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Chapter One

◆◆◆

Morning light sliced through the Deer Lodge curtains in thin pale bars and landed warm across my bare hip. I surfaced slowly, the way you do after a night that’s used every part of you — my ass tender from Dad’s cock in the hot tub, my pussy swollen and slack also from him fucking me, his cum, and mine dried sticky to my inner thighs.

The medium plug sat snug against my rim: shorter than last night’s, a slimmer stainless piece with the gentle taper. He’d switched it while I slept — hands careful and certain in the dark — because he’d seen me wince when the larger bulb seated and he’d adjusted without a word or a fuss.

Smart man. My Daddy knows his girl.

I shifted under the duvet and felt it immediately — shorter length nudging rather than stretching, smooth metal rocking against the tight ring of muscle with every tiny movement, lazy sparks traveling up my spine and pooling low. My clit throbbed in quiet agreement. The plug was kind this morning, intimate: the difference between a hand around your throat and a thumb stroking your pulse point. Both possessive. Only one of them meant for the long road.

Dad lay behind me, his breathing slow and even, one arm heavy across my waist. His cock had slipped free in the night and lay thick against my thigh, half-hard already, the foreskin pulled back just enough that a bead of clear pre-cum glistened at the slit. I inhaled the room: Calvin Klein, pine drifting through the window gap, the raw musk of how many times he’d cum inside me. Under it all, the particular salt-copper of my own arousal soaked into the sheets.

I thought of Mom briefly — unavoidably — the way she’d always said a good bed holds the memory of what happens in it. I pressed my forehead to Dad’s chest and decided she’d have understood.

My fingers found him slowly and wrapped loosely around his shaft — just holding and feeling his pulse.

He stirred.

“Morning, baby girl.”

His voice was gravel-rough from sleep. His hand slid to cup my ass, thumb pressing the plug’s base through the sheet.

“Is it still in?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

I rolled my hips once, letting him feel the slick mess coating my thighs and the plug shifting without resistance, my body soft and used and ready all over again.

“Good girl.”

His fingers traced the flared base and pressed forward a fraction. A wet sound slipped out before I could stop it, my cunt clenching around nothing.

“We ride this morning. You’ll feel every root and rock, baby.”

“Promise?”

He rolled me onto my back, settling between my thighs. The plug drove deeper for a moment before resettling — I gasped — then his cock nudged my entrance and stopped. Instead, two fingers pushed inside my cunt, curled, swept, and harvested. He withdrew them, coated — heavy with last night, cream-white at the knuckles — and he held them to my lips without asking.

I opened and took them deep, sucked them clean, tasting salt and musk and the accumulated hours of him.

My father replaced his fingers with his tongue, kissing me slow and filthy while his free hand circled my clit with a precision that felt almost surgical. I moaned into his mouth, and my hips chased the pleasure.

He broke the kiss the instant my thighs started shaking.

“Not yet, Cassie.”

His tone was flat and final.

“You earn it on the trail.”

I whimpered, gripped him with both legs.

“Daddy—”

“No.

He kissed the corner of my mouth.

“Shower, pack light, and be ready in thirty minutes.”

He rolled off me and left me dripping last night’s cum and slick on the sheets.

The shower was its own cruelty. Dad soaped me from behind, his hands moving over my breasts and stomach and between my thighs with the unhurried attention of a man inspecting something precious — enough contact to keep my nerve-endings screaming, never enough to finish what he’d started. When he reached back and twisted the plug — one slow half-rotation, there was no push deeper inside me I hoped for, so I bit down on my own wrist to stay quiet.

“Keep it in until tonight. Out for the ride itself only if you’re hurting.”

“I won’t be hurting.”

He kissed my neck, and I felt his cock press hard against my lower back and hated him briefly, the specific hatred of wanting something you can’t have yet because someone is withholding it

We drove the short stretch to the trailhead with the windows cracked, cold Alberta air cutting through the cab. Dad found Jazz 88.5 FM KBEM on the satellite feed — a Minneapolis station. The digital signal was clean up here between the peaks — and soon, something slow and smoky filled the truck: a piano trio, brushed snare, the kind of bass line that sits in the chest rather than the ears. I didn’t bother identifying it. It felt like a hand on my shoulder.

I sat with my thighs clamped together, the plug shifting on every road imperfection, my father’s dried cum cracking against my inner thighs when I moved. The smell in the cab was rich and unmistakable — sex and pine and something rawer underneath, animal and certain. I pressed my legs harder together and watched the tree line blur past.

Dad rested one hand on my knee and said nothing.

The music said enough.

We started easy — singletrack through lodgepole pines, the trail dry and rooty, sky that impossible Alberta blue above the canopy. Every pedal stroke rolled the plug against my back passage walls, and every rock garden sent it nudging, almost fucking me — short enough to stay this side of pain, long enough to be constant and insistent. My cunt soaked the chamois of my shorts within the first kilometer. I shifted in the saddle, seeking relief, finding only more sensation.

Dad rode ahead and glanced back periodically. The third time he caught me squirming, he peeled off onto a side path, and I followed without being asked.

We stopped in a dead-end clearing, leaning our bikes against a boulder. Three sides of the clearing were thick with pine.

Dad pointed at my bike.

“Bend over the handlebars, Cassie.”

I did exactly as I was told and enjoyed submitting — my fingers gripping the bars, ass pointed up, the brief pine-sharp silence between his instruction and his Lycra pants peeling off deafening.

He peeled my shorts down just enough. Then he twisted the plug once — slow, deliberate — and my knees buckled. His fingers found the state of me from behind: soaked, warm, the mingled mess of old cum and fresh slick coating everything from my lips to mid-thigh. Dad pulled the plug free with a wet pop, and the immediate gush ran down the backs of my thighs at once — lube and semen and slick all mixed — the smell rising sharp and animal around us. Cool air kissed my gaping hole, and I gasped at the sudden void.

Then his cock pressed against my loosened rim, and I inhaled deeply, praying my father would fuck me there.

He pushed inside me steadily — no pause for theater — each inch of his veiny cock claiming more of my back passage until he was balls-deep and I sank my teeth in my own arm to keep quiet. The burn was perfect: present, honest, flaring hot, and settling into deep-body pleasure. I felt every ridge of him against my soft tissue and felt my own pulse clenching around his cock.

He fucked my ass with long, unhurried strokes — one hand fisted in my hair, the other reaching around my waist to work my clit through bunched Lycra. The sounds were obscene in the clearing: wet and rhythmic, my choked moaning swallowed by the pines.

He fucked me long and hard, piston-like, his torso leaning back, held there by my hair, his cock drilling straight in and out, sloppy, but so good, I felt pleasure everywhere.

I cried out and came hard, my knuckles whitening on the bike handlebars, my thighs shaking violently, a thin hot stream of squirt soaking through my shorts and spattering the dirt beneath me. Dad was relentless, pursuing my orgasm, extending it as he fucked me through every aftershock — past the edge of the orgasm, past the sensitivity, until I was sobbing and wrung out and empty of everything except him.

When he buried his cock to the hilt and came, I felt it — hot pulses flooding me, more than I expected, the overflow running warm down the crease of my ass and dripping to my thighs. He groaned against my neck, low and broken, and held me there until the last twitch decanted his last drop.

Dad cleaned the plug with a trail rag, lubed it from the small tube in his vest pocket, and pressed it home — seating his load inside me with a soft, definitive schlick. Two pats on my ass were practical but tender in their way.

I straightened on trembling legs, pulled my shorts up over the sticky ruin of myself while he watched, and clipped back in.

I felt deliciously sleazy.

We rode hard for another hour. Every descent ground the plug against the cum pooling inside me. My shorts were wrecked front and back — chamois dark and wet, the smell of us rising when I warmed up. I pushed through burning quads and the relentless, low-grade arousal that never quite crested again, high on exertion and the specific satisfaction of being thoroughly owned in the middle of a wilderness.

By the time we looped back to the truck, I was sweat-soaked, shaking, and stupidly happy.

Dad loaded our bikes, then pulled me in — his long, slow kiss tasting of pine and exertion and the salt-musk of my pussy still on his lips from this morning.

“Tomorrow night. There’s a club for private members. It’s the kind that caters to couples like us.”

My heart kicked — jealousy and heat arriving together, indistinguishable.

“What kind of—”

“The kind where I watch you, and you watch me.”

He pulled back enough to read my face.

“Only if you want it, Cassie.”

“What if I hate it?”

“Then we leave.”

He said it simply because he was certain.

KBEM was still playing when I climbed back in the truck — something up-tempo now, a tenor cutting over walking bass, restless and bright. The music sat between us like a third presence as we pulled away from the trailhead, my plug shifting with every bump in the road, his cum warm and moving inside me, my thighs stuck together with the mess of the morning, the windows fogging gently from our body heat.

I put my hand on his thigh and left it there.

“I’m still yours after we play, right?”

He looked at me — his dark eyes, unhurried.

“You’re mine first. Everything else is just play.”

The mountains opened ahead. I pressed my thighs together and watched the road, counting the hours until nightfall and whatever came after.

Back at the lodge, we didn’t go to the restaurant.

Dad ordered room service while I showered alone for the first time since we’d arrived — his instruction, delivered quietly while he unlaced my trail shoes on the suite steps.

“Twenty minutes. I want you clean and thinking.”

I stood under the hot cascade and did exactly that, the spray pounding my shoulders while steam rose and the day’s accumulated sticky mess ran off me in thin pink-tinged rivulets: trail grit, dried slick, his cum from the clearing still warm enough that it clung before the water took it. I watched it go. Stood there afterward with the water off, dripping on the tiles, and felt the particular stillness of a body that has been thoroughly used and is now simply resting inside itself.

The medium plug was still seated inside me. Dad hadn’t removed it when we got back. I wouldn’t until he decided to.

I dried slowly and wrapped myself in the heavy robe. Through the bathroom door, I could hear Jazz still playing — he’d connected his phone to the suite’s Bluetooth, the signal picked up somewhere between the trailhead and here had followed us in. It was something unhurried now, a tenor and piano in close conversation, the kind of late-evening sound that doesn’t demand anything from you.

Room service had come and gone by the time I padded out: roast chicken, bread, a bottle of Burgundy already open and breathing on the table by the window. The lake was black glass outside, the peaks reduced to dark shapes against a sky thick with stars. Dad sat on the edge of the bed in his trail shirt, unlaced, elbows on his knees, glass in one hand.

He looked up when I came in.

“Sit with me.”

I sat cross-legged on the duvet facing him, my robe loose, the plug shifting as I settled. He handed me my glass without ceremony. We ate from the same plates with our fingers, pulling the chicken apart, tearing the bread — the kind of eating that happens after you’ve been physical together all day, and formality would feel absurd. The wine was extraordinary, and the music moved through the room like weather.

We didn’t talk about the club immediately.

We talked about the trail — the technical section in the lower pines where I’d cleaned a drop he’d been nervous about, the way the light hit the lake on the descent, and whether we’d take the upper ridge tomorrow. We discussed normal things, easy things, and underneath all of it, the other thing sat quietly, waiting to be named.

I named it first.

“I keep imagining you with someone else.”

He looked at me steadily but didn’t fill the silence.

“And it makes me furious. Which is interesting, because it also makes me soak through whatever I’m wearing.”

“Both things can be true.”

“I know.”

I turned my glass slowly, admiring the deep burgundy, made richer from the firelight.

“I just need to understand which one wins, Dad.”

“You won’t know until you’re in the room.”

“And if it’s the furious one?”

“Then we leave.”

He said it the same way he had in the truck — flat, certain, no performance around it.

“Cassie. I’m not interested in testing your limits until they break. I’m interested in finding out where they actually are. There’s a difference.”

“I understand.”

“We work at your pace until you discover yourself.”

“I won’t lose you, Dad.”

“No… You won’t.”

I looked at him across the remains of the chicken and the open wine bottle, listening to the low music, and thought: this is the man my mother loved for eleven years. She saw exactly this quality in him and chose it on purpose. The steadiness of him and the way he didn’t flinch or manage or over-explain.

“I trust you, Dad. I just don’t entirely trust myself yet.”

“That’s honest.”

“I wanted you to know.”

He reached across and tucked a strand of damp hair behind my ear — a gesture so habitual and domestic that it landed harder than almost anything else he’d done in two days. His thumb stayed against my cheek for a moment.

“Come here, baby girl.”

I set my glass down and moved to him — no urgency, just the natural shift of one body toward another. He drew me into his lap, facing him, my knees on either side of his hips, the robe falling open. His hands settled warm on my waist. The plug pressed in at a new angle, and I exhaled slowly against his neck.

We stayed like that for a while. The music moved through a key change, something slower still — perfect.

My father finally reached back and worked the plug free — unhurried, careful, the lube-slick metal sliding out with a quiet sound and a gush of warmth that ran immediately down the crease of my ass. He set it aside on the nightstand and simply held me, two fingers pressing gently against my loosened rim from outside, not entering me, just present. I trembled. My cunt was soaked, had been for hours, the arousal, and the denial, and the jealousy all coiled in the same low place.

“Tell me what you need tonight, Cassie.”

It wasn’t a command. Just an actual question.

I pulled back enough to look at him.

“I need you to make love to me. Not fuck me.”

I paused and watched him smile.

“I need to feel like what we are before I watch what we might become.”

Something moved across his face — not surprise, exactly. Recognition.

He laid me down on the white duvet and undressed me the rest of the way, robe and all, then stripped off his shirt and shorts and lay beside me — face to face, eye contact held without performance, just the simple fact of it. His cock was hard against my thigh, and I reached between us and held it — not stroking, just feeling the weight of it in my hand, and his slow pulse.

He entered me slowly. No directive, no instruction, no choreography. Just his cock finding my cunt in the dark and pushing home, and both of us breathing through the fullness of it until we were seated and still.

We fucked slowly. The kind of slow that required something from both of us — staying present, resisting the urge to chase. His forehead against mine, his thumb tracing my lower lip. I kept my eyes open and so did he, and the room was lit only by the last of the fire and the faint starlight off the lake through the glass, and Jazz played something so quietly tender underneath us that I felt my chest crack open a little and had to breathe through it.

I came without announcing it — a long, rising wave of pleasure that crested and broke and kept breaking, my hips rocking in small, urgent pulses against his, my fingers digging into the muscle of his back. He followed me over — three deep, final strokes and then his cock throbbing at my cervix, heat flooding through me in surges, his mouth against my temple saying my name like a private thing.

We lay tangled afterward, breathing. His cum thick and warm in my cunt, leaking slowly. I pressed my thighs together to keep it there.

“Play something for me, Dad.”

He reached over to his phone without pulling away, scrolled, and the room filled with something I recognized immediately: Bill Evans, Peace Piece, a solo piano. It was repetitive, hypnotic, a left-hand ostinato cycling underneath while the right hand searched above it — reaching, almost finding something, but never quite arriving.

It was the most honest piece of music I knew.

“She loved this one.”

“I know.”

We didn’t say anything else about it. We didn’t need to. The piano said it instead, cycling patiently through the dark while the fire burned down to embers and the lake sat silent and enormous beyond the glass and tomorrow waited on the other side of sleep, patient and inevitable.

I pressed my cheek to his chest and listened to his heart slow.

The club was tomorrow, and whatever that became — whatever I found out about myself in that room.

But tonight was this: his heartbeat, Bill Evans, and the mountains.

I closed my eyes.


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

Morning arrived colder than the day before. Frost rimed the outside of every window, turning the lake into something half-seen, half-dream. I woke first again, my body still carrying yesterday’s slow loving like a bruise that didn’t hurt — present, particular, proof.

I was being fucked and owned, lovingly and lustfully. I had never felt more grounded.

Dad’s arm lay heavy across my ribs, his breathing unchanged, deep and even as lake water moving under ice. His cock rested soft against the small of my back, warm, familiar, no urgency in it yet.

I didn’t move right away. Just felt the dried residue between my thighs crack faintly when I shifted — his cum and mine fused overnight into something thin and fragile as old silk. The room smelled of spent fire, Burgundy dregs, and the particular musk that lives in sheets after slow sex. Underneath everything else lingered the ghost of Bill Evans, even though the music had stopped hours ago.

I slipped out from under his arm without waking him, padded barefoot to the bathroom, and peed with the door open because there was no point pretending modesty anymore. When I came back, he was awake, propped on one elbow, watching me cross the carpet. Morning light caught the silver threading through his chest hair and made the scar on his left shoulder glow faintly pale.

“Did you sleep okay, baby girl?”

“Better than okay.”

I climbed back onto the bed and straddled his hips without asking, my robe already shed somewhere on the floor. His hands settled automatically on my thighs, thumbs tracing yesterday’s faint rope ghosts. I leaned down until our noses brushed.

“Today’s the day.”

He didn’t pretend not to understand.

“Yes.”

I rocked once, feeling his cock thicken beneath me, slow and inevitable.

“I’m scared I’ll hate it.”

“You might.”

“And if I do?”

“We walk out. No discussion, no second try. Door closes behind us.”

My father was consistent. I needed that.

I searched his face — no flinch, no sales pitch, just the same steady dark eyes that had watched me learn to ride a bike without training wheels, watched me cry when Mom died, the eyes I’d shaved my cunt bare four nights ago for.

“What if I like it too much?”

His thumbs pressed harder into my thighs.

“Then we figure out what too much actually means. Together.”

I exhaled, shaky.

“Okay.”

He pulled me down until my chest covered his, skin on skin, our heartbeats syncing the way they always did now. His cock lay trapped between us, hot and steadily thickening, but neither of us moved to take the other yet.

His mouth moved against my hair.

“Rule one tonight. You look at me before you look at anyone else. Always.”

“Always.”

“Rule two. If your hand finds mine and you squeeze tightly, we leave. No explanation needed.”

I nodded against his neck.

His voice dropped lower.

“Rule three. No one touches you without my say-so. No one touches me without yours.”

My cunt clenched at the last part — possessive in both directions. True and meaningful consent.

“I get a say in your lover, too?”

“Mine too.”

I kissed the corner of his jaw.

“Then I’m ready, Dad.”

He rolled us so I was underneath, spread open beneath him, but he didn’t enter me. Instead, he kissed down my body — throat, collarbone, between my breasts, licking slow circles around one nipple until it stood aching, then moving to the other. When he reached my cunt he paused, inhaled deeply, then looked up.

“You still taste like last night.”

“Does that bother you?”

“It’s perfect.”

He licked me once — long, flat, claiming — then rose over me again.

“No cumming for him tonight. You enjoy your lover and hold everything until you’re ready.”

“What if he isn’t enough?”

“We’ll cross that bridge when we reach it.”

I whimpered.

“Daddy—”

“No.”

He kissed me so I tasted myself on his tongue, then climbed off the bed and offered his hand.

“Shower — breakfast. Then we ride. It’s a normal day. Nothing changes until dark.”

The morning unfolded with deliberate ordinariness. Coffee on the private deck, our breath fogging in small clouds between sentences. Thick wool socks because the slate floor was cold. Dad read trail reports on his phone while I scrolled through yesterday’s ride photos — my ass blurred and airborne over a root drop, his silhouette ahead against the snow-dusted pines, the two of us reduced to motion and shadow and speed. We packed light again: gloves, trail bars, an extra base layer, and a small tube of lube tucked into my vest pocket without comment from either of us.

On the trail, he rode behind me this time. Every time I stood to pedal through a technical section, I felt his eyes on me — not predatory, just present, attending. When I cleaned a rocky chute he hadn’t expected me to attempt, he made a low sound of approval that traveled straight to my clit. I didn’t cum. I didn’t even try. The denial sat low and heavy inside me, sweet in the particular way that carrying his cum all day was sweet — a kept thing, a private weight.

I thought about the man who would fuck me tonight and hoped for a cock as big as my father’s. I wanted the man’s wife to be gorgeous and hungry enough to hold his full attention — and underneath those thoughts, quieter and sharper than either, closer to the bone: I wanted to taste her after. I wanted her slick on my tongue, my father watching while I did it, his eyes dark and certain across the room.

We stopped at the same clearing as yesterday. No fucking this time. He just pulled me back against his chest, arms around my waist, chin dropping to my shoulder. We watched our breath rise together into the frozen air, twin columns dispersing into pale nothing.

“You’re shaking again, Cassie.”

“It’s not the cold.”

“I know.”

His hand slid inside my jacket, palm flat against my stomach, anchoring.

“Tonight you’ll see other people want what we have. They’ll look at you like I look at you. Some will ask to fuck you, and others will beg. You decide who gets close. Not them. You.”

I turned in his arms.

“And you?”

“I watch you decide. Then I decide what happens next.”

My cunt pulsed, empty and aching.

“I might get jealous.”

“You will.”

“And you?”

He smiled — small, dark, honest.

“I already know I’ll want to drag you out of there and fuck you against the nearest wall the second someone else touches you. But I won’t. Not until you say yes.”

I kissed him hard, tasting pine and exertion and the particular certainty I had come to rely on.

“Then let’s go back and get ready.”

The ride home was faster. Downhill gravity did most of the work. Every root and rock sent a jolt through me, the saddle insistent and rhythmic, reminding me at each impact exactly how empty I was, how full I intended to be later — not just with him, but with whatever answer the night gave me about who I was when other hands were in the room.

Back at the lodge, we showered separately again. His rule. I stood under the spray until my fingertips pruned, letting the heat work into muscles already beginning to brace for tonight’s different kind of ache. When I stepped out, Dad was waiting with a towel, drying me with the same slow, thorough care he always used, now possessive where it mattered, gentle where it counted.

Dad chose my clothes without asking. Black lace thong. No bra. A sheer black blouse that would conceal nothing under club lighting. A leather skirt short enough that bending would put the lace on full display. Heels tall enough to matter, low enough to move in. The new collar — the dressy one he’d promised — was a thin silver chain with a tiny locked O-ring sitting at the hollow of my throat: discreet enough for public wear, unmistakable to anyone who knew what they were reading.

When I was dressed, he stepped back and looked.

“Turn around, baby girl.”

I turned slowly, all the way around.

He exhaled through his nose.

“Jesus, Cassie.”

“Good?”

“You are devastatingly beautiful.”

He clipped a thin silver leash to the O-ring — short, lightweight, hanging suggestively between us — then kissed me once, deep and unhurried.

“We leave at nine. Eat something now. You’ll need the energy.”

I nodded.

He walked to the window and looked out at the frozen lake, his back to me, the flannel shirt dark across his shoulders.

“One last thing.”

I waited.

“When we step through that door tonight, we’re still us. Whatever happens inside that building changes nothing about what we are when we leave it.”

I crossed the room and pressed my forehead between his shoulder blades.

“I believe you.”

He turned and cupped my face.

“Good. Because it’s true.”

The clock on the wall ticked toward nine. Outside, snow had begun falling again — soft, steady, erasing the day’s tracks as though the morning hadn’t happened, as though the clearing and the cold and the certainty of his hand flat against my stomach had all been smoothed clean and left for us alone to carry. Inside, my pulse beat loud enough to drown the silence.

I was ready to find out what kind of woman I became in a room full of people who wanted one thing and made no apology for wanting it. It didn’t feel like betrayal. It felt like a door held open — an invitation to a version of myself I hadn’t met yet. Whatever the night showed me, I would walk back out of it still his.

Always his.

The club sat twenty minutes down a well-managed private gravel road that branched off the main highway just past the national park gate. There was no sign at the turnoff — only a discreet black mailbox with a small brass numeral 7 nailed to the post and a single red LED that blinked once when Dad slowed the truck. The gate opened without him touching anything; someone had already cleared us.

Snow fell heavier now, fat flakes catching in the headlights, turning the pines into ghostly sentinels. Inside the cab, the heater hummed low, Jazz 88.5 still playing — something late-night, a muted trumpet floating over brushed snare and walking bass, the kind of slow-burn phrasing where every note hung in the air a beat longer than expected before resolving. Dad’s hand rested on my thigh the whole drive, thumb tracing slow arcs over trembling bare skin where the leather skirt had ridden up. He didn’t speak. Neither did I. The silence felt full, necessary — the trumpet saying what neither of us could.

We parked in a small, cleared lot behind a low cedar building that looked more like an upscale mountain lodge than anything illicit. No neon or velvet rope — just warm light spilling from tall, narrow windows and the faint thump of bass bleeding through the walls. A valet in a black coat took the keys without a word; another held the heavy oak door.

I handed my father my leash, which he disconnected and coiled in his pocket.

Inside smelled of cedar smoke, expensive cologne, clean skin, and something darker underneath — arousal held tight, like a held breath. The foyer was small and intimate: dark wood paneling, low brass sconces, a single leather bench, worn soft at the seat. A woman in her late thirties waited behind a narrow podium. She wore a black silk dress, a silver choker identical in style to mine but engraved with something I couldn’t read from here.

She smiled — professional, warm, no judgment.

“Mr. and Miss Tyler?”

Dad nodded once.

“Welcome to Seven. Coats?”

Dad helped me out of mine, then shrugged off his own. She hung them without looking twice at the leash coiled in his pocket or the way my blouse clung sheer under the lights. She handed us each a small black card — matte, no text, just a gold-embossed 7.

“Main room straight ahead. Private alcoves are along the perimeter if you prefer. House rules are posted inside. If you need anything, find me or any staff member in black wearing a name badge. Enjoy your evening.”

She stepped aside.

We walked through an arched doorway into the main space.

The room wasn’t large — maybe thirty people in total, scattered across low leather sofas, high-backed chairs, a small raised stage where a jazz trio played unamplified: upright bass, brushed drums, a tenor sax breathing slow, melancholy lines that curled through the room like smoke. Dim amber lighting provided a perfect mood, candles on every table, heavy drapes muffling sound so conversation stayed private even when close. There was no strobe or pole — no performance-for-performance’s-sake, just people — couples mostly, a few trios talking, touching, or watching. The sax player had his eyes closed, bent slightly at the waist, and I recognized the quality immediately — the same focused rapture I’d seen on the stage at Ella’s a hundred times. He wasn’t performing. He was praying.

I felt eyes find us the moment we crossed the threshold. Not predatory, but curious and appreciative. Dad’s hand settled at the small of my back, his fingers splaying possessively, guiding without pushing. He steered us toward a curved banquette near the back wall with good sightlines, semi-private, close enough to the music that the bass line vibrated in my chest and hummed against my swollen cunt through the thin lace.

We sat, his thigh pressed mine, and I gasped, the sudden contact sending a bright shock of arousal through me. I crossed my legs; the movement tugged the lace thong tighter against my swollen pussy lips. I was already wet — had been since the truck — from the denial all day, from the collar, from knowing tonight was the test.

A server appeared—a gorgeous young man in a fitted black shirt, no tie. He set down two glasses of chilled champagne without being asked.

“Compliments of the house for new guests.”

“I am driving.”

“We drive you home, Sir. We drop your truck, too.”

Dad thanked him. I sipped, the bubbles sharp on my tongue. The jazz trio eased into “My Funny Valentine” — slow and aching, the sax player caressing the melody like it was something fragile he was afraid to break. Chet Baker would have approved.

We watched for maybe ten minutes. Couples moved in slow orbits: a woman in red silk straddling her partner’s lap, kissing deep while his hand disappeared under her dress; two men and one woman sharing a sofa, hands roaming without hurry; a lone couple at the bar, her back to his chest, his fingers tracing her throat while she stared straight ahead, lips parted. Everyone moved at the music’s pace, as though the trio set the tempo for the room and the room obeyed.

Then they approached.

They were mid-forties, maybe. He was tall, with salt-and-pepper hair, a tailored charcoal suit, a shirt open at the collar, and easy confidence without arrogance — the kind of stillness that comes from knowing exactly what you want and being willing to wait for it. Her shorter, dark curls pinned loosely, emerald dress that clung without screaming, green eyes sharp and kind, a thin scar tracing one collarbone like a question someone had started asking and never finished. They carried themselves like people who had done this before — comfortable in their skin, comfortable watching others be comfortable in or against theirs.

They stopped at a respectful distance from the banquette.

“Mind if we join you for a drink?”

The man’s voice was low, cultured. No leer. My stomach tightened — not with fear exactly, but with the sudden awareness that this was no longer theoretical. The clearing, the rules, the morning’s careful preparation — all of it collapsed into the simple reality of two strangers standing in front of us, asking to sit down.

Dad looked at me first.

I nodded once — small, certain. He was gorgeous, so was she, and so far all was well. My pulse said otherwise, hammering in my throat hard enough that the collar’s chain trembled against my skin.

“Please.”

They sat opposite. Close enough that our knees almost brushed across the low table, far enough that no one felt crowded.

“I’m Julian. This is Elise.”

“Bill.”

Dad’s hand stayed on my thigh.

“This is Cassie.”

Elise smiled — slow, genuine, with a flicker of something underneath it that looked like recognition.

“You’re new.”

“First time here.”

Julian’s eyes flicked to my collar, then to Dad’s pocket where the leash handle peeked out.

“That’s a beautiful piece.”

“Thank you.”

Elise leaned forward slightly.

“May I ask how long you’ve been… exploring together?”

Dad answered without hesitation.

“Not long in this form. A lifetime in every other way.”

Something passed between them — understanding, not surprise. I watched Julian’s hand find Elise’s knee when Dad said it, the gesture automatic, barely conscious, and I recognized it because it was the same thing Dad did to me: a small anchor thrown in open water.

“That’s rare.”

Julian’s voice was quieter now.

“And lovely.”

I felt heat climb my chest when he smiled at me, and I couldn’t stop my eyes from roaming — his jaw, the cords of his neck, the biceps that stretched his suit arms when he brought the glass to his lips. But it was his hands I kept returning to. Large, weathered, capable. The kind of hands that had built or broken things.

Elise’s gaze settled on me — not appraising my body, but my face, reading me the way you read a horse before you approach.

“You look like someone deciding something important tonight.”

I swallowed.

“I am.”

She nodded without rushing me.

“We’ve been coming here for four years. There is no pressure or expectations. Just… curiosity that never quite runs out.”

She paused and glanced at Julian with an expression I hadn’t expected — tender, conspiratorial, still surprised by him after what must have been twenty years. It made her real in a way that settled something in my chest.

“We learned early that the rules matter more than the sex. The sex is easy. The rules are what let you go home still belonging to each other.”

Julian rested his hand on Elise’s knee — casual, possessive in the same quiet way Dad’s rested on mine.

“We like watching and being watched. Sometimes more. Depends on the night. Depends on the people.”

Dad’s thumb resumed its slow circle on my thigh.

“What do you like tonight?”

Elise looked at me again.

“Honestly? To see how she moves when she’s turned on. To see if she blushes the same color everywhere. To see what happens when my husband touches her — and how you handle it.”

My breath caught. Not from the words alone, but from the casual precision of them — she’d thought about this already, decided what she wanted from us, and was honest enough to say it without packaging.

Julian smiled faintly.

“And if she wants to touch back?”

Dad’s fingers tightened — not warning, just claiming.

“Then she does. And I watch, while I touch you.”

Silence stretched — not awkward, but thick with possibility. The sax sighed into the bridge of the tune, the phrase hanging unresolved, lonely and beautiful, and for a moment, the silence between the four of us and the silence in the music were the same thing.

Elise spoke first.

“Would you like us to stay? Or would you prefer we find another spot?”

I looked at Dad. He looked at me.

I reached for his hand under the table — not the signal to leave. Just to feel him. He smiled and nodded, expecting me to choose.

“Stay, please.”

Elise’s smile widened — soft, approving.

Julian lifted his glass.

“To curiosity, then.”

We clinked.

Then Elise slid closer along the banquette until her knee brushed mine. The contact sent a jolt through me that was partly electric and partly something I couldn’t name — the strangeness of a woman’s body against mine in a context where I’d given permission for it to mean something.

“May I touch your hair?”

I nodded.

Her fingers — cool from the champagne flute — threaded gently through the strands behind my ear, then down the nape of my neck, tracing the silver chain of the collar. Goosebumps followed her touch in a slow wave. My nipples tightened under the sheer blouse.

“Soft and beautiful, Cassie.”

Dad watched. No tension in his shoulders. Just dark, steady attention.

Julian mirrored her — reached across, slow enough I could stop him, and brushed the back of his knuckles along my bare arm.

“May I?”

I almost pulled away. Not because I didn’t want it, but because his touch landed differently from hers — heavier, more deliberate, unmistakably male. My body responded before my mind caught up, a flush of wet heat between my thighs and a simultaneous lurch of something that felt like vertigo. The morning’s fear and the morning’s want met at the same point.

“Yes.”

His touch was firmer — deliberate. Callused fingertips from whatever he did outside this room. The contrast with Elise’s silk-cool fingers made me shiver.

Elise leaned in.

“Kiss?”

I glanced at Dad.

He gave the smallest nod.

I turned toward her. Our lips met — soft at first, exploratory. She tasted of champagne and mint. Her tongue slipped past my lips, slow, coaxing. I opened for her. One of her hands cupped my jaw; the other slid to my waist, then moved up, her thumb brushing the underside of my breast through the thin fabric.

I moaned — small, involuntary — into her mouth.

Dad’s hand squeezed my thigh hard enough to bruise tomorrow.

Julian watched us both — not leering, but with a quiet, focused pleasure that told me he loved watching his wife want someone. I recognized the expression because it was already forming on my father’s face in the mirror.

Then Julian leaned toward Dad — not touching, just close enough to speak low.

“She’s exquisite.”

“I know.”

“May I kiss her, too?”

Dad looked at me.

I pulled back from Elise just enough to breathe. My lips were swollen and tingling, the taste of another woman still on my tongue — foreign and thrilling and already something I wanted more of.

“Yes.”

Julian moved first — careful, giving me time to change my mind. When our mouths met, his kiss was different: deeper, hungrier, a faint scratch of stubble that burned. His hand settled on my knee, slid upward under the skirt hem — stopping at mid-thigh, waiting.

I parted my legs a fraction.

His fingers continued — found the soaked lace, traced the outline of my lips through it. The touch was knowing, unhurried, reading the shape of me like braille.

Elise kissed my neck — open-mouthed, teeth grazing — while Julian stroked me slowly over the thong.

I arched — couldn’t help it.

Dad’s voice drifted across, low, rough, cutting through the haze.

“Show them how wet you are, baby girl.”

I lifted my hips. Julian hooked the thong aside. Cool air hit my bare cunt. Elise’s fingers joined his — two sets now, sliding through my slick, circling my clit in lazy tandem. The difference in their touch was dizzying: hers feathered, teasing, his firm and certain, and together they played me like a chord I hadn’t known my body could produce.

I whimpered.

Dad leaned in, mouth at my ear.

“Look at me.”

I did — my eyes locked on his while two strangers fingered me under the table in a room full of people who pretended not to notice. His face was steady, dark, certain, and underneath all of it something raw moved — not jealousy, not pain, but a hunger that deepened with every sound I made. He was watching me be touched by other hands, and it was feeding something in him rather than breaking it.

“You’re dripping wet, Cassie.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

Elise’s breath hitched at the word.

Julian’s fingers pushed inside me — two, then three — stretching my hole slowly.

I rocked against their hands.

Dad never looked away.

“Tell them what you want.”

I licked my lips.

“I want… to watch her touch you, Dad.”

Elise smiled against my throat.

“Done.”

She slid back, stood, and swapped places with me to Dad’s side of the banquette. He didn’t stop watching me. She knelt between my father’s knees — graceful, practiced — and opened his fly without hurry. His cock sprang free — thick, veined, already leaking.

“Big and plenty wide.”

She wrapped her fingers around my father’s cock. I watched her stroke — slow, firm — while Julian curled his fingers inside me, his thumb circling my clit.

Dad groaned — low, controlled.

Elise looked up at him.

“May I taste?”

He glanced at me.

I nodded — fast, desperate.

“I need to watch her suck your cock, Daddy.”

She leaned forward and took the head of my father’s cock into her mouth — slow, deep, her lips stretching around his rim, sucking gently, her cheeks hollowing. Dad groaned and reached out with one hand, his fingers running through his lover’s dark curls.

I watched for the thing I’d been afraid of all day — the jealousy, the fury, the urge to cross the table and tear her away from him. It was there, a hot flicker behind my ribs, but it was smaller than I’d expected, and tangled so completely with arousal that I couldn’t separate them. What I felt most was pride — in his cock, in the sounds she made around it, in the fact that this stunning woman was on her knees for the man I’d chosen. He was mine. She was borrowing.

I clenched my throbbing cunt hard around Julian’s fingers.

Dad’s spare hand found my hair — not pulling, just holding — anchoring me while I watched another woman suck his cock.

Julian’s mouth moved against my ear.

“You like watching my wife suck your Dad’s cock?”

“Yes.”

“You like knowing he’s watching you, too, while my fingers are inside you?”

“Fuck yes.”

He added a fourth finger, making a wedge — stretching my trembling, sticky hole wide — and I came suddenly, violently, biting my own lip to keep quiet, my thighs shaking, slick coating his wrist.

Dad’s hips lifted, driving shallow thrusts into Elise’s mouth — but he didn’t cum. Not yet.

He looked at me — his eyes blown dark.

I sat with Julian’s fingers still inside me, the aftershocks pulsing, the room slowly reassembling around me. The sax had moved into something I didn’t recognise — slower, almost hymnal, a melody that repeated and deepened like breathing. My body buzzed with the echo of the orgasm, but my mind was already somewhere past it, turning over what had just happened with a clarity that surprised me. I had cum on a stranger’s hand while watching my father get sucked by the stranger’s wife, and I didn’t feel broken or wrong or even complicated. I felt — arrived. Like I’d been walking toward a door for years and had finally stepped through it, and the room on the other side was livable.

What I wanted next came to me whole, without negotiation.

“Would you like to fuck Julian, darling?”

“Only if you fuck Elise.”

The words settled between the four of us, and no one rushed to fill the silence that followed. Elise lifted her mouth from Dad’s cock slowly — her lips glossy with precum, her green eyes bright, unhurried — and looked at me with an expression that wasn’t submission or triumph, just honest appraisal. She’d heard what I said and was weighing it against her own want.

She nodded once.

Dad looked at me.

“Let’s swap in the alcove.”

His voice was low and final.

I stood, and my legs felt liquid from the orgasm that had just ripped through me while a stranger’s fingers stretched my hole under the table. Julian offered his hand. I took it — his grip warm and steady, his calluses rough against my palm.

I wasn’t sure how to name what I felt, except that it wasn’t shame. It was closer to the feeling at the top of a descent on the bike — committed, exhilarated, the ground already tilting away beneath me.

Elise rose gracefully, smoothed her dress over her hips, and fell in beside Dad — his now, in the way I was Julian’s. The four of us moved through the room together, unhurried, no furtive glances. Approving eyes followed us, and I felt them like warmth on my skin. A woman at the bar caught my eye and raised her glass — a small, private toast between strangers that needed no translation.

The sax player opened his eyes as we passed the stage. He watched us without breaking phrase, his melody curling around us like a send-off, and I thought of Ella’s — of Harold, of the bands that played without setlists, of the particular generosity of musicians who play for the room rather than at it. Different city, different context, same church.

The alcove was deeper than I expected: enclosed by a heavy burgundy velvet curtain that swallowed sound the moment it fell. Inside was a low sectional sofa upholstered in dark leather, a single brass floor lamp casting amber pools across the cushions, a small side table stocked with lube, condoms, wipes, and bottled water. A faint speaker carried the jazz from the main room — muted trumpet now, slow and filthy, the kind of tempo that matched a heartbeat already racing.

Dad drew the curtain closed. The sound was soft, definitive.

No one spoke for a beat. The four of us stood in the amber light, and the room felt suddenly small and enormous at the same time — intimate enough to hear each other breathe, vast enough to hold what was about to happen.

Then Elise stepped to Dad, rose on her toes, and kissed him — open-mouthed, deliberate, and passionately. He let her. His hands settled on her hips, pulling her flush while his tongue slid against hers. I watched his throat work, watched the way his fingers dug into the emerald silk, bunching it higher.

The jealousy came. Sharp, fast, a blade turned sideways under my ribs. I let it be there. Breathed through it the way I’d breathe through the burn at the top of a climb. It didn’t leave, but it thinned, and underneath it — unmistakable, unignorable — my cunt flooded with fresh heat at the sight of his hands on another woman’s body.

Julian turned me toward him. His thumb traced my jaw, tilting my face up. His eyes searched mine — not for eagerness, but for certainty.

“Are you still sure about this, Cassie?”

“Yes.”

“We can watch my wife and your Daddy, if you prefer. There’s no obligation.”

I looked at him and felt the ground steady beneath me.

“I want you to fuck me and cum inside me, please.”

“No condom?”

“I hate them.”

“Sure, then?”

I nodded.

“Completely.”

Julian kissed me again — hungrier this time, no preamble, and gradually he became mine and I his, the boundary between stranger and lover dissolving somewhere between his tongue and his hands. He kissed the way he touched — certain, unhurried, giving me time to match his rhythm before deepening it. His hands shoved my skirt up around my waist. Cool air hit my soaked cunt. He broke the kiss long enough to peel the thong down my thighs; I stepped out of it carefully. He tossed it, and the lace landed somewhere on the carpet.

Across the alcove, Elise had already opened Dad’s shirt. Her mouth moved over his chest — licking salt from his skin, her teeth grazing a nipple while her fingers worked his belt. I watched her savor him and recognized something in the way her hands moved: not just lust, but appreciation. She was touching my father the way you touch something you know is borrowed — thoroughly, because the window is finite.

Dad groaned, low and rough, and the sound vibrated through me like a bass note, settling in my womb. His hand fisted in Elise’s dark curls, guiding her lower. She sank to her knees, took his cock back into her mouth, deeper this time, her throat working visibly as she swallowed around him, gagging lightly. My pussy lips engorged, and another orgasm built inside me, coiling low — not from being touched, but from watching.

Julian pushed me backward until the backs of my knees hit the sectional. I sat down. He dropped between my spread thighs and shoved them wider with his shoulders. There was no teasing. His mouth sealed over my cunt — hot, wet, greedy — his tongue flat, licking from my dripping hole to my throbbing clit in one long stroke, parting my lips. At the top, he circled the hood with sharp flicks that made my hips jerk off the leather.

I moaned — loud, shameless — the sound pulled out of me before I could decide whether I wanted to be quiet.

Dad looked over Elise’s bobbing head, his eyes locked on mine. Even here, even with another woman’s mouth around his cock, his first attention was for me. Rule one. The steadiness of his gaze held me together the way his hand on my stomach had held me in the clearing.

“Tell him how you want it, baby girl.”

I gripped Julian’s hair and forced him to look up, his lips glistening, his smile edging me closer to an edge I couldn’t see past. Through the amber light, I could hear the schlick and slurp from his wife — rhythmic, devoted — and the low groan Dad released in response.

“Fuck me with your tongue first. Make me cum. Then fuck me hard and deep — while I watch him take your wife.”

I heard the words leave my mouth and didn’t recognize the voice that spoke them. Or maybe I did, and that was the point.

Julian groaned against my clit. The vibration shot straight through me, sparks flying up my spine. He pushed two fingers inside my cunt, curled them up, found that spot, and sucked my clit hard while he fucked me with quick, ruthless strokes.

I came fast — my thighs clamping his ears, my back arching off the leather, a thin sharp cry tearing out of me. Slick flooded his mouth; he slurped greedily and drank it down — sloppy, noisy, not stopping until I was shaking and oversensitive and pushing weakly at his forehead with both hands.

My lover rose and wiped his chin with the back of his hand, unzipped.

His cock was thick — not quite as long as Dad’s but heavier, the veins bulging, a ruddy head flushed dark and leaking. I moaned at the sight of it, my pussy clenching hard around nothing, already imagining the stretch.

“On your knees, Cassie. Facing them.”

His voice was wrecked — deeper than before, stripped of its earlier polish.

I turned and braced my hands on the back of the sectional, my ass presented to him. Julian stepped behind me, notched his slick cockhead at my entrance, and pushed in — one long, unrelenting slide until his hips met my ass cheeks and I was full.

The stretch was different from Dad’s. Broader at the base, a blunt insistence that forced my walls to accommodate a new shape — every ridge and vein pressing against tissue that had only ever known one man. I gasped at the way he filled me, at the specific foreignness of it, the way my body needed a moment to decide whether this was an invasion or a welcome and chose both simultaneously.

I was being reshaped. A lover’s signature etched inside my cunt while my father’s was still drying on my thighs from the morning.

Julian didn’t wait. He fucked me hard from the start — deep, punishing strokes that slapped skin on skin, his balls smacking my clit with every thrust. Wet sounds filled the alcove, obscene and rhythmic. The smells were glorious — sex and lube and cedar smoke and the particular sharp musk of four bodies generating heat in a small space. My nostrils flared, and I inhaled deeply, wanting every molecule of it.

My cunt gripped his thick cock, milking it, greedy for more.

Across from us, Elise was bent over the arm of the sofa, staring at me, her emerald dress rucked to her waist, panties gone. Dad stood behind her, his cock buried to the hilt in her cunt. He fucked her slow at first — deliberate, masterful, letting her feel every inch — then faster, harder, one hand wrapped around her throat from behind, the other reaching under to rub her clit in tight circles.

She moaned — a sound that was half-cry, half-surrender — her brow furrowed as if she couldn’t quite believe what was happening to her body. Her eyes found mine across the alcove and held. There was something in her expression I hadn’t expected: a kind of awe that had nothing to do with performance. She was being fucked by a man who knew exactly what he was doing, and the shock of it was written on her face.

I felt proud — fiercely, irrationally proud. She was being broken open by the same cock that had taken my virginity, the same hands that had taught me what my body could do. My father. My man. Inside another woman while I watched and came on another man’s cock, and somehow — impossibly — the circuit between all four of us held, humming.

Julian rasped in my ear, pounding deeper.

“Look at them, Cassie. Look how your Daddy fucks my wife.”

I couldn’t look away. Not from Elise’s face, not from Dad’s hands on her throat, not from the way her body jolted with each thrust he drove into her. Every time he bottomed out, she made a small, helpless sound that I’d made myself a hundred times in the last four days.

Dad’s eyes found mine over Elise’s shoulder — dark, possessive, loving, and still mine. Always mine, even with his cock buried in another woman’s cunt. He drove harder into her, making her cry out, making the wet sounds louder, and his gaze never left me, as if to say: this changes nothing. I am showing you what we are by showing you what we survive.

Julian reached around, found my clit, and pinched it — sharp enough to sting, sweet enough to make me clench violently around his thickness.

“Cum on my cock. Cum while you watch him fill her.”

I shattered — harder than any time before it, my vision whiting out, cunt spasming in long rolling contractions, squirting around Julian’s pounding cock. Dribbles of me soaked his thighs, the leather, the floor. He didn’t stop, just fucked me through it, chasing his own edge while my body tried to wring him dry.

In the middle of it — at the crest, when thought dissolves, and only sensation remains — the muted trumpet drifted in from the main room. A single sustained note, clear and lonesome, cutting through the noise of bodies and the wet percussion of the fucking. It hung in the air like a held breath. And for one dislocated second, I was at Ella’s, age sixteen, hearing a horn player hold a note until the whole room went still — the same feeling, the same suspension. As though beauty and filth shared a frequency that only certain ears could catch.

Dad pulled his cock out of Elise suddenly. She whimpered at the loss — raw, involuntary, her thighs trembling. He spun her, sat on the sofa, and pulled her down onto his lap. She sank onto his cock, facing him, riding him hard — her breasts bouncing free from the pushed-aside dress, hands braced on his shoulders, moaning his name like she’d forgotten her own.

Julian’s rhythm faltered — his hips stuttering, losing their metronome steadiness.

“Gonna cum, sweet girl.”

“Where?”

“Inside you.”

“Do it. I fucking need it.”

He slammed his cock balls deep once, twice, then buried himself to the hilt and came with a sound that tore out of his chest — his cock pulsing, spilling thick heat inside me. I felt each jet hit my cervix, felt the splash and the spread, felt his body shudder behind me as he emptied everything. He leaned in, groaning low against my neck, his arms wrapping around my waist as if I were the only solid thing in the room.

I held still and let the feeling register. His cum hot and heavy inside me, his cock twitching through the last aftershocks, my cunt still clenching around him in small involuntary waves. And deeper than the physical: the strangeness of it — of being filled by someone who wasn’t mine, of carrying a stranger’s seed next to the residue of my father’s — not wrong, not shameful, but new. A room I hadn’t been in before, furnished differently from what I’d imagined.

Across from us, Dad had both hands on Elise’s ass now, lifting and dropping her onto his cock. She was close — her thighs trembling, breath hitching, face contorted in the specific ecstasy of a woman about to lose herself. He leaned in, sucked a nipple into his mouth, and bit down gently.

As Julian’s cum began to leak from the stretched seal between us, tracing a warm line down my inner thigh, Elise came with a sharp cry — her body locking rigid, cunt clenching visibly around my father’s cock. Dad followed her over the edge, his hips snapping up, burying his cock balls deep, groaning her name as he emptied inside her — pulse after thick pulse, his jaw tight, tendons standing in his neck, his eyes finally closing.

For a long moment, no one moved. The trumpet played on — softer now, almost a lullaby, the melody descending by half-steps as though it too were coming down.

Then Julian eased his cock out of me — slowly, carefully. My cum-slick cunt gaped for a second before closing, but not completely, and his semen dripped in a long, thick rope to my knees before snapping off. I felt empty, wrecked, and entirely alive.

Dad lifted Elise off his cock and set her gently beside him. She leaned into his shoulder, panting, her hand resting on his chest. He pressed his lips to her temple — a kindness, not a claim — and she understood the difference, closing her eyes for a moment before opening them and looking at Julian with an expression that said: I’m still here. I’m still yours.

I crawled across the sectional on shaky knees, climbed into Dad’s lap, facing him, and straddled his thighs. His cock — still half-hard, slick from Elise — pressed against my dripping cunt. Julian’s cum leaked from me onto him, mingling with Elise’s slick, still coating his shaft. The mess of it — the shared fluids, the blurred boundaries — should have felt chaotic. Instead, it felt like an honest accounting.

I kissed him — slow, deep, tasting Elise on his tongue, letting him taste Julian on mine.

“I am still yours, Daddy.”

I whispered it against his lips like a prayer and a fact.

“Always.”

He wrapped both arms around me and held me tight while our breathing slowed. Julian and Elise watched us — not jealous, not possessive. Elise reached over and traced a fingertip lightly down my spine, a gesture so gentle and unexpected that my throat tightened.

Julian spoke first.

“The way she came back to you just now — like nothing else in the room existed.”

He paused, looking at Elise.

“That’s the part most couples never find.”

Elise smiled — not sleepily, but with something quiet and sure.

“You’re lucky. Both of you.”

Dad kissed my temple.

“We’re going home now.”

I nodded against his neck.

We dressed slowly, in no hurry. Julian helped me smooth my skirt down; Elise fixed my hair with gentle, practiced fingers, tucking a strand behind my ear the same way Dad always did. When we were presentable again, Dad clipped the leash back to my collar — right there, in front of them — and gave it a soft tug.

Julian opened the curtain.

The jazz was still playing — slower now, the sax back in, winding down toward something that felt like resolution without ever quite arriving there. The same quality that made Peace Piece the most honest music I knew. I thought: this is what jazz does. It lives in the unresolved. It makes the almost-landing beautiful. And maybe that’s what tonight was — not a resolution, but a first phrase in a longer composition.

We walked out together — four people who had shared something raw and real and strangely tender.

At the door, Elise kissed me once — soft, brief, her hand on my cheek.

“Come back. If you want to.”

“We will.”

Outside, the snow had stopped. The sky was clearing, the stars sharp and absolute overhead. Cold air hit my overheated skin, and I shivered — not from the temperature, but from the sudden transition between the amber world behind us and the vast, clean dark ahead.

In the truck on the way back, Dad kept one hand on my thigh the whole drive. No words. Just the low hum of the heater and the faint trumpet still drifting from the radio — Jazz 88.5, loyal and constant, carrying us home the same way it had carried us there.

I pressed my cheek to his shoulder and closed my eyes.

I had fucked another man tonight. My father had fucked another woman. Julian’s cum still sat warm inside me, slowly leaking into the leather seat, and I could smell Elise on Dad’s skin when I breathed in — her perfume, her sex, the trace of her mouth on his neck.

And somehow — impossibly — I felt more his than ever. Not less. More. As though the night had drawn a circle around us and everything that happened inside it — every touch, every stranger’s hand, every shared cry — had only confirmed what the circle contained.

The mountains rolled past in silence, dark and enormous against the clearing sky.

The lodge waited.

So did tomorrow.

And the jazz played on — patient, unresolved, carrying us forward into whatever came next.


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

“You did beautifully tonight, baby girl.”

His voice was low, rough from the alcove, from holding himself steady while Elise’s mouth worked his cock, and I came on Julian’s fingers ten feet away.

I turned in the seat, watching his profile against the dashboard glow. The firelight from Seven was behind us now, but a different light played across his face — something internal, something I’d been watching build over the last two days like weather gathering on a ridgeline.

“I liked it more than I thought I would.”

“And the jealousy?”

I considered it. Not the quick, performed answer, but the real one — the one I owed him because truth was everything between us and always had been.

“Still there. But it’s changed shape. In the alcove, when Elise first took your cock in her mouth, it was a blade. Sharp, fast, almost made me reach across and pull her off you by the hair.”

He glanced at me. No alarm. Just listening.

“But by the end — when you fucked Elise, and when I was watching your face while Julian fucked me — it wasn’t a blade anymore. It was fuel. Like jealousy and pride had fused into something I don’t have a word for yet. Watching her react to your cock — the way her face changed, the raw, excited sounds she made — I felt proud of you and of what you do to other women. And underneath that, there was something darker.”

“Tell me.”

I paused, not quite believing the words.

“I wanted to be better than her. I wanted you to come back to me and feel the difference.”

His thumb pressed harder into my thigh.

“Good. That’s how it should feel.”

“Is that how Mom felt?”

The question left my mouth before I’d fully decided to ask it. The vibraphone shimmered in the silence that followed — a held chord, resonant and patient.

Dad didn’t flinch.

“Your mother felt everything. She had the biggest heart and the sharpest edges of anyone I’ve known. Sometimes she would only watch me fucking another woman.”

“Only watch?”

“Yes.”

“And how did she feel?”

Dad looked mildly uncomfortable, shifting in his seat, shooting me sidelong glances.

“You don’t have to answer, Dad.”

“Do you want the unvarnished truth?”

“Yes. Always.”

“She’d go very still — almost meditative, while gently playing with herself. Then afterwards, she’d clean the woman slowly, almost reverently, then show her the door politely.”

“And then?”

“Then, your mother would fuck me like she was reclaiming territory — every time.”

I smiled. It sounded exactly right. It sounded like the woman who’d raised me.

“I think I understand that now.”

“You’re more like her than you know, Cassie.”

The words landed warm and heavy, settling somewhere behind my ribs. The rest of the drive passed in a quiet that felt full rather than empty. Snow slid through the headlights in slow, drifting sheets, the road narrowing as we climbed toward the lodge. Dad’s hand never left my thigh.

By the time we reached the lodge, the night had settled deep into the mountains, the windows glowing amber against the dark. Inside, the heat wrapped around us immediately, carrying the lingering scent of smoke from the fireplace and the faint trace of the evening still clinging to our skin. We didn’t bother with the lights upstairs. We just found the bed.

The call came while we were still tangled together on the lodge bed, the duvet kicked to the floor, my skin cooling in the dark. Dad’s phone buzzed once on the nightstand — a number he didn’t recognize. He almost let it ring out, but something made him reach across me, his chest warm and heavy against my shoulder.

“Bill Tyler.”

I watched his face in the faint starlight through the window. There was a mildly awkward pause. Then his expression shifted — not surprise, exactly, but interest. He listened for maybe thirty seconds, his thumb tracing an absent circle on my hip.

“Hold on.”

He covered the mic and looked at me.

“It’s Julian. They’d like us to come over. Their place is twenty minutes from here. No pressure. He says Elise asked him to call, and he wants to see you again.”

My stomach tightened — not with fear, but with the immediate, full-body recognition of want arriving before thought could intercept it. Julian’s cum was still drying on my inner thighs. Elise’s champagne kiss still sat on my tongue like a ghost. The evening I’d thought was over had just opened a second door.

“Yes.”

Dad smiled — small, dark, certain — and lifted his hand off the phone.

“We’ll follow your directions. Give us thirty minutes.”

The truck was still warm when we set off. Jazz 88.5 played something nocturnal — a vibraphone rippling over brushed snare, the melody wandering like a thought you chase through a dark room without quite catching it. Dad’s hand found my thigh, his thumb tracing slow arcs over trembling bare skin where the leather skirt had ridden up. Neither of us spoke. The music said enough.

Their home appeared at the end of a private drive — not a cabin, but a sprawling modern lodge tucked against the mountainside, all glass and timber and stone, lit warm from within. The driveway curved around a frozen fountain, and through floor-to-ceiling windows I glimpsed a massive stone fireplace already crackling, the space beyond it open and tasteful in the way that real money always is — no need to announce itself.

Snow clung to the pines in thick wet sheets, and the air bit hard when we stepped out at their home — fat flakes catching in my lashes, melting cold on skin still flushed from the alcove. My thighs stuck together when I walked. Julian’s cum had begun to cool inside me, settling heavy and real, and every step shifted the mess against the soaked lace of my thong in a way that made my swollen clit pulse with each stride across the drive.

When I saw Julian, my body responded — not love, but desire. His seed swam inside me alongside my father’s, and that bound us in ways less than love but more than friendship. Elise stood beside him at the front door, her emerald dress rumpled at the hips, one strap slipped from her shoulder. She leaned into him with that easy, habitual claim I recognized because it mirrored Dad’s hand on my lower back. They looked like us, I thought. Not in specifics — but in architecture. Two people whose bodies defaulted to each other even after sharing those bodies with strangers.

Elise looked at me, her green eyes still blown dark from the alcove, her lips faintly swollen, and when she smiled, I felt it between my legs before I felt it in my chest.

“Will you stay — consider sleeping over?”

The invitation hung between us — heavy with what had already happened and heavier with what hadn’t. My cunt throbbed — not just from the fucking, not just from Julian’s seed still leaking warm against my thong with every micro-shift of my hips, but from the possibility that crackled in the space between the four of us like static before a storm.

I wanted to watch Dad fucking Elise again. I wanted Elise’s mouth on my swollen pussy lips again — her cool fingers inside me with the precise softness of a woman’s touch that I was only just learning to crave. I wanted to taste her. I wanted her to taste what Julian had left inside me, and I wanted to watch her swallow it.

The thought should have shocked me. A week ago, it would have. But something had shifted in the alcove — not a door opening, more like a wall I hadn’t known I’d built coming down, and behind it, a version of myself who wanted things I hadn’t had language for until tonight revealed herself.

I squeezed Dad’s hand once. Not the signal to leave. The opposite.

“Yes. We’d like that.”

I surprised myself. I’d agreed to sleep over, even though that wasn’t something we agreed to do. If I wasn’t close to my father when sleep came, I would find my way to him.

“Are you sure, Cassie?”

“Yes… certain.”

“We can all sleep together.”

My tension eased. Elise’s smile widened — genuine, unhurried, the smile of a woman who understood that the best answer to an invitation is one that arrives without hesitation.

She led us inside through a side door, kicking off her heels onto a woven rug. The floors were heated slate — warm against my bare feet when I followed suit. The main room opened around us: vaulted beams, a wall of windows framing the snow-dusted valley, the fireplace throwing gold across everything it touched. And the music — jazz from hidden speakers, quiet enough to feel rather than hear at first, but I caught it immediately: Miles Davis, Kind of Blue, the trumpet muted and melancholic, floating through the space like smoke curling under a door.

I stopped walking.

Dad noticed. His hand found the small of my back.

“What is it?”

“They have taste.”

It was a small thing, maybe. But it mattered. The music in someone’s home tells you who they are when no one’s watching, and Julian and Elise had chosen the same record my parents played on Sunday mornings when I was a child — the same album that taught me what longing sounded like before I was old enough to feel it myself.

Julian moved to a bar cart — crystal decanters glinting under pendant lights.

“Would you like a drink?”

“Whiskey, neat.”

Dad’s voice was certain, as always.

Julian poured. Elise handed me champagne — chilled, the bubbles sharp and bright in a heavy flute, her fingers brushing mine deliberately — not an accident. A reminder that the evening wasn’t over, that the momentum from the alcove had followed us here and was only waiting for permission to resume.

“To new friends and lovers.”

We clinked. I sipped slowly, the cold cutting through the lingering taste of the alcove — Julian’s precum still burning my tongue, Elise’s champagne kiss, the salt of my own cum still faintly present on my lips.

She leaned in and smiled, whispering.

“It’s nice… isn’t it?”

“What is?”

“Having more than one man’s seed inside you.”

I nodded, relieved she said it, relieved that what I felt wasn’t disturbingly slutty.

“I feel it too.”

“When my lover cums inside me, it connects us — not love. I don’t want that, but…”

She sought the word but couldn’t find it.

“Familiarity?”

Elise nodded, smiling, gulping back a sip of champagne.

“Yes… That’s it, Cassie. Familiarity.”

I noticed the piano in the corner. A grand — its lid propped open, sheet music scattered across the bench. Bookshelves were lined with worn leather spines, the kind that have actually been read: philosophy, architecture, a few well-thumbed jazz histories. Art on the walls in deep blues and golds. No family photos, but a sense of accumulation — every piece chosen across years, not curated by a decorator.

Elise set her glass down and stepped closer. Her hand found my waist — light, but the intent behind it sent a fresh pulse of heat between my thighs.

“We should claim what is ours, Cassie.”

“I agree.”

“Shall we take this upstairs? The guest suite has everything we need.”

I looked at Dad. He watched me over the rim of his glass — steady, dark, the faint curve at his mouth that I’d learned to read as hunger held in check.

I got the message and looked at Elise, our eyes locking, burning with recognition and need.

“Lead the way.”

The suite occupied the entire upper floor — a room built for what it was, without pretending otherwise. Two king beds dominated the space, separated by a low table holding fresh towels, water, and a discreet basket of supplies.

The bedding was high-thread-count white Egyptian cotton, and the headboards were tufted in charcoal leather. A private fireplace already crackled against the far wall, and windows framed the mountains on two sides — snow still falling softly, turning the view into something that existed only for us.

Elise dimmed the lights. Jazz followed — speakers here too, seamless in the wall or ceiling — and the trumpet gave way to piano. Bill Evans. “Blue in Green.” The chords fell sparse and haunting through the warm air, each one suspended a beat longer than expected before resolving downward, and I thought of Peace Piece from two nights ago, of lying on Dad’s chest while the same left-hand pattern cycled patiently underneath us.

Evans understood something about repetition that most people mistake for monotony: that returning to the same place isn’t stasis when you’ve changed between visits. The same chord progression, but you hear it differently because you’re different.

That was tonight. Same configuration — two couples, two beds, a swap. But I wasn’t the same woman who’d walked into Seven three hours ago, vibrating with fear and want in equal measure. Something had settled in the alcove, consolidated in the truck, and amplified ever since. The first time through the door was the hardest. Now I was on the other side, and the room looked different from here.

What I wanted had changed, too. In the alcove, I’d needed to be fucked by a stranger — filled, claimed, overwhelmed by sensation as proof that I could survive it. That need was satisfied. What replaced it was sharper, more specific, and when I examined it honestly, it surprised me.

I didn’t want to be taken tonight. I wanted to take.

Dad sat on the edge of one bed, his shirt still open from the alcove, firelight playing across the chest I’d pressed my face against every night this week. I moved to him instinctively — standing between his spread knees, my hands on his shoulders.

His hands slid up my thighs, under the skirt, thumbs hooking the ruined thong. He peeled it down slowly — Julian’s cum, sticky and warm, clung to the lace in a thick strand that stretched and snapped as he freed me. I glanced down and enjoyed the moment — loving the man I wanted forever, while the man of the moment leaked from my sodden, gaping cunt.

The cool air kissed my bare cunt, swollen and slick, and I shivered — but not from the temperature. From the exposure. From being opened and emptied in front of four eyes.

I stepped out of the lace and kicked it aside.

Across the room, Elise undressed Julian with the efficiency of a woman who’d done it a thousand times and still enjoyed it — his belt, shirt, trousers pooling at his feet. His body was lean and hard, silvered chest hair catching the firelight, his cock already thickening, the heavy curve of it rising against his stomach. I watched and felt my cunt clench — not from desire for him specifically, though that was there, but from the sheer visual of it: four bodies in a room, all of us stripped or stripping, the pretense of civility falling away piece by piece.

Elise caught me watching and smiled — conspiratorial and warm.

“I have an idea.”

She crossed the room barefoot, her body lithe and stunning in the low light — small breasts with dark nipples already hard, the scar on her collarbone catching shadow. She stopped in front of me, close enough that I could smell Dad on her skin — his sweat, his musk, the ghost of his cock on her breath, maybe even the cum leaking from her. The scent hit me like a fist to the solar plexus — jealousy and arousal detonating simultaneously, the twin explosions so intertwined I couldn’t have separated them with a scalpel.

I loved it. The feeling, the moment, and my submission to it.

“Let them watch us first, Elise.”

For a moment, she looked surprised. Then her hand slid up my arm, fingers trailing fire.

“What do you have in mind, Cassie?”

“No men. Just us. Let them sit there and ache while we take our time reclaiming what is ours.”

“Make love? Sensual, perfect, and feminine, but not be in love.”

Her suggestion landed in my body before my mind processed it — a full-body flush, my nipples tightening under the sheer blouse until they ached, my bare cunt flooding with a fresh gush of her husband’s semen that I felt run warm down my inner thigh. I looked at Dad. His eyes had gone very dark, and his hand had stopped moving on his glass.

Julian sat on the opposite bed, his cock fully hard now, his expression somewhere between reverence and agony.

I turned back to Elise, loving the tension.

“Yes.”

My voice came out steadier than I expected.

Elise smiled and kissed me.

Not the exploratory kiss from the alcove — that had been a question. This was a statement. Her mouth was soft and certain, her tongue sliding against mine with a rhythm that felt unhurried and devastating at once. She tasted of champagne, and my father’s precum, and something underneath that was purely her — warm, slightly sweet, a flavor I was already beginning to catalogue and crave.

Her hands worked my blouse up and over my head. I wasn’t wearing a bra — Dad’s rule — and my breasts fell free, nipples already aching. Elise cupped them both, her thumbs circling the peaks, and the softness of her hands after days of only Dad’s rough palms made me gasp. The contrast was extraordinary — like hearing a familiar song played on a different instrument. The melody was the same. The timbre was entirely new.

I shivered and felt an orgasm build, slowly shimmering like a sunrise somewhere low.

She kissed down my throat, her teeth grazing the silver chain of my collar, tongue flicking the O-ring before moving lower. When her mouth closed over my left nipple, I moaned — raw, loud, my hand fisting in her dark curls. She sucked gently, then harder, her tongue swirling, her teeth catching the peak and tugging until the pain bloomed bright and sweet and radiated straight to my clit.

“Fuck…”

I heard Dad’s breathing change from across the room. The sound — that particular roughness — sent a spike of pleasure through me that had nothing to do with Elise’s mouth and everything to do with the knowledge that he was watching another woman worship my body and it was making his cock rock hard.

Elise sank to her knees in front of me. She looked up — her green eyes luminous in the firelight — and hooked my skirt down over my hips. It fell, and I stood naked except for the collar, my leaking cunt bare and swollen and glistening, Julian’s cum still visible — a thick, pearlescent trail tracing the crease of my inner thigh.

She leaned in and licked it first — a single, deliberate stroke from mid-thigh upward, gathering her husband’s seed on her tongue. I imagined the sweetness of me, the tang of him, and the burn she was enjoying.

She held my gaze while she swallowed my slick concoction, her throat working visibly, and the sight of it — this beautiful woman on her knees, swallowing her own husband’s cum from my skin — broke something open in me that I hadn’t known was still sealed.

I wanted her. Not as a performance for the men watching. Not as an experiment. I wanted her mouth on my cunt and her fingers spearing inside me and her taste on my tongue. The want was specific and uncomplicated in a way that felt like relief — like discovering you can read a language you’d only ever heard spoken.

“Please.”

The word fell out of me, small and honest.

Elise’s hands gripped my hips, she turned me, and pressed me backward onto the bed until I sat on the edge, my thighs spread wide, my bare cunt open and dripping in the firelight. She knelt between my legs, her breath ghosting hot against my swollen, glistening folds, and paused — not teasing, but looking. Studying me the way I’d seen Dad study a trail map — methodical, appreciative, planning the route.

“So pretty, Cassie. So full of Julian still.”

“It feels good.”

“My husband fucked you hard.”

“He did well.”

And your father… my, my. We have wonderful lovers.”

Her fingers spread my trembling lips apart — gently, opening me to the warm air and the amber light. I felt Julian’s cum shift inside me, a thick displacement that oozed toward my entrance. Elise watched it appear — a slow, white bead that swelled at my opening, trembled until it gathered mass, and began to slide downward.

She caught it with the flat of her tongue. A theater for me.

The contact felt electric. Her lips sealed over my throbbing cunt — soft, wet, feeling nothing like a man’s — and she licked with a precision that made my vision blur and my breath run out on a long, raw growl. Long, flat strokes from my gaping entrance to my throbbing, pink, creamy clit, gathering Julian’s seed mixed with my slick, swallowing audibly, each gulp sending vibrations through my folds that made my hips buck off the bed.

“Oh, fuck — oh god — Elise —”

She hummed against my clit, and the vibration hit like a struck bell. Her tongue circled the hood with feathered flicks, then she speared inside me — soft, searching, fucking me with gentle thrusts that coaxed Julian’s cum from deeper inside my cunt. The sensation was exquisitely different from anything I’d known — no stubble burn, no jaw-force, just wet silk precision and a patience that seemed infinite.

I looked at Dad through half-closed eyes. He sat on the opposite bed, his cock freed from his trousers, hard and leaking, his hand wrapped loosely around the shaft — not stroking, just holding, watching me get eaten by another woman with an expression that contained multitudes — hunger and pride. It was the particular pain of wanting something you can see but have chosen not to touch yet. His eyes were locked on mine — Rule One, even here — and the connection between his gaze and Elise’s mouth created a circuit that ran straight through my cunt and detonated.

I came — sudden, violent, my thighs clamping around Elise’s head, my spine arching clean off the bed. Squirt flooded her mouth in hot, sharp pulses; she sealed her lips over my hole, sucked hard, draining me, drinking every gush, her throat working rhythmically while I sobbed and shook and gripped her hair with both fists.

My orgasm rolled through me in waves — each one cresting higher than the last — and underneath it all, Evans’ piano kept cycling, the left hand steady and certain, the right hand searching above it, and I thought: this is what he meant. This is the unresolved note finding its home.

Elise rose slowly — her chin glistening, lips swollen, her smile wrecked and gorgeous. She climbed onto the bed, straddled my face, and looked down at me.

“It’s your turn.”

I stared up at her cunt — swollen, flushed, dark pink, her lips parted and slick. And there — pooling at her entrance, thick and unmistakable — was my father’s cum. The sight of it paralyzed me for one breath, two. Not revulsion or hesitation — something closer to awe. This was intimacy at a depth I hadn’t imagined existed — my father’s seed planted inside another woman, offered to my mouth like communion.

I gripped her thighs, pulled her down onto my face, and licked.

The taste burned my tongue and lips in layers: Elise first — honey-sweet, musky, her own arousal sharp and warm — and underneath it, Dad and his cum. The same salt-bitter-sweet I’d swallowed from his cock in the truck at the halfway point, the same taste I woke up with in my mouth every morning this week. Tasting it from inside another woman was something else entirely — a third flavor the two of them made together, unrepeatable.

I ate Elise the way Dad had taught me to want to be eaten — greedy, thorough, my tongue flat and wide against her folds before narrowing to a point and spearing inside her. My tongue passed across the ridges around her pucker, and she moaned above me, her thighs trembling against my cheeks, her hands braced on the headboard. I fucked Elise with my tongue — short, hard thrusts as deep as I could reach — then I withdrew and sealed my lips around her clit, sucking in rhythmic pulses while a finger found her other entrance and massaged the tight seal.

That drove her wild.

It also crossed another boundary for me.

I stopped licking for a moment and fucked Elise with my fingers. Dad’s cum coated them, warm and thick. I drew them out, slick and white, and pushed them back in — probing deeper and scooping gently — harvesting him from inside her. The wet sounds were filthy, obscene in the quiet room, and I wanted more of them. I wanted the noise and the taste and the raw, animal reality of what I was doing — eating my father’s cum from another woman’s cunt while he watched from six feet away with his cock in his hand.

I glanced sideways. Julian had moved to the bed beside us, his hand wrapped around his cock, stroking it from tip to root slowly, his eyes fixed on his wife riding my face. His expression was naked — no composure, no careful control — just raw want, and seeing it fed something in me. Power and the realization that I was the center of this room, that my mouth was the axis around which four people’s desire turned.

Elise came hard and wet with my tongue buried inside her — her thighs slamming tight against my ears, her body bowing forward, a long, broken cry torn from her chest. Fresh slick flooded my mouth, and I swallowed it mixed with the last of Dad’s seed, my throat working, my own cunt clenching in sympathetic pulses around nothing.

She rolled off me, gasping, giggling, and moaning, and collapsed onto the pillows.

I rose onto my elbows, my face glazed with her — chin to cheekbones, glistening in the firelight. I looked directly at my father.

“Come here.”

It wasn’t a request — an instruction.

My father’s expression shifted — surprise flickering, then something deeper, darker came — approval. He crossed the space between the beds in two strides, his cock jutting hard and heavy, and I pulled him down onto me, kissing him with Elise’s cum still coating my lips and tongue. He groaned into my mouth — tasting everything, tasting the proof of what I’d done, his tongue chasing the flavor while his hands gripped my thighs and spread them wide.

“Fuck me, Daddy. I need you inside me now. Not him — you.”

He was inside me before the last word landed — one long, devastating stroke that bottomed out at my cervix and drove the air from my lungs. The stretch was home. After Julian’s unfamiliar thickness, after Elise’s silk-soft tongue, my father’s cock felt like the resolution of a chord that had been hanging unfinished all night. Every vein, every ridge, every throb — I knew them. My body knew them. And the recognition sent a wave of emotion through me so strong that my eyes burned.

Dad fucked me hard. Not the slow lovemaking from last night — this was claiming — reclamation. His hips drove with a force that shoved me up the bed with each stroke, the wet slap of skin on skin filling the room, drowning out Evans’ piano, drowning out everything except the sound of my father pounding his cock into a cunt that was still full of another man’s cum.

The knowledge of that — of Julian’s seed being driven deeper inside me by Dad’s cock, of the mess mixing and roaming free — pushed me to the edge almost instantly. I wrapped my legs around his waist and pulled him deeper, my heels digging into his ass, my nails scoring lines down his back.

“Harder — fuck… please, Daddy, fuck me!”

Julian moved behind Elise on the other bed, entering her from behind with a groan that cut through my haze. I heard the wet impact of his hips against her ass, heard her gasp — and the sound of both couples fucking in the same room, the rhythms overlapping like two instruments finding a shared groove, created something that lived in my chest as much as my cunt.

Dad’s thumb found my throbbing clit — rough, precise, circling with the same certainty he brought to everything — and I shattered. The orgasm hit from everywhere at once — my cunt clamping around him in long, rolling spasms, my vision whiting out, squirt soaking his cock and his thighs and the sheets beneath us. I screamed his name — not Bill, not Dad — Daddy, the word ripped from somewhere primal, and I felt him respond to it, his hips stuttering, losing their rhythm, his control finally breaking.

“Gonna cum inside you, baby girl —”

“Yes — fill me — I need it, please —”

He buried his cock to the hilt and came with a sound I’d never heard him make — broken, almost pained, his cock pulsing deep and hard, flooding me with heat in thick, surging jets that I felt splash against my cervix and spread. His cum mixed with Julian’s inside me, two men’s seed swimming together in the deepest part of me, and the thought of it — the sheer, filthy, unprecedented reality of it — triggered a second orgasm that hit before the first had finished, my body convulsing around his cock as though trying to wring every last drop from him.

Dad collapsed against me, his forehead on my shoulder, his breath ragged and hot against my collarbone. I held him — both my arms locked around his back, my legs still wrapped tight, heels spurring, keeping him inside me where I needed him, where he belonged.

Across the room, Julian came inside Elise with a low groan — she moaned into the pillows, her fists bunched in the sheets — and then the room went quiet except for the sound of four people breathing and the piano, still playing, still cycling, Evans’ left hand steady as a heartbeat beneath the searching melody above.

Nobody moved for a long time.

The fire had burned low, embers glowing deep orange, with the occasional pop and shift of collapsing logs, the only interruption to the breathing and the music. I lay with Dad still inside me, his cock softening slowly, the mingled cum from two men leaking around the seal between us in a warm, steady trickle that pooled beneath my ass and soaked into the white cotton.

Elise was the first to stir. She rose from the other bed — slow, deliberate, the way she did everything — and crossed the space between us. She didn’t ask this time. She simply knelt beside our bed, her hand resting on the mattress near my hip, and waited.

I looked at her. Her dark curls were wrecked, her lips still swollen, mascara smudged at the corners of her eyes. She was the most beautiful thing I’d seen all night, and the thought arrived without resistance — no qualifier, no caveat, no but I’m not gay appended like a safety net. Just the fact of it, clean and unambiguous: I wanted her again. I wanted her always.

“May I clean you, Cassie?”

Her voice was soft, almost reverent.

Dad eased his cock out of me with a low groan — the withdrawal slow and careful, a thick rope of cum stretching between us before it snapped. My cunt gaped for a moment, the mess inside me shifting, beginning to spill. Elise watched it happen — the slow emergence of white from pink — with an expression of genuine fascination.

She lowered her mouth to my cunt.

Her tongue moved with a tenderness that made my chest ache — long, gentle strokes, lapping the mingled cum from my swollen folds, circling my oversensitive clit so lightly I barely felt it, then dipping inside my gaping hole to draw out what remained. She swallowed everything — Dad’s seed and Julian’s, my slick, the accumulated hours of the evening — cleaning me with the devoted patience of a ritual. Each swallow was audible in the quiet room, and each one sent a tremor through my spent body.

Julian sat at the foot of the bed, watching his wife eat two men’s cum from my cunt, his expression stripped of everything except love. Not lust — though that was there too — but something quieter and more durable. He was watching the woman he’d chosen for twenty years do something raw and intimate with a woman she’d met three hours ago, and what I saw on his face was pride.

I understood it because I’d felt it watching Elise suck Dad’s cock in the alcove. The specific pride of seeing someone you love be desired, be wanted, be worshipped by someone who recognizes their worth. It doesn’t diminish what you have. It confirms it.

When Elise finished, she pressed a single kiss to my inner thigh — light, almost chaste — and rested her cheek against my leg. Her breathing was slow and even. I threaded my fingers into her hair without thinking, the way you’d stroke a cat that had settled in your lap.

Dad watched us. His hand found my free one, his thumb rubbing slow circles across my knuckles — the same gesture he’d used every night this week, the same anchor, unchanged by everything that had happened around it.

Julian spoke first.

“Stay the night. The drive back in this snow would be foolish.”

He said it practically, but the warmth underneath was unmistakable.

Dad looked at me. I nodded, too spent for words.

We washed in shifts — Elise and I together in the en-suite, the water hot enough to sting, our hands moving over each other’s bodies with an intimacy that had nothing to do with arousal and everything to do with what we’d shared. She soaped my back, her palms sliding down my spine, her touch careful around the tender places — my inner thighs, my swollen cunt, the faint bruises already forming on my hips where Julian had gripped me in the alcove.

I washed her hair, and she closed her eyes and tipped her head back and made a sound so small and satisfied that it lodged in my memory beside the feeling of Dad’s heartbeat under my cheek.

“You’re not what I expected tonight, Cassie.”

She said it quietly, water running between us.

“What did you expect?”

“Someone performing. Someone who needed to prove she was okay with all of this. Most new couples try too hard — you can feel the effort, the smile that doesn’t reach the eyes.”

She opened her eyes and looked at me.

“You’re not performing, Cassie. You just… arrived.”

I didn’t know what to say to that, so I kissed her instead — slow, under the water, our bodies pressed together, and it felt like the truest thing I’d done all night.

We dried each other. I put on one of the robes hanging behind the door, and Elise wore the other. When we padded back into the bedroom, Dad and Julian had rearranged — both beds pushed close together, the gap between them bridged by a folded quilt. Practical, intimate, and safe — the kind of solution two men arrive at without discussion when they understand the same thing.

Dad sat against the headboard, his legs stretched out. Julian mirrored him on the adjacent bed. Between them, the shared space waited.

Elise climbed in beside Julian, curling against him, her head on his chest, her legs tangling with his. I went to Dad — as I always would, as I always had — and settled against him, my cheek finding the hollow below his collarbone that fit my skull like it had been carved for it.

His arm came around me. Heavy, certain, load-bearing.

“Tell me something, Cassie.”

His voice was quiet enough that the others might not hear, though I suspected they could.

“What did you feel? Not during the sex — after. When Elise was between your legs just now, licking and swallowing. What was in your head?”

I thought about it and figured I owed him the truth.

“I felt like myself. Not a better version or a worse version. Just — the actual one. The one that wants you and wants her and doesn’t need those things to cancel each other out.”

His chest rose and fell beneath my cheek.

“That’s the answer I was hoping for.”

“Is it the right one?”

“There isn’t a right one. But it’s the honest one, and that’s what matters.”

The fire was almost out. Through the windows, the snow had stopped — the sky clearing, stars emerging sharp and absolute against the black, the mountains reduced to vast dark shapes that held the valley like cupped hands. Evans had given way to something I didn’t recognize from the speakers — solo bass, arco, the bow drawn slowly across the strings in a melody that rose and fell like breathing. It was the kind of music that doesn’t ask you to listen — it simply exists beside you, like weather, like the sound of someone you love sleeping with.

I pressed closer to Dad, feeling his heartbeat steady and strong beneath my ear.

Julian’s voice drifted across the joined beds, already half-swallowed by sleep.

“Same time tomorrow? Or sooner?”

Elise murmured something against his chest — an answer or a laugh, I couldn’t tell.

Dad’s lips brushed my hair.

“We’ll see.”

But I knew both men would fuck me before dawn. Not because the sex demanded it — though it would, and we’d answer — but because something had happened tonight that went beyond the physical. A connection had been made between four people who understood the same things about desire and trust and the terrifying, exhilarating work of letting someone see you completely.

Julian and Elise weren’t strangers anymore. They were something I didn’t have a category for yet — not friends exactly, not lovers in the way Dad and I were lovers, but something adjacent to both.

The bass played on, low and patient.

I closed my eyes.

I was still his — always his. But now I felt expanded. Not diluted by what I’d shared tonight, but concentrated, the way a flame burns hotter when you narrow the aperture. Everything I’d done — Julian’s cock inside me, Elise’s mouth on my cunt, my tongue harvesting my father’s cum from another woman’s body — all of it had burned away something I didn’t need anymore: the fear that loving others would subtract from loving him.

It didn’t subtract. It proved.

I fell asleep in my father’s arms, in a stranger’s house, in the mountains, carrying two men’s seed inside me and a woman’s kiss still cooling on my lips — and I felt, for the first time in my life, entirely complete.

The music played on.

The mountains held still.

And tomorrow waited — patient, unresolved, full of everything we hadn’t yet become.


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

I woke to the particular hush of snow outside and bodies breathing inside. The joined beds felt like Love Island; I was centered between Dad and Julian, Elise curled against her husband’s back like a comma. Firelight had died to embers, but the room still held warmth — skin, breath, the faint mineral tang of sex that never quite leaves a space after a night like last night.

Dad was already half-hard pressing against my ass, his cock nestled in the crease where thigh meets cheek, thick and comforting. Julian stirred on my other side, his heavier shaft resting along my hip, twitching once as consciousness returned. Elise’s eyes were open across the pillows; she watched me with a quiet, knowing smile, green eyes luminous in the low light. She hadn’t been asleep. She’d been waiting.

She reached across Julian’s chest and traced one fingertip down the center of my sternum, slow enough to raise goosebumps. Her voice was barely above a whisper.

“Are you ready to fuck both of them at once, sweet girl?”

My cunt clenched at the words. I felt cum from last night dribble onto my thigh — her husband’s cum, Dad’s cum, my own slick fused into something sticky and intimate. I nodded once, small and certain.

Dad’s arm tightened around my waist. He kissed the nape of my neck, his lips lingering.

“Tell us how you want it, baby girl.”

I swallowed. The room felt suddenly smaller, the air thicker.

“On my back. One fucking my pussy, one fucking my mouth. Then switch. I want to feel both of you stretch me, fill me, own me at the same time.”

Julian exhaled roughly. Elise’s smile widened — proud, almost maternal in its tenderness.

“Good girl,” she murmured. “Let them take care of you. I’ll be right here watching.”

Dad rolled me gently onto my back. The quilt bunched beneath me. He settled between my thighs, spreading them wide with his palms, thumbs parting my swollen pussy lips so the cool air kissed the mess still leaking from me. Julian knelt at my head, his thick cock brushing my cheek. I tilted my head back sharply, my lips parting.

Dad entered me first — fucking me slow and deliberate, using their semen as lubricant — one long slide of his incredible cock dragged through my tingling cunt walls like an awakening until he bottomed out while I licked precum from Julian’s head.

It tasted delicious, and I loved the burn on my tongue.

The stretch was exquisite: a familiar shape inside me, reaching a familiar depth, but knowing another man’s cock waited at my lips made every inch fucking my cunt feel new. Julian fed his sticky crown past my lips, careful not to choke me yet, letting me adjust to the girth while Dad began to move with long, unhurried strokes that dragged every vein along my walls.

Elise knelt beside us, one hand stroking my hair, the other tracing lazy circles around my nipple.

“I love watching my husband fuck, and you are worth fucking.”

I wanted her too — a finger on my clit, maybe massaging my ring, perhaps even fucking it — but I feared pushing too far, being the youngest, least experienced, and flooded with hormones that took me to the edge of decency. The memory of licking her cum-filled pussy hours ago still burned on my tongue like a taste I hadn’t finished swallowing. I was in no man’s land — Dad’s voice was my anchor.

“Take Julian’s cock deeper, darling. Let us both fuck your holes.”

Fuck. I want it.

I slackened my jaw and moaned around Julian’s shaft, the vibration making him groan. Dad picked up his pace — fucking me deeper, harder — his hips snapping forward until his balls slapped wetly against my ass. Julian matched the rhythm, fucking my mouth in shallow thrusts, his hand cradling the back of my head so I could take more cock in my throat without gagging.

My tonsils burned while my cunt clenched around Dad’s cock.

This was me.

Both men moved together — finding each other’s rhythm the way two musicians lock into a groove without rehearsal. Julian fucked me gently, Dad much harder. I glanced at Elise, my eyes pleading, and she read it.

Her finger slid between Dad and me, and she found my clit, gently rubbing the tip. I wanted more cock down my throat, to be fucked harder, owned and ruined completely. I did everything: tilted my head back until my neck ached, straightening the line from my lips down my throat.

Julian knew, and he helped me — thumbs at my ears, hands cradling the back of my head, getting every millimeter of straightness he could.

When he fucked my throat deep, his balls rested on my eyes, my nose filled with the scent of old cum that matted in his pubic bush.

I was in heaven and growled as I milked my lover’s cock.

Julian pulled his cock out of my mouth with a wet pop; Dad pulled free of my cunt. They traded places in seconds. Julian notched his thicker head at my entrance and pushed in steadily — the stretch different, blunter, forcing my walls to yield in a new way. Dad fed his cock between my lips; I tasted myself on him, salty-sweet, mixed with the ghost of Elise from earlier.

The switch did something to me — symbolically perhaps, sexually certainly, but also in my head. I was becoming Cassie. The girl who was always under the girl who always wore panties.

Julian fucked my cunt harder than Dad had — with punishing strokes that made my breasts bounce, his balls smacking against my ass with every thrust. Dad held my head steady, sliding his cock deep enough that I gagged softly, tears pricking my eyes, drool running down my chin.

Elise leaned in, kissed the corner of my mouth, licked around Dad’s shaft, then licked the tears from my cheek.

“I want to finger your ass.”

“Mmm.”

Julian lifted my legs by both ankles, improving the angle, fucking me deeper, but importantly, exposing my anus. I relaxed, terrified of doing anything that might discourage Elise from fingering me there.

“Such a beautiful woman, Cassie. You’re dominating them.”

The praise hit like a spark to dry grass. My cunt clenched violently around Julian; he groaned, hips stuttering. Dad fucked my throat deeper, saliva laced with precum dribbling down my cheeks and chin.

Then Elise found my pucker, using cream from my clit, working it into the ridges. I relaxed my hole in what could only be described as begging for it. Her smile said it, my whimper confirmed it, and as Dad fucked my throat and Julian rode my cunt, Elise slid two fingers knuckle-deep inside my back passage.

The fullness felt like bliss — more than bliss. It was right. I felt full. Fuller than ever, and in that moment, my truth was realized. She watched me carefully, scissoring her fingers inside me, gaping the hole that Dad’s cock and my plug had been training all week.

Elise looked at her husband.

“Gonna cum inside her again, Ell.”

“Not yet,” Elise urged. “She wants her ass filled too.”

“How do you know?”

“Just slow down.”

I thanked God she understood. Elise was right — I needed my ass fucked open. I craved the fullness in all three holes, and I understood what she meant by dominating them. I was being used, but that was my power. Not tenderness — something rawer and more ancient. The power of a woman who chooses to be taken and, in choosing, holds every man in the room by the root.

Elise spat where her fingers fucked my back passage, and the squelching sound joined the chorus of my cunt and throat. Between the slap of balls against my forehead, I saw my father’s face — wrecked with ecstasy, shining with love — and he held my head securely, lovingly, and fucked my throat like it was my cunt.

Dad’s hand tightened in my hair.

“Cum with them, baby girl. Let me feel you milk him while you drink my cum.”

My body said yes.

I shattered — hard, sudden, and violently, my whole body locking as waves of pleasure rolled through me. Elise drove a thumb alongside her fingers, wedging my hole wide while my cunt spasmed around her husband’s pounding cock. He buried himself balls deep, pressed his crown hard against my cervix like a branding iron until my eyes watered, and he came with a broken sound — thick pulses of hot, sticky seed flooding me, adding to the mess already inside.

My throat involuntarily contracted, triggering Dad. He fucked my throat with deep strokes — once, twice — then held my head still and emptied his semen down my throat in long, salty ropes. I swallowed greedily, milking him with my tongue until he shuddered and pulled free, a final bead of cum landing on my lower lip.

Elise caught it with a fingertip from her spare hand, brought it to her own mouth, sucked it clean while holding my gaze — her fingers and thumb still buried deep inside my ass.

She smiled, and I understood what my friends meant. A woman knows.

Julian eased his cock out slowly. Cum leaked from me in a thick stream, pooling beneath my ass. Elise dipped two fingers into the mess and brought them to my lips. I sucked them clean — tasting both men, tasting myself, tasting the night and the morning it had become.

Dad gathered me against his chest, kissed my temple, my cheek, my mouth — slow, reverent.

“You’re incredible,” he whispered. “Always. I am so proud.”

Elise curled against my other side, her hand resting lightly on my stomach. Julian settled behind her. For a long moment, no one spoke. Just breathing, skin on skin, the fire’s last embers popping softly.

We didn’t rush off like lovers fleeing the night. Dawn came slowly through the windows — pale blue light filtering across snow-heavy pines. Eventually hunger won, and we padded downstairs in robes, barefoot on warm slate.

Julian took the lead in the kitchen — eggs, thick-cut bacon, sourdough toasted over the gas flame. Elise brewed coffee dark enough to stand a spoon in. Dad and I sat at the island, our thighs touching, his hand resting on my knee under the counter like always. The normalcy of it — his thumb on my kneecap, the smell of bacon fat, Julian humming something I almost recognized — felt more intimate than anything we’d done in the dark.

Conversation stayed light at first: trail conditions after the fresh snow, whether the upper ridge would be rideable, and how the hot tub had held heat all night despite the cold. Then Elise slid a plate in front of me and brushed my hair behind my ear.

“You okay this morning?”

She asked it quietly, just for me.

I nodded.

“More than okay. I feel… settled. Like I know what I want now.”

She smiled — soft, real.

“That’s rare after a night like last night.”

“Thank you for—”

“I know what for, Cassie. I will know next time, too.”

Next time.

That sat between us like a warm beat — a door left ajar rather than thrown open, the kind of invitation that doesn’t need an RSVP.

We ate in comfortable quiet for a while. Dad’s thumb traced slow circles on my knee. Julian watched us with easy affection — no possessiveness, just the particular warmth of a man who had shared something real and was letting the morning settle around it without forcing shape onto it.

Later, while the men cleared plates, Elise pulled me to the window overlooking the valley. Snow glittered under weak sunlight. She rested her chin on my shoulder.

“I didn’t expect to like you this much, Cassie.”

I turned my head, our cheeks brushing.

“Same.”

She kissed me — brief, sweet, no heat behind it. Just an acknowledgement. What we were to each other had its own shape now — not love, not friendship exactly, but something that lived between those words and didn’t need to be forced into either.

“Whatever happens next,” she murmured, “thank you for letting me be part of it.”

I squeezed her hand and smiled, something catching in my chest — gratitude and surprise arriving together.

“Thank you for showing me I could want more than one thing at a time.”

We showered together — four naked bodies cleaning each other, caressing rather than playing. Hands moved with a reverence that surprised me. The night had meant something to all of them, and knowing that — knowing I wasn’t the only one still carrying it — filled me with a quiet confidence I hadn’t expected.

We dressed slowly. Packed even slower. No one wanted to break the spell.

At the door, Julian handed Dad a small card — matte black with an embossed 7, same as the club. On the back, in neat script: their personal numbers.

“No pressure, Bill. Just… if you’re ever in the mood for jazz and company. Here, there, anywhere.”

Dad tucked it into his wallet without looking at it.

“We’ll call.”

Elise hugged me last — long and tight, her cheek against mine. The shift in her was subtle but unmistakable: she held me the way women hold each other when something has passed between them that men wouldn’t think to name. I leaned into it and let it mean what it meant.

“You’re going to be fine in this lifestyle,” she whispered. “Better than fine.”

I kissed her once — our lips soft and lingering — then stepped back into Dad’s side. Attached, detached, and reattached.

We walked to the truck in silence. Snow crunched under boots. When I climbed inside, I glanced back: Julian’s arm wrapped around Elise’s waist, both of them standing in the open doorway, backlit by warm light. They raised their hands in a small wave. We waved back.

“Friends with benefits.”

“What was that, honey?”

“Sorry, Dad… I said friends with benefits.”

“Yes. That’s healthy. Like Mom.”

“I am like Mom.”

“And she was like you.”

The truck rolled down the drive. The house shrank in the mirror until it was just another shape against the white.

Dad reached over and laced his fingers through mine.

“Are you good?”

I squeezed once.

“Very.”

We didn’t talk much on the drive back to Deer Lodge. Jazz 88.5 found us again — something mid-tempo, walking bass under a bright trumpet line. Familiar terrain. The signal faded once through a pass and came back stronger on the other side, the way it always did up here — music disappearing and returning like a thought you lose and find again, changed slightly by the gap.

We hit the trail an hour later. Fresh powder over yesterday’s tracks, the pines heavy with it, branches bowed low enough that I had to duck through corridors of white that dumped cold loads down my neck when I clipped them. I rode ahead this time, legs burning, lungs cold, the bike responding like an extension of my body.

Every root and rock sent a jolt through me. My cunt was still tender — swollen from being stretched by two cocks in the same hour — and the saddle found every bruise. The chamois of my shorts darkened within the first kilometer, both men’s cum still working its way out of me with each pedal stroke, mixing with the ache that sat low and deep like a second heartbeat. My thighs felt heavy and marked, and I smiled at the trail ahead, pleased that the night had written itself into my body.

The technical section on the lower ridge nearly caught me — a rock garden that dropped into a rooted off-camber traverse, the kind of feature where sore thighs betray you if your weight shifts half a second late. My quads screamed on the entry, and for a moment, the bike wanted to wash out, the front wheel skating on a wet root. I caught it — hips back, outside pedal down, the correction instinctive — and cleaned the section with my heart hammering.

Dad stayed close behind — not protective, just present. When I cleared the traverse, he let out a low whistle of approval that travelled straight to my clit. Some things hadn’t changed. I hoped they never would.

We stopped at the same clearing as before. No sex this time. Just leaned our bikes against the boulder, breath fogging between us. I pressed my back to his chest, and his arms came around me, wrapping and cupping my stomach, his chin resting on my shoulder.

“Do you still feel them?”

He asked it softly.

“A little. Their heat, mostly. I know Julian is still inside me — but I feel you the most.”

“Do you feel calmer?”

“Very much, Daddy.”

He kissed the side of my neck.

“Good.”

A pause. The pines creaked under their snow load. Somewhere far off, a bird I couldn’t identify called twice and went silent.

“Repeatable?”

The word sat in the cold air between us. It wasn’t a casual question. It was the hinge — the moment where an experiment becomes a practice, where a night becomes a life.

I let it sit for a few seconds. Not because I was uncertain, but because the answer deserved the weight of being considered before it was spoken.

“Definitely.”

His arms tightened around me. He didn’t say anything else. He didn’t need to. I felt his exhale against my neck — slow, deep, the kind of breath a man releases when something he’s been holding for a long time finally finds a place to rest.

We rode the rest of the loop hard — gravity pulling us downhill, wind stinging cheeks, the particular joy of moving fast over ground we both knew by heart. My body hurt in the best way: used, tired, alive.

Back at the lodge, we showered together — slowly, without urgency. Hot water pounded my shoulders while my father’s hands moved over me with the same deliberate care he’d always shown, now layered with everything we’d learned this week. He soaped the places that were sore without asking which they were. I leaned into his palms and let the water carry the last physical traces of the night — Julian’s cum, trail grit, the particular salt that collects between bodies that have been pressed together for hours — down the drain.

Afterward, we wrapped up in robes and sat on the private deck with coffee and the last of the Burgundy from two nights ago. The bottle felt like an artifact from a different era — we’d opened it the evening before the club, before Julian and Elise, before I knew what I looked like with two men’s seed inside me and a woman’s kiss drying on my lips.

The lake was still frozen. Mountains were sharp against a pale sky.

I leaned into his side.

“What surprised you most, Dad?”

He didn’t answer immediately. He turned his glass, watching the wine catch the low sun, and I let the silence do what silence does between us — hold space for the honest thing to find its way out.

“How natural it felt to watch you with them. Not easy — I wanted to drag you out of that alcove and fuck you against the wall every time Julian touched you. But it felt… right. Like watching you discover something real about yourself made me love you more. Not less.”

I swallowed.

“I thought the jealousy would break me when you came inside Elise. It didn’t. It sharpened everything. Watching her take your cock, watching her face when you fucked her — I kept waiting for the blade, and instead I got this… fierce, stupid pride. Like she was borrowing what’s mine, and I could afford to let her.”

He kissed my temple.

“And Elise?”

I smiled against his shoulder and let the question sit for a moment.

“I like her. A lot. Not love — not like us. But something I didn’t have a name for until this week. She showed me I can want a woman’s tongue inside me and still come home to you.”

He nodded slowly.

I looked out at the mountains. The light was shifting — that late-afternoon quality where shadows lengthen and everything turns the color of honey, and the world looks exactly the way it sounds when Bill Evans plays a major seventh chord and lets it ring.

“Dad.”

“Yes, darling?”

“I want more nights like last night. Not always — sometimes just us, slow, the way it was before the club. But I want to keep exploring. I need it, and I think you do too.”

He didn’t deny it. He just listened.

“I want to come home to Ella’s with you. Dance slow blues. Go upstairs and fuck like we’re the only two people in the world. And then, maybe — on our terms, when it’s right — invite someone else onto our ground. Not the mountains. Home.”

He turned my face to his. His eyes were dark, steady, the same eyes that had watched me learn to ride a bike, watched me cry at Mom’s funeral, watched me shave my cunt bare for him four nights ago.

“Then that’s what we’ll do.”

He kissed me — slow, deep, the kind of kiss that functions as a signature on a document neither of us needed to write down.

“Together. Always checking in. Always coming back to this.”

I rested my forehead against his.

“Promise?”

“Promise.”

The sun dropped lower, painting the snow rose-gold. Jazz drifted from inside the suite — something gentle and searching, the right hand reaching above a steady left, the way Evans always played — as though the answer was just one more phrase away, always almost arriving, never quite landing, and that was the beauty of it.

We sat there until the cold drove us in.

Inside, I stopped at the window and looked out at the valley one last time. Tomorrow we’d pack the truck and point it toward home. Back to the city, back to Ella’s, back to the life that now had to hold everything this week had opened. It wouldn’t be the same hallway, the same kitchen, the same marble floor where I tiptoed in late from jazz clubs. I’d be walking across it differently now — carrying the weight and the lightness of knowing exactly who I was and what I wanted and who I wanted it with.

The mountains would still be here. Julian and Elise would still be a phone call away. And whatever came next — whoever came next — I’d meet it the way I met the rock garden on the lower ridge today: committed, my weight-centered, trusting the line.

Dad’s arm came around me from behind. His chin found my shoulder.

“What are you thinking?”

I leaned back into him.

“I’m thinking about Ella’s. About what it’ll feel like to walk through those doors again, knowing what I know now.”

“Different?”

“Better. Bigger.”

He kissed my neck, and I closed my eyes, and the jazz played on — patient and unresolved, the way all the best music is, the way we were — still becoming, still moving, still reaching for the note that would make everything before it make sense.
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