybe. The recognition of a brother who has known his sister for twenty years and is seeing, for the first time, the woman she’s been becoming while he wasn’t paying attention.

“He’s at the fire pit.”

“I know.”

“I’m going to shower. I’ll take my time.”

He stepped forward and hugged me. Quick, tight, his arms wrapped around my shoulders, his chin on my head because he had two inches on me and had always used them. The hug smelled like campfire smoke and his deodorant and the warmth of Cole’s skin that I’d known since we were small enough to share a bath and fight over the rubber duck.

The hug hadn’t changed. What I understood about it had. I was hugging my brother. Just my brother. The man I’d had inside me all day yesterday was my brother again, and the simplicity of that — the relief of it — was so clean it almost made me laugh.

“Be happy, Bree.”

“You too, Cole.”

He walked into the shower block. The door swung shut. The dripping faucet went quiet for a second as the pipes adjusted to someone turning a valve, and then the shower started — the sound of water on concrete, steady and impersonal.

I stood in the sun.

Fifty yards across the campsite, past the bear boxes and the empty picnic tables and the fire ring with its cold ash, Dad was alone. He didn’t look up. He had no idea I was watching him.

When I got closer, I saw he sat on the log bench beside the dead fire. Ash and the blackened ring of stones. He’d set a pot of coffee on the camp stove, and the smell carried across the site in the thin air — dark roast, slightly burned, the same cheap grounds he brewed at home because coffee was never the point. The people he drank it with were the point.

He wore a gray t-shirt and board shorts, his bare feet flat on the dirt. He was reading a paperback with the spine cracked halfway through — some thriller he’d brought from home, the kind of book men read on camping trips because it doesn’t ask anything of them.

His hair was still damp from a wash at the spigot.

He didn’t look up when I approached. He knew my footsteps. Twenty years of hearing me cross rooms and hallways and kitchens — he could tell my mood from the weight of my step before I said a word.

“Is Cole okay?”

“He’s fine. We talked.”

“About?”

“He wants his relationships to be casual. With Mom, with college girls, with whoever. No strings.”

Dad turned a page.

“And you?”

“He asked if we could hook up. I told him no.”

The page stopped turning. His thumb held it. He looked up, and the look on his face was the careful, calibrated look of a man who had spent two days fucking his stepdaughter and was still, underneath all of it, the father who packed her lunch with the crusts cut off because she didn’t like crusts.

“You said no to what, exactly?”

“To him. To hooking up. To casual. To everything that isn’t you.”

His jaw worked. The tendon in his neck. The pulse I could see in his throat was faster than his voice.

“Bree—”

“Come inside the tent, Dad.”

“Before that—”

I paused mid-step and smiled.

“This doesn’t need to be complicated, Dad. Maybe the two-year wait was for that reason.”

“Did we do this deliberately?”

“Yes. But we did it together. This campsite is the nexus. We came together here—literally, and now we are moving in different directions. Some of us are holding hands. Others want to hold new hands.”

“Is this what you want, Bree?”

“Since before I was legal, Daddy.”

It was time to be absolutely and utterly honest.

The tent was warm.

Midday sun on canvas, the amber light I’d woken to every morning this week. The sleeping bags were unzipped and spread flat because the nights were warm enough, and the zipper left a ridge in my hip. The inside smelled like us — me and Dad, even though Mom slept here last night. It was my sweat and sunscreen and the pine smoke that settled into the nylon and wouldn’t wash out.

Dad zipped the flap behind us. The teeth of the zipper closed, and the sound was different from every other time. The candles were gone. No ritual. No countdown. Cole was in the shower. Mom was at a clubhouse being fucked by strangers. Nobody left to watch.

Just us.

Dad and I.

He stood inside the tent, and the canvas shrank around him — same as the first night, broad shoulders, the body of a man who built things. But his face was different. Not the campfire expression — the one past pride, past want. Something quieter. The face of a man who’d heard his stepdaughter say everything that isn’t you and was standing inside the weight of it.

“Come here, Dad.”

“What are we—”

“I want you to fuck me. To claim me with your cum inside me.”

He came to me.

I took the hem of his t-shirt and pulled it over his head, and his chest appeared — dark hair scattered across his pectorals, the line below his navel, the shoulders that had broadened since he bought the shirt four years ago. I pressed my palms flat against his chest and felt his heartbeat. Fast. Faster than his face.

“Mine.”

“I want you too, Bree.”

“Then mark me as yours. Now, today, here and every day.”

“I will.”

“Mark me, hard Daddy.”

His skin was warm under my hands. He smelled like coffee and wood smoke and the mineral tang of mountain water from the spigot wash, and underneath those — underneath everything — the smell I’d known since I was small enough to press my face into his chest during a thunderstorm and believe the smell alone could keep me safe.

I kissed him.

Not the first-night kiss — hard, desperate, years of need detonating in a moment. Not the tent kiss before the DP — slow, weighted, saying what he hadn’t said. This kiss had no pressure behind it. My mouth on his, my hands on his chest, and the only thing driving it was the specific, enormous weight of meaning it.

His hands found my waist, and he was gentle. The callouses I knew caressed me — the rough patch on his right palm, the smooth pads of his fingers, the width of his grip. His thumbs settled into the divots above my hips. Same hold as when he lifted me off a swing, as when he fucked me last night — always the same hold.

The geometry of my father’s hands on my body was the most familiar shape in my world.

I pulled my tank top over my head. No bra. My breasts tightened in the warm air — not cold, not performed, the involuntary response of a body that knew what was coming and wanted it.

“Look at me, Dad.”

He looked.

“All of me. Don’t look away this time.”

“I —”

“Look. It’s all yours. This body is yours, to take whenever you like.”

I watched him let go of the reflex — the fatherly flinch, the eighteen-year habit of correcting his eyes when they found something on me they shouldn’t have found. He looked at my breasts, then at my stomach, and finally at the waistband of my shorts—the way in.

He looked at me.

Finally.

The look I’d wanted since puberty, and the wanting was all I could feel.

I pushed my shorts down. My underwear went with them, my gusset peeling away from shaven skin, leaving a stain. He saw it. I smiled and stood naked in his tent, and the amber light was on every part of me.

“Bree.”

“Yeah.”

“You’re sure about this? We all scratched the itch.”

“I’ve never been more sure of anything. Take your shorts off, Dad.”

He did. His cock was hard — thick, flushed, the head dark and swollen. Not the desperate hardness from the first night he fucked me or the rigid urgency from the mountain where he and his son spit-roasted me. His cock was steady—the erection of a man who wasn’t racing toward anything because the woman in front of him had told him she wasn’t leaving.

I lay down on the sleeping bag and pulled him with me.

His weight settled onto me — warm, heavy, his chest against my breasts, his cock pressed hot between my thighs. Full contact. Not the partial geometry of hands and knees, of straddling, of being bent over a log on a mountainside. My father’s body was on mine. His face above me. His elbows were taking enough weight to let me breathe and not enough to create distance.

The tent was an oven.

His skin stuck to mine where our stomachs met, and I could smell us — sweat and sunscreen and the pine smoke baked into the nylon and underneath all of it the dense, animal musk of my cunt, the arousal I’d been leaking since the shower block, soaking into the sleeping bag beneath me in a warm patch I could feel spreading against my ass.

“I want to see your face the whole time I am fucking you, Bree.”

“You can see it.”

“Don’t look away. Not once.”

“I’ll cum hard, Daddy, and you’ll see it all.”

He reached between us. His hand found his cock and positioned the head against my entrance — the blunt, familiar pressure of his crown against my swollen lips. I was wet, warm, the slick gathering between my lips and coating his head before he pushed inside me — the wetness of a body that knows what’s coming and wants it for reasons that have nothing to do with surprise and everything to do with certainty.

I could feel it on my inner thighs.

I could feel it on him.

My father slid his cock balls deep inside me.

The stretch felt the same — his girth spreading me open, the rim of his head dragging against the inside of my lips, the burn that belonged to him and to nobody else. My walls gripped his shaft and pulled him deeper.

He sank inside me inch by inch, watching my face, his eyes firmly fixed on mine, and I felt every ridge of his cock against tissue that was swollen and tender from five days of him and still wanted more. The sound of him entering me carried in the quiet tent — a slow, slick draw, the sound of wet tissue parting for a cock it recognized, and then the thick, full sound of his pelvis meeting mine.

His head nudged my cervix.

“I am full, Daddy.”

“You’re tight. I can feel your heartbeat.”

“You’re inside me. I’m taking you inside me.”

Dad didn’t move. He held — buried inside me, his cock pulsing against my deepest wall, his forehead an inch from mine. I could count his eyelashes. I could see the flecks of green in his brown eyes that I’d noticed at twelve, sitting in his lap watching a movie, not understanding why his eyes were the only ones I ever wanted to look into.

“You feel different, Dad.”

“Different how?”

“Slower. Like you’re not trying to fuck me. Like you’re trying to stay.”

His thumb traced my cheekbone. The gesture from every orgasm this week. The gesture that was his.

“I am trying to stay.”

“I want you to stay forever.”

My cunt clenched around his cock, massaging — slow, deliberate, my walls tightening and holding him, letting his shape mold me. Not the sharp squeeze of performance. The grip of a body that doesn’t want what’s inside it to leave.

He began to fuck me.

Slowly at first with long strokes that drew his cock nearly out of me — my entrance gripping the ridge of his head, resisting departure, the rim dragging against tissue so swollen I felt every vein — and then he thrust back inside me, going deep, the full length of him filling me in one unhurried push. Each stroke ended with his pelvis pressed flush against mine and his head pressed to my cervix and his eyes on my face.

No audience.

No candles burning down.

No mother watching from three feet away.

Just my lover’s cock impaled deep inside my cunt, the wet sound of each stroke building in the closed tent — slow, thick, obscene against the quiet, the slick friction of his shaft drawing through me audible against the canvas shifting in the wind. His breathing. Mine. The creak of the sleeping bag pad beneath us as his hips rolled into me.

I wrapped my arms around his back. I could feel the muscles working beneath his skin — the roll of his shoulders on every stroke, the shift of his spine when his cock kissed my cervix, the controlled strength of a man holding his weight above the woman he was inside. My fingers traced the groove of his spine from his neck to the small of his back, and he shuddered — a full-body tremor that passed through his cock and into me.

“I love you, Dad.”

“I love you too, Bree.”

“Not like that.”

He knew. I watched him know it — the thought crossing his face like weather over a mountain.

“Not like a daughter.”

“No.”

His rhythm didn’t change. Dad fucked me with the same slow, deep strokes, my cunt opening for him on every push and holding him on every pull, the wet friction of his cock against my walls building heat from the inside out.

I could feel the slick mess of my arousal coating his shaft — each withdrawal glistening, each push spreading it between us, the sound growing wetter, thicker, a squelching sound I’d have been ashamed of a week ago and now wanted louder.

I pulled his face down and kissed him—tasting coffee and pine smoke and him — the irreducible flavor of the man who had been my entire world since before I had words for any of it. His tongue found mine, and I sucked it and felt my cunt grip his cock at the same time, my body pulling him in from both ends.

He kept the rhythm, fucking me slowly, so close I could taste him. His chest against my breasts, his weight on me, his cock reaching the deepest part of me on every stroke. I felt the head press my cervix and retreat, press, and retreat, each contact sending a pulse of heat through my belly that didn’t peak and didn’t fade — just accumulated, warmth layering on warmth, each stroke adding to what the last one built.

His skin slid against mine, both of us slick now, the sweat pooling in the hollow of my collarbone where his breath hit. The tent smelled like us. Like sex. Like a week of fucking in canvas and nylon and sleeping bags that would never come clean, and I wanted the smell to stay in my skin for the rest of my life.

I could feel his orgasm building — the tension in his shoulders, the slight acceleration he couldn’t hide, his cock swelling inside me the closer he got. His girth thickened against my walls, and the stretch deepened, and my cunt answered with a grip I couldn’t have released if I tried.

My orgasm was building from a different place. Not the sharp, clit-driven peak of the first night. Not the detonation of the spit roasting or DP. This built from the center — from the place where his head met my cervix, from the warmth spreading through my belly, from the pressure behind my pelvic floor that wasn’t trying to explode but was trying to hold.

“Daddy.”

“I’m close.”

“Don’t pull out.”

“I never do.”

“I know.”

I wrapped my legs around his waist and locked my ankles behind his back and pulled him into me — pulled him as deep as his body could reach. The angle shifted. His head ground against my cervix.

The orgasm opened.

Not broke.

It opened like a fist unclenching, slow, the warmth spreading from my cunt through my belly and into my chest. My walls seized around his cock in long, rolling contractions that pulled him deeper with each one — grip and release, grip, and release — and I felt every pulse in the swollen tissue that two days of him and my brother had sensitized past the point of reason.

I didn’t scream.

I didn’t thrash.

I breathed his name into his mouth and felt my cunt milk his shaft with a rhythm my body chose for itself, and the wet sound of it — the sound of a woman cumming on her father’s cock in a tent in Montana — filled the canvas and came back to us off the walls.

He came.

My Daddy’s cock swelled and kicked inside me, and the first pulse hit the deepest part of my cunt — hot, thick, familiar. Pulse after pulse. His hips ground against mine, his shaft throbbing between my walls, and his cum spread where it always spread — behind my cervix, thick and warm, filling the space he’d been pressing against.

I felt the volume build. More than I expected — the cum of a man who had heard everything that isn’t you and was emptying himself into the answer. My cunt clenched around him through it, milking each pulse, and the excess leaked around the seal of my lips and ran warm and slow down the crease of my ass onto the sleeping bag.

I felt it settle. The rest of it. Deep, pooled, held in place by his cock and my legs, and the deliberate refusal of my body to let any of it go.

The pill would catch it. The pill always caught it — had caught it every time this week, every load from him and Cole both, the small white tablet I’d been taking since I was fifteen doing its quiet, invisible work.

But lying there with his cum pooled against my cervix and leaking from me onto the sleeping bag and his heartbeat slowing against my chest, I didn’t want it caught. I wanted it to take.

His forehead found mine. His breathing slowed. His cock softened inside me, but he didn’t pull out, and I held him with my legs and my arms and my cunt, and I said it.

“I want to come off the pill. I want to have your baby.”

He went still.

Not pulling away. Not flinching. The stillness of a man whose body has heard something before his brain has, and his body is deciding whether to believe it.

His cock was still inside me. Soft, but there. His cum was inside me. I could feel it — warm, pooled against my cervix, held in place by his cock and my legs and the deliberate refusal of my body to let any of it go.

“Bree.”

“I mean it.”

“I heard you. It’s a massive step.”

He pulled back an inch. Enough to see my face. His eyes searched mine with the expression I’d seen at the campfire — past pride, past want — except behind it now was something I hadn’t seen from him before.

Fear.

Not of me. Not of what I’d said. Fear of how much he wanted it.

“You’re twenty years old.”

“I know how old I am, Dad.”

“I’m your father.”

“You’re the man who raised me. You’re the man who chose me. You’re the man I chose back. And I want to carry your child.”

His jaw tightened. The tendon in his neck pulsated. He didn’t look away.

“The world will have something to say about that.”

“The world doesn’t live in our tent.”

“Bree—”

“Listen to me.”

I held his face with both hands, my thumbs on his cheekbones, mirroring his hold on mine. His skin was damp. His stubble was rough against my palms.

“I told Cole no this morning for a reason. He asked me to keep the door open, and I closed it. Because I’m yours. Not because the sex was better — because you are. Because I’ve been yours since I was two years old.”

A sound left his throat. Not a word. The sound a man makes when the last wall breaks and he lets it fall.

“If I have your baby, I’m not your stepdaughter anymore. Not to anyone.”

“What are you?”

“The woman who loves you. The woman you raised and the woman you’re inside right now and both of those things are true and I’m not asking you to pick one.”

“And what am I?”

“You’re the man who raised a son and a daughter, and if you agree, you’re going to be a father again.”

His eyes were wet. Not crying. Holding — everything gathered and trembling and not yet broken.

“Diana—”

“She has her freedom. Has the clubhouse and the life she’s building, and it doesn’t look like ours, and it doesn’t need to. You love each other. That won’t stop. But the marriage has been over since you watched me drive her to a biker clubhouse this morning and felt relief instead of jealousy.”

The flinch was small. The flinch of a man who’d been told a truth he’d been wearing as armor.

He nodded.

“I felt relief.”

“I know you did.”

“How?”

“Because I watched your face when I pulled out of the lot. You stood in the campsite with your hands in your pockets, and your shoulders dropped, and you looked like a man who’d just set something down he’d been carrying for a long time.”

“That’s what it felt like.”

“Then let it be down. Let Mom go. Keep loving her — she’s my mother, she raised me, she’s family. But let the marriage go and start the one you actually want.”

He was quiet. His cock had slipped out of me, and his cum was leaking from my gaping, wide cunt — warm, slow, running down between my legs onto the sleeping bag. I let it. The pill would do its work. Same as every other time this week. But soon, when Dad came inside me — the time that mattered — nothing would catch it.

“A baby?”

“Yeah.”

“My stepdaughter’s baby.”

“Our baby, Dad. Yours and mine. Planned and wanted and made on purpose.”

He looked at the canvas ceiling. At the amber light. At the sleeping bag where his cum was drying in a dark crescent between my thighs.

“I don’t deserve you, Bree.”

“You earned me. Every day for eighteen years, you earned me. Don’t tell me you don’t deserve what you built.”

He pulled me in. Both arms. Tight. His chest against my breasts, his chin on my head, his heartbeat hard against my sternum. The hug of a man who has stopped measuring and started holding.

“Not right away.”

“No. Not right away. I finish college, then move back home. I unpack my things and sleep in your bed every night. Then I stop the pill, and we do it properly. Properly. Like you’ve done everything for eighteen years.”

He laughed. The real laugh — the one that started slow and changed his whole face and made him look ten years younger.

“You’re something, Bree.”

“I’m yours. That’s what I am.”

We picked up Mom at seven.

The truck bounced through the pines on the gravel road, and I drove with one hand on the wheel and the other on Dad’s thigh. Cole was in the back seat, asleep, his mouth open against the window. My brother could sleep through a rockslide. He’d slept through worse this week.

The clubhouse was lit up — neon in the windows, chrome in the lot, bass thumping through cinder block. A man stood on the deck. Tall, bearded, with a beer in his hand. It was Holt. Mom leaned into him in her blue dress, and the smile on her face was one I’d never seen before.

The smile of a woman who’d spent a day becoming what she’d imagined for twenty years.

I parked. Holt held her hand and walked her down the steps. She moved carefully — the walk of a woman whose body was carrying the evidence of an afternoon in every step. She smelled like leather and sweat and men and underneath all of it, faintly, the lavender oil that meant home.

“Mom.”

“Baby girl.”

“Did you have a good time?”

“The best ever. I’m coming back. They made me a member.”

“All of them?”

“Yes. Every one of them.”

I hugged her. She held on longer than I expected. Her body trembled — not cold, the fine vibration of a nervous system still running on whatever frequency nineteen strangers had left inside her.

She climbed into the back beside Cole. He didn’t wake up. She leaned into him — her head on his shoulder, her hand finding his — and closed her eyes.

Dad looked at me from the passenger seat.

I looked back.

I started the engine.

At the campsite, I built a fire. Dad opened a bottle of red — something cheap, no ceremony — and poured four cups because we’d never brought glasses. Cole woke up, sat on the log bench, and drank without talking. Mom sat beside him, her head on his shoulder, her legs pulled up, her dress stained in ways I didn’t look at too closely.

Dad sat on the other log.

I sat beside him.

His hand found the small of my back. Not hiding our love any longer. Not performing it either. Just his hand, where it had always wanted to be, resting against my spine in the firelight.

Mom watched.

Her eyes moved from his hand on my back to my face, and I saw her see it — the thing that had shifted while she was gone. She didn’t ask. She was my mother. She knew what her daughter’s face looked like when the daughter had stopped searching.

The fire cracked. Sparks climbed into the dark above the pines and dissolved. The mountains stood behind everything — snow and black rock, the same range that had watched this family break every rule it could find and was now watching it sit around a fire in the shape it was always going to be.

I looked at the four of us.

A mother who’d spent the day being fucked by strangers and come home glowing. A brother who’d chosen freedom and was sleeping it off. A father whose cum was still inside me and whose baby I wanted and whose hand on my back said yes without a single word.

And a girl who’d driven to drop her mother at a biker clubhouse and had two days to find the rest of her life.

I had found it.

This is a weird family, darling.

Yeah.

It was.

I leaned into Dad’s shoulder and drank my wine and felt his hand on my back and his cum warm inside me and the mountain air cool on my face.

And it was mine.
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