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Chapter One

◆◆◆

Molly’s Point of View

I waved at Brad as he left with his team. He’d fucked me half an hour ago, pleading for one more time inside me. My ladies had serviced him and his crew for the two weeks it took to finish the east wing.

I could give him one more time. They’d done a great job.

As I stood on the gravel, watching the van disappear, I smiled. I still had his cum leaking from my cunt, soaking into the second pair of panties I’d worn today. There was more inside me too.

I’d stopped caring.

Dad placed a hand on my shoulder.

“You’re glad to see the back of him.”

“In some ways. He’s not all bad. The girls said—“

I stopped and looked at him.

“Is it bad that Brad fucked me with your cum still inside me, Dad?”

“I don’t think so. What’s bad anymore? I never thought my life would turn in this direction — now I’m spending hours every day with a lady who arrives in a tweed skirt, then dresses in leather and teaches me how to tie a girl up, spank her, and fuck her.”

I laughed.

“Did you fuck her?”

“Oh yes. Twice yesterday. Once so far today.”

I looked at him. His sleeves were rolled to his elbows. Dust from the construction still on his forearms. But his hands were different. Something in how he held them now — looser, more deliberate. Hands that had learned a new trade.

“What’s it like, Dad? Fucking a woman while she’s tied up?”

“Audrey dangles from a beam. I have a remote control attached to a winch so I can lower her down. I bind her around the breasts, spread her legs apart using wall-mounted hooks and ropes, and I fuck her.”

“Do you want to fuck me that way, Daddy?”

“Yes.”

“I have time before I go over tomorrow’s guest list with Angie and Nell. Come on. Let’s do this.”

We walked through the east wing. The corridor still smelled of fresh plaster and paint — Brad’s crew had been gone less than an hour, and their work was everywhere. Clean lines, flush panels, the geometry of men who’d been well paid and well fucked.

The dungeon was the last door on the left. Dad had designed everything himself — drawn the specs before Brad poured the first footing.

He opened the door.

It was smaller than I expected. Stone walls, whitewashed. A single beam ran the width of the ceiling — not decorative, structural, bolted to the joists above with steel plates countersunk into the timber.

It was an architect’s beam with a motorized winch mounted at its center. A remote control sat on a shelf by the door — matte black, two buttons, up and down. Four steel rings were bolted into the walls at hip height, two on each side, spaced wide enough to hold a woman open so she could be used.

“I feel it, Dad.”

“Submission and domination?”

“Yes, but not scary.”

The rope was three coils of jute hung from hooks on the far wall — dark gold, waxed, each one thirty feet or more. The smell hit me before I reached them. Earth and fiber and something warm, almost like tea. I touched one. Rough under my fingertips but not sharp — conditioned, the fibers worked flat.

“Audrey brought the rope. Japanese jute. She conditions it herself — beeswax and oil. I have ordered more.”

“It smells a little bit like the stables.”

He looked at me.

A walnut platform stood against the back wall — three steps up, the right height for a man standing behind a woman suspended at his hips. Brad’s crew had built it from the same wood as the mounting block. Beside it, a low chest — open, holding lube, a folded towel, medical scissors with blunted tips.

“The scissors?”

“If anything goes wrong, you cut the rope, not untie it. Audrey’s first rule.”

“Will she be teaching you more?”

“It will take months to master this.”

I looked at the beam, the winch, the rings in the walls, the rope.

“You built this for me, Dad.”

“I built it for us.”

‘For you to fuck me here?”

“Yes.”

I pulled Dad’s t-shirt over my head. Pushed my panties down — the wet cotton clinging to my cunt lips, Brad’s cum and my own slick bonding the fabric to skin. The small sticky sound of it peeling away.

Dad watched.

I stood naked in front of him. Eighteen, freshly fucked by another man, the evidence still wet on my inner thighs.

“Stand in the center. Under the beam.”

I walked to the spot beneath the winch. The concrete was smooth and warm under my feet — sealed, heated from below, Brad’s work from last week.

“Eleanor will have an opinion on this.”

“You can show her tomorrow, Molly.”

“She’s coming here to be fucked, Dad.”

“Will you watch?”

“Will I watch my grandmother gangbanged for four hours?” I grinned and nodded. “Fuck yeah.”

Dad took the first coil from the wall. He found the bight — the doubled-over center — and stepped behind me.

“Arms up, Molly.”

I raised them. His hands came around me from behind, and the first loop of rope crossed my sternum above my breasts. I felt the jute land on my skin. Rough. Warm. The fibers pressed into the soft tissue, and I could feel each individual strand through the twist.

“When you cum it will explode.”

“Will the rope expand?”

“No. You will. You won’t be able to move away from it. Every contraction, every sensation—you’ll feel all of it.”

He wrapped me. Two passes above the breasts, two below, each one pulled through the bight at my spine and cinched. The rope framed my breasts — pressed them forward, the flesh swelling between the upper and lower wraps, nipples hardening against the air.

His fingers slid under each wrap. Two fingers, checking the gap between rope and skin. He could have been checking a beam tolerance.

“Too tight?”

“No.”

“Tell me if it changes. Anywhere.”

He tied the chest harness off at my spine — a flat knot, neat, the tails running down my back. I could feel the structure already. The rope holding me, containing me, pressing into places where clothing had been a minute ago.

“Now the hips.”

Dad used a second coil. He knelt behind me and wrapped my waist — one loop, two, creating a belt of jute that sat on my hip bones. His breath on the small of my back. His knuckles against my spine as he threaded and cinched.

Then the crotch rope.

He ran a single line from the hip wrap at my spine, down between my ass cheeks, and through between my legs. The jute dragged across my asshole and I flinched — not pain, surprise. The rough fiber against the thin skin sent a pulse straight into my pelvis. He pulled the rope forward, and it settled into the groove of my cunt.

“Dad. I like it.”

“Good.”

He adjusted the line — shifted it a fraction so the rope sat against my swollen cunt lips rather than between them. But every micro-movement dragged jute across swollen tissue. I was already wet — Brad’s cum and mine — and the rope absorbed it, darkening where it pressed against me.

He tied the crotch rope to the hip wrap in front, just above my pubic bone. The tension was constant. Not sharp — a steady, insistent pressure against my cunt that I could feel in the roots of my teeth.

“Now your legs.”

He used a third coil. He wrapped my right thigh — three loops, cinched, a tail running free. Same on the left. Each wrap compressed the muscle, the jute biting gently into the soft flesh of my inner thighs.

He stood back. I could feel his eyes on me the same way I could feel the rope.

“You’re beautiful, Molly.”

He wasn’t admiring me. He was reading the structure — checking lines, tension, geometry. The architect reviewing his work before it took the load.

He clipped the chest harness to the winch cable with a steel carabiner. The click was sharp and final. Then he ran ropes from each thigh wrap to the rings on the walls, one on each side, leaving slack.

He picked up the remote.

“Are you ready?”

“Yes.”

The winch hummed.

The cable drew taut above me. I felt the tension transfer — the chest harness tightening, the rope above my breasts pressing harder, the rope below lifting, and my weight began to shift from my feet to the jute around my torso.

My toes left the floor.

Dad moved me slowly. The winch lifted me inch by inch, my body tilting forward as the suspension point took the load. My feet dangled, my legs swung free, and the room changed.

I was hanging.

Face down.

“Audrey says she’s known brides to be roped up like this while the groom and his party all take a turn fucking her.”

“I want to talk to you about weddings.”

He squatted and looked at me.

“Not ours, Dad.” I laughed, and the rope tightened. “I mean running wedding events. I had an idea. Invite a dozen couples about to get married and have a key party. Swingers will love it.”

“Later. Fuck now. Talk later.”

The chest harness held my torso — the rope biting deeper now, the wraps compressing under my own weight. My breasts pushed through the gap between the upper and lower ropes, flushed and swelling, my rock-hard nipples pointing at the floor. My back arched — the hip wrap pulling my pelvis back while the chest harness held my shoulders forward.

Dad tightened the leg ropes.

He pulled the slack from each side, opening me up—right leg toward the right wall, left toward the left — until my thighs spread apart and the wall anchors held the tension. The stretch burned through my inner thighs, my groin, the crease where leg met pelvis. My sticky lips parted, and my cunt opened to the room. The crotch rope pulled taut between the hip wrap and the chest harness, dragging across my clit with a friction that made me gasp.

“Dad.”

“Too wide?”

“No. The rope. It’s pressing down on my clit.”

“I know. Audrey warned me about that.”

He adjusted the spread — pulling my legs a fraction wider, which eased the crotch rope’s direct pressure on my clit. Now it sat against my lips, a ridge of rough fiber pressed into the wet, swollen tissue on either side of my entrance.

“You have to be careful not to string a girl up wrongly because it will hurt her and the guy fucking her.”

“I feel as if my hole is free.”

Dad slid a finger inside me, then offered it to me to suck.

“You’re good, Molly.”

I sucked his finger.

I hung.

The room was quiet. The winch had stopped. The only sounds were my breathing — faster than it should have been — and the creak of rope adjusting to my weight.

Every contact point burned.

Not pain — information. The rope above my breasts pressing into the soft tissue between breast and collarbone. The rope below compressing the undercurve, pushing my breasts together and forward.

The hip wrap felt hard on my hip bones. The crotch rope — a permanent, unrelenting presence against my cunt that pulsed with every heartbeat. The thigh wraps squeezing muscle, blood pushing against the compression.

And the stretch. My legs were apart — not painfully, but completely. I could feel air on my cunt, on my asshole, on every exposed fold. I was open. I couldn’t close. The wall anchors held me spread, and the angles of my body — chest forward, pelvis back, legs wide — presented me like something he’d designed.

I tried to move.

The ropes absorbed it and sent it back. Every squirm shifted the crotch rope, every twist tightened the chest harness, every attempt to close my legs pulled the wall anchors. The more I moved, the more the rope moved against me.

So I stopped.

And something happened.

The tension in my shoulders released. My breathing slowed. The burn of the rope became warmth. The stretch in my thighs became weight carried by something other than me. The chest harness held my ribcage, and I realized I wasn’t fighting for breath — the rope was breathing with me, tightening on the exhale, loosening on the inhale, the fibers moving with my body instead of against it.

I closed my eyes.

The room disappeared.

The construction noise that had filled the last two weeks — gone. The guest list. The bookings. The phone calls. Maria’s menus. The questions that stacked up every morning before coffee. All of it fell away, stripped by the rope the same way the rope had stripped my clothes.

I was held.

Not by my father’s arms. By his engineering. By the beam he’d specced and the winch he’d installed and the knots he’d learned from a woman in leather who arrived in tweed. By rope that smelled like earth and tea.

“Molly.”

“I’m here.”

“Where did you go?”

“Somewhere quiet.”

My father’s hand was on my hip. Warm, broad, steady. His touch pulled me back — not all the way, but enough to feel the room again. His other hand ran along the rope at my spine, checking.

“Everything feels right. No numbness?”

“None.”

“Move your fingers and toes?”

I wiggled them.

“All good, Daddy.”

“Can you feel the ropes on your chest?”

“Every one.”

“The crotch rope?”

“Dad, I haven’t stopped feeling the crotch rope since you put it there. It’s warming me up.”

He laughed. Low, warm. Not a rigger’s laugh, not a dom’s laugh — my father’s laugh. The one I’d heard at breakfast tables and birthday mornings and the back seat of the Chevelle at three in the morning.

I heard him step onto the platform behind me.

“I’m going to move the crotch rope.”

His fingers found the line where it pressed against my cunt. He loosened the front anchor, and I felt the tension drop. He shifted the rope to one side, tucking it into the crease between my right lip and thigh. The sudden absence was almost worse — my clit, compressed for minutes, throbbed free in the air.

“You’re very wet, Molly.”

“Brad’s cum. And mine. And yours from this morning.”

“I know.”

“Do you like fucking sloppy seconds, Daddy?”

“I love fucking you. End of story.”

I heard his belt. The buckle, the leather sliding through loops, the denim dropping. The sound I’d first heard in the basement against the fuck table — the sound that meant he was getting his cock out.

His hands gripped the hip wrap — not my skin, the rope. He pulled me backward, and I swung on the cable, the harness creaking, my body gliding through the air toward him.

His cock pressed against my entrance.

The head was wide and smooth and familiar — the flared crown I knew better than any shape in the world. He held me by the rope and pulled me onto him.

My father slid his cock inside me.

The first inch spread me open around his crown — I was soaked, Brad’s cum mixing with my slick, and his head pushed through the mess and into the grip of my walls. I felt the ridge of his crown drag against the inside of my lips, and he pulled the rope harder.

I swung back onto him.

“Oh fuck, Dad.”

“Good?”

“Incredible. I am sliding on and off your cock.”

He was going deep, not penetration, not yet, but his angle opened me up—three inches, then five. The upward curve found my front wall and pressed, and my arms went rigid, fingers splaying. Seven inches, and I felt the stretch deepen — the fullness that meant Dad and only Dad, the length that reached places Brad hadn’t touched half an hour ago.

“Give me all of your cock, Daddy.”

He pulled the rope and swung me onto him. The last two inches of rock-hard cock slid inside me, and his pelvis pressed flush against my ass. I had nine inches of my Dad inside me. His balls rested against the swollen mess of my cunt, and I could feel Brad’s cum displaced — pushed deeper, pooling around my father’s cock, the mixture of two men leaking around the seal of my cunt lips and dripping.

The rope held me there.

I couldn’t move toward him or away from him. The harness held my torso, the wall anchors held my legs, and his hands on the hip rope held my cunt on his cock. I was full, spread, and suspended, and the only moving part was him.

He pulled back.

The crown dragged against my walls — slow, deliberate, the rim catching on every ridge inside me. Then he gripped the rope and swung me onto him again.

The physics were different from anything I’d felt before. Not the solid collision of bodies on a bed, not the raw leverage of the fuck table. Pendular. My body arcing on the cable, his cock the fixed point, the rope translating every thrust into a whole-body experience.

When he drove his cock balls deep inside me, the harness swung me forward — the chest ropes tightened, my breasts compressed, the jute biting into the soft tissue above them. When he pulled me back, the leg ropes took the tension — my thighs stretched wider, the spread deepening, my cunt opening further around his shaft.

And the crotch rope—it had shifted to one side but still there — dragged across my right lip with every swing. Rough fiber scraping swollen tissue on a rhythm that matched his strokes.

“Dad.”

“I’m here.”

“I can’t move.”

“I know.”

“This is incredible. I’m being taken. Fuck me harder.”

His grip on the rope tightened, and the strokes shortened as my father fucked me faster and deeper, the sound of his cock inside me filling the room. Wet, dense, the slap of his pelvis against my ass on every backstroke.

Every thrust rocked the harness. The breast wraps tightened and released. The thigh ropes pulled and slackened. My body swung on the cable, and the winch bolt took the stress, and the beam took the bolt, and the joists took the beam, and somewhere above me the architecture of the house held me dangling at the perfect height for my father to fuck me.

He was an architect.

He’d calculated the load.

“Daddy, I’m close.”

“I know. I can feel you tightening.”

My cunt gripped him — involuntary, the first climactic wave reaching the muscles before it reached my brain. My walls clenched around his shaft, and I felt every ridge of him, every vein, the flared rim pressed against my front wall.

“Cum for me, Molly.”

It started in my cunt and traveled outward through the ropes. Every muscle clenched — thighs pulling against the wall anchors, arms rigid, fingers curled, stomach contracting against the hip wrap.

The ropes held.

My body tried to curl inward, and the harness kept me open, kept me spread, held me in the position he’d designed while the orgasm tore through me.

I screamed. Not a word. The sound that comes from a body that can’t move and can’t stop coming and has nothing left to do but make noise.

Dad fucked me hard for three more strokes — deep, each one landing against my cervix. His cock swelled. I felt the first pulse before I heard his groan — a hot jet hitting the deepest part of me, his cum mixing with Brad’s, the mixture of two men pooling where his head met my cervix.

Dad came inside me. I felt pulse after pulse, his hips grinding against my ass, the rope creaking as the harness absorbed the force. His hands moved from the hip rope to my skin — gripping my hips, sliding up my back, reaching under the chest harness to cup my breasts, palms warm against the swollen, rope-marked flesh.

He held me. His cock still inside me, softening, his chest against my back. The cable swayed. The jute creaked.

“Daddy.”

“Yeah?”

“Don’t take me down yet.”

He didn’t.

My father stood behind me while his cock softened and slipped free, and his cum ran down my thighs — warm, thick, mixing with Brad’s and my own arousal in a slow mess that dripped to the concrete below. He wiped me gently with the towel — between my legs, around the rope, the inside of my thighs.

He walked around to face me.

From his eye level, I was hanging at chest height. Hair hanging down. Face flushed. Breasts pushed through the ropes — swollen, red-marked, nipples hard and dark. He knelt and looked into my eyes.

“How do you feel?”

“Like I found something.”

“What?”

“I don’t know yet. But it’s here.”

He picked up the remote. The winch hummed, and I descended — the cable lowering me toward the floor. My weight shifted from the harness back to my body, and every compression point released. Blood returned to places that had been squeezed. My breasts tingled as the rope pressure eased. The crotch rope slackened, and the relief was sharp — like unclenching a fist I hadn’t known I was making.

My feet touched the floor. My knees buckled — the muscles in my thighs had been held in extension for longer than I could track. Time had gone somewhere.

Dad caught me. Arms around my waist, solid. The same arms that had carried me from the car when I fell asleep on long drives.

“I’ve got you.”

He untied the knots in reverse order. Legs first — unwinding the thigh wraps, the rope leaving red lines that mapped where each loop had sat. Hip wrap next. The crotch rope — pulling it free from between my legs, the wet jute dragging one final time across my cunt, and I shuddered.

The chest harness last. He worked the knots at my spine, fingers patient, the same fingers that had cinched them tight now easing them apart. Each rope came away, and the skin beneath was red, indented, patterned with parallel lines. He traced them — his fingertip following the path the rope had taken, above my breast, below, around my ribs.

“These will fade.”

“I don’t care if they don’t.”

I leaned against his chest. Naked, marked, his cum still leaking from me, my thighs trembling. He wrapped his arms around me and held me the way he’d held me when I was six and sick with fever.

“Was it what you expected?”

“So much better.”

“Better how?”

“I went quiet, Dad. In my head. Everything stopped except the rope and you.”

He kissed the top of my head.

“Audrey said that happens.”

“I want to do this again.”

“We will.”

I showered in the new east wing communal bathroom — Brad’s tilework, white subway tile, brushed nickel fixtures. The hot water found the rope marks and stung in clean, distinct lines. I stood under the spray and watched the water run between my breasts where the jute had been, tinged faintly pink where the fiber had abraded the skin.

Dad was downstairs when I came down in his t-shirt and a fresh pair of panties — the third of the day. Nell was at the kitchen table with a laptop. Angie was beside her with a printed guest list and a highlighter.

“You look like you’ve been up to something, Molly.”

“I have.”

Nell’s eyes went to the rope mark above the neckline of Dad’s t-shirt — a single red line crossing my collarbone.

“Is that—”

“Dad tied me up and fucked me in the dungeon.”

Angie’s highlighter stopped.

“How was it?”

“I went somewhere. Like meditation, but with a cock inside me.”

“I want a turn.”

“Get in line.”

I sat down and pulled the guest list across the table. Twelve bookings for the weekend. Four stepdad-stepdaughter couples, two stepmom-stepson pairs, and six singles — four women, two men. Tess had vetted them all. Medical checks current, consent forms signed, deposits paid.

“Where are we on rooms?”

Nell ran through it. The east wing was fully operational — twelve suites, each with its own bathroom. The ground floor dungeon. Two playrooms on the second floor — one with the mounting block, one with a medical examination table Rhett had sourced from a veterinary supplier. The saddle room was in the stables proper, four modified saddles fitted with Dad’s replicas.

Angie had the catering schedule. Maria was cooking for twenty-five on Friday night — roast lamb, three sides, bread, two desserts. Saturday was a buffet. Sunday breakfast was continental, checkout by noon.

“Simone’s crew?”

“Gone. Yesterday. She sent them home after the shoot wrapped.”

“And Simone?”

Nell looked at Angie. Angie looked at the guest list.

“She’s still here, Molly.”

I found Simone in the orangery. She was on the cream sofa with her phone, legs tucked beneath her, wearing one of Dad’s t-shirts — the same brand as mine, because she’d asked Maria where to buy them. A cup of tea on the side table. Her hair loose. No makeup. She looked like a woman who’d stopped packing.

“Simone.”

“Molly.”

I sat across from her. Late afternoon sun through the new glass.

“Your crew left yesterday.”

“They did. Six men, forty-eight hours, every hole, two hundred and eighteen thousand views on the livestream. The edited version will do better.”

“And you’re still here.”

She put her phone down. Looked at me properly — the way she’d looked at me the night she arrived in the Bentley. Tightness around her mouth. But no tears this time.

“I don’t want to go home, Molly.”

“Why?”

“Because my home is an apartment in the city with a doorman who doesn’t know my name and a kitchen I eat takeout in. Because my children are grown and don’t call, and the woman I loved is buried in a clearing on your grounds where the deer graze, and the closest thing to her I will ever touch is sitting across from me wearing her father’s t-shirt.”

I held that. It was heavier than it looked.

“What do you want, Simone?”

“To stay here. Not as a guest. As something.”

“As what?”

“I don’t know yet. But I know this place. I knew your mother here. Rosehill, and everything that led to this. I was part of that story, Molly. I’d like to be part of this one.”

“Dad would need to agree.”

“Cole already knows I’m asking you. We talked last night.”

“And?”

“He said to talk to you.”

I looked at her — Lena’s best friend, my mother’s lover, the woman who’d booked six men and an OnlyFans crew and wanted to stay for the family. She was wearing Dad’s t-shirt and drinking tea from Maria’s kitchen, and she knew where the light switches were without looking.

“What can you do?”

“I can bring clients. My subscribers, my network, the women who want this but don’t know where to find it. I can host. I can train girls for camera work — livestreaming, content creation, the business side of being watched. And I can fuck, Molly. I’m good at it. Your mother said so. So did your father.”

“You’d work here?”

“For room and board and a percentage of any content revenue I bring in. I’ll draw up the terms. I used to be a lawyer.”

“You were a lawyer?”

“IP and entertainment. Before I discovered my body was more entertaining than my briefs.”

I almost smiled. Simone watched me not smile and waited.

“Stay with us, Simone. On a trial. Through the weekend. Help with the guests. If it works, we’ll talk terms.”

“Thank you, Molly.”

“Don’t thank me. Help Maria with dinner. She’s cooking for twenty-five on Friday, and she’s sworn at Thomas twice today.”

Simone stood. She touched my shoulder as she passed — the same spot Dad had touched hours ago, when Brad’s crew drove away, and the east wing stood finished, and the dungeon waited at the end of the corridor.

The house settled into evening. Dad grilling steaks on the terrace. Rhett and the grooms rubbing down the horses. Nell and Angie finishing the weekend prep. Tess on her phone in the hallway, confirming a Thursday arrival. Beth’s white Ford in the driveway — she’d come for Nell’s first feed, and the sounds from the orangery were soft and held.

Simone in Maria’s kitchen, sleeves rolled, chopping onions with the knife skills of a woman who’d cooked in that kitchen before I was born.

I walked outside.

The evening air smelled of cut grass and the last of the construction dust. Past the orangery, past the old oak with the tire swing, past Maria’s vegetable garden, and down the hill.

The stables were dark. The padlock on the door — the same one I’d been picking since I was twelve, the same one Dad had never changed because changing it would mean admitting he knew.

The wood was gray and weathered.

Seventeen years.

I touched the door. The wood was warm from the day’s sun. Under my palm I could feel the weight of what lived inside — Lena’s death, Bliss’s farewell, the hay bed and the lantern and the sleeping bag in the third stall.

Tomorrow, my grandmother would be inside the house, eating Maria’s food, sleeping in a guest room a hundred yards from the building where her daughter died. She’d lost Lena to this place seventeen years ago. I’d found myself in it.

These doors would open. Not tonight. But soon.

I turned back up the hill. Dad was watching me from the terrace, spatula in one hand.

“Audrey called. She wants to meet you, Molly. Tomorrow. Before the guests arrive.”

“Are you busy, Dad?”

“Not really.”

“Nell is taking a feed. It’s so nice to be fucked while feeding.”

“I’ll take care of it.”


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

They arrived in couples, sometimes more. Stepdaughters with their stepfathers, stepbrothers with sisters, boys with Moms. Others came alone with a booking reference and a suitcase. These were our first guests. Braddock Stables was open for business, and every room in the east wing would be occupied by sundown.

Rhett was magnificent. White shirt tailored across his shoulders, riding breeches, polished boots, and a whip tucked under his arm that I wanted to feel across my ass. He stood at the front of the house directing couples toward the stables, toward the main door, toward Nell with her clipboard.

He looked born for it.

Angie wore a cotton sundress and a smile. She leaned against the porch rail, barefoot, her ponytail loose, and when a stepdaughter walked past looking nervous, Angie touched her arm and said something I couldn’t hear. The girl laughed. Angie was doing what she did best — making the unthinkable feel normal.

Nell had the clipboard. Tack harness under a linen shirt she hadn’t buttoned past the third hole, braided tail swinging against the back of her thighs, a pen behind her ear. She ticked names, assigned rooms, asked dietary questions with the steady focus of a girl who’d been running logistics since she could iron a shirt.

A lay preacher from the town stood by the orangery door with his hands clasped, waiting for his cue. Daniel Marsh. Thin, fifties, quiet — performed ceremonies for anyone who asked and didn’t charge enough.

He’d arrived an hour early. Said he wanted to see the grounds before the wedding. But every time Nell crossed the yard with her clipboard, his eyes followed her, and they didn’t follow the clipboard.

I nudged Dad.

“The preacher’s staring at Nell.”

“I noticed.”

“Think he’s here for the ceremony or for her?”

“Both, probably.”

A couple made their way to Rhett — he pointed them toward the stables, turned, smiled at me, and headed off after them. The man had his hand on his stepdaughter’s lower back, and she leaned into it.

“They aren’t even checking in.”

“Daddy spanks daughter. Three days of it. I’m teaching him to fuck her in ropes tomorrow. They’ve got a rope woman picked out already.”

“Audrey?”

“She put them on to us and organized the rope woman.”

“It’s a network, Dad.”

“That it is.”

I kept watching and wondering who was truly related. The law of averages said someone would be — blood relatives, hiding under the pretense of a step-relationship, here to see what Braddock Stables would make of them.

“Best not to look too closely, Molly.”

“I’m looking for resemblance.”

“We did our checks. If someone is lying, it’s on them, not us.”

I nodded and watched a Bentley arrive. A man got out and waved.

“He’s older than the others.”

“He’s not old.”

“Older than you, Dad.”

He was. Late forties, maybe fifty. He was tall, lean, charcoal suit cut for his body and nobody else’s. Silver at the temples, clean-shaven and very good-looking.

He walked over and smiled. The smile was warm and careful, and something in it hurt.

“Molly and Cole?”

“Yes. And you?”

“I am Herr Lukas Wyss.”

“Of course. You asked for the bridal suite.”

His eyes stayed on my face a beat longer than they should have.

“You look…” He stopped himself. Smiled again, smaller. “Forgive me. You remind me of someone.”

“Your wife?”

“No. Someone else.” He didn’t look away. “My wife died five years ago. A car accident on the Brünig Pass. A truck driver who fell asleep.” The words were filed smooth from repetition.

“I’m sorry.”

“I saw your photograph on the website. Your jaw, the way you stand with your weight on one hip. You look familiar to me — I know this is a strange thing to say to a woman I’ve just met, but it was the reason I booked. I want to reenact my wedding day. The ceremony. The wedding night. I am the groom. Your father is the best man. And you, Molly, are my bride.”

“You booked a ceremony, and we are ready.”

“I am glad you allow it. Something small. Semi-sincere, if that makes sense.”

“It does.”

“We have a preacher standing by.” Dad pointed. “Right there.”

Wyss looked at Daniel Marsh by the orangery door. Marsh looked back, nodded once with the steady regard of a man who’d seen everything a small town could produce and had stopped being surprised.

“Perfect.”

“There’s a dinner first. All the guests together, Maria’s cooking. Then our ceremony. Then our wedding night.”

“Full sex?”

“Fuck any hole, and every hole—you can cum inside each if you’d like. My Daddy will help you fuck me hard.”

“Are you resilient?”

“Very.”

He nodded at my father.

“Thank you, Mr. Braddock.”

Dad put his hand on Wyss’s shoulder.

“We’ll take care of you.”

“I know you will. Just as I had it at Rosehill.”

That surprised me.

“You’ve been?”

“Almost twenty years ago. A different time. A different life. It was before I met my wife.”

He wandered over to Nell, who ticked off his name and pointed him toward the east wing. I watched him go — the suit, the careful walk of a man carrying something he couldn’t set down.

I leaned into Dad and whispered.

“He’s sure to have fucked Eleanor.”

“We shall find out at dinner. Does it bother you?”

“No. You’ve fucked Eleanor and then me and the other way around. I don’t really consider her my grandmother. Same as Mom. I didn’t know her. I’m not being disrespectful, but she could turn up here, sleep with you and me and leave — I’d never know.”

“That’s the best way to be, Molly. Don’t carry the trauma.”

I had a booking to attend.

A first.

The stepdaughter’s name was Cara. She was nineteen, freckled across her nose and chest, copper hair pulled back in a loose knot that was already falling apart. She sat on the edge of the bed in one of the east wing rooms with her hands between her knees and her stepdad — Jeff, wide shoulders, nervous mouth — stood by the door like he’d been sent to the principal’s office.

“She wants anal. We’ve talked about it. She’s just—”

“I know.”

I looked at Cara.

“Have you had anything in your ass before?”

“His finger. Once. In the shower.”

“Did you like it?”

“I liked the idea of it. The actual finger was too fast and raw.”

“Did he use lube?”

“Just the shower water.”

“That’s not lube.”

She looked sad.

“What’s wrong?”

“I want it. I want my Daddy to cum inside my ass. I want the breastfeeding with Beth — I want all of it, but—”

“Pain?”

I looked at Jeff.

“Can I see your cock, please?”

He looked terrified.

“Just drop your pants. I’ll see it when you fuck Cara’s ass anyhow.”

He slipped his pants down, then his briefs, and his cock sprang out — half hard. It was beautiful, a sharp rim around the head, a glistening crown.

“I need you hard. Come here.”

He came to me. I gripped his cock and stroked it.

Then I looked at Cara.

“Do you mind?”

“You’re going to suck my father’s cock?”

“If that’s okay.”

“Yes. Please. I’d love to watch.”

I took Jeff’s cock in my mouth. The head was clean, the rim sharp against my lips — I traced it with my tongue and felt him twitch. He tasted like soap and salt. I sucked him deeper, working the shaft with my hand, and felt the blood fill him out against my tongue until he was fully hard and straining.

I pulled back. A string of spit broke between my lower lip and his crown.

“Six inches. Thin enough. She can take you in her ass.”

I turned to Cara.

“Bend over the edge of the bed. Hips up.”

She did.

I knelt behind her, spread her cheeks with both hands, and pressed my mouth against her asshole — the same tight, pink furl I’d be opening for the next hour so her dad could fuck it. I licked the ridged skin slowly, letting my spit pool against the center, then pushed the tip of my tongue inside.

She clenched, then softened. I fucked her gently with my tongue until the ring gave its first real yield.

I slid my index finger in to the first knuckle. Slow. Lube from the bottle, not spit — warmed between my fingers first.

She was tight. Tighter than the finger wanted — her muscle gripping past the first knuckle with a resistance that would tear around Jeff’s cock if I sent him in now.

“You’re too tight for him. But you won’t be in an hour.”

I looked at Jeff and pointed to the door.

“Out. Go find Maria. Get a coffee. Come back in an hour.”

He opened his mouth.

“An hour, Jeff, and your daughter will be ready for you to fuck her asshole.”

He left. Cara watched the door close, and her shoulders dropped three inches.

“Lie on your stomach.”

She did. Cara’s face turned to the side on the pillow, her freckled back rising and falling with shallow breath. I pulled her hips up until she was on her knees, her chest still flat on the mattress, her ass raised. She was wearing cotton underwear — pale blue, damp at the center. I peeled them down her thighs and off.

“Your booking says you want to taste another woman’s pussy.”

“Yes. While Dad watches.”

“That will be me.”

“When?”

“Today. While your Daddy fucks your asshole. Two new experiences in one.”

“I want to know if I am Bi.”

“You will know before dinner.”

“Thank you, Molly.”

Her voice strained.

A nineteen-year-old girl on her knees in a room her stepdad had booked, asking to find out who she was. Not performing it. Not guessing at it from a screen in the dark. Asking, out loud, with the man who raised her taking that step with her. This was what I’d built Braddock’s for — the room where the question was safe to ask and the answer belonged to the person asking it.

Her asshole was small, tight, pink, clenched shut. The skin around it was smooth and pale where the freckles stopped.

I spread her cheeks with both hands and pressed my mouth against her.

She flinched.

“Stay there.”

My tongue found the tight furl of muscle and pressed flat against it — not pushing in, not yet, just heat and wet and pressure. I held there. Her breathing changed. I circled the rim slowly, tracing the ridged skin, letting my saliva run down across the puckered center. When the muscle softened — a fraction, the first unconscious surrender — I pressed the tip of my tongue inside.

“That feels so good.”

“Does your father lick you there?”

“Not yet. We’re planning it here.”

“Does he lick you at all?”

“Yes. Three, sometimes four times a day.”

I peeled her sphincter open with both thumbs and speared my tongue deeper inside her. Cara made a sound into the pillow. Not pain. Surprise at the absence of pain.

I fucked her ass with my tongue for five minutes. Slow, shallow, letting her body learn that penetration there could be gradual. Her hole loosened around my tongue — the tight ring of muscle relaxing in stages, each one smaller than the last, until I could push my tongue fully inside and feel the smooth, hot walls gripping it.

I pulled back. Reached for the case I’d brought — four graduated silicone plugs, tapered, medical-grade, lined up from smallest to largest.

The first was barely wider than my thumb. I slicked it with lube, pressed the tip against her wet, loosened hole, and pushed. It slid inside with a soft pop as her sphincter closed around the narrow neck.

“Breathe, Cara.”

“I’m breathing.”

“Breathe slower while I open you for Daddy.”

I left it for three minutes. Talked to her about nothing — the horses, the grounds, the lamb Maria was roasting for dinner. When her hips stopped clenching, I withdrew it and replaced it with the second.

She gasped. Her hands gripped the sheet.

“That’s the stretch. That’s the part you’re training your ass for. Daddy’s cock will feel like this going in — that first ring of pressure, then the pop, then the fullness.”

“It’s big.”

“It’s not big yet. You’ve got two more.”

The third plug drew a moan out of her that she tried to swallow. I watched her asshole stretch around the widest point — the pink rim pulled taut, whitening at the edges, then she swallowed the plug as the taper narrowed and her sphincter snapped shut around the neck. Her hips rocked forward involuntarily, and I put my hand on the small of her back.

“Good girl. Hold it.”

The fourth plug was the width of an average cock. When I pressed it against her, her body resisted — the muscle clamping, pushing back, her thighs trembling.

“Push out. Like you’re pushing me away.”

She did, and I pushed too. The plug slid past her resistance and seated itself deep, and Cara’s whole body shuddered.

“There. That’s what his cock will feel like inside your ass.”

I left the plug in and went to get Jeff.

He undressed without being told. His cock was hard. He’d been hard for an hour since I had sucked it.

“On her hands and knees. Slow. You go at her pace, not yours.”

I sat on the bed in front of Cara, spread my legs, and pulled her face toward my cunt.

“When it hurts, lick me. Focus on my clit. It’ll give you something to do with the pain.”

Jeff pulled the plug free. Cara’s asshole gaped — a dark, wet circle that closed slowly, not all the way; the muscle trained open. He pressed his cock against the loosened ring and pushed.

Cara’s mouth found my cunt.

She licked frantically at first — sloppy, desperate, her tongue everywhere as Jeff’s cock stretched her open from behind. I could see his shaft disappearing into her inch by inch, her rim gripping him, her back arching as the fullness hit. I put my hand in her hair and steadied her.

“Slowly. My clit. Lick me in small circles, just the same way you once fingered yourself.”

She found it.

Her tongue settled against the swollen bead of my clit and circled — clumsy, then better, her rhythm finding itself as her body adjusted to the cock fucking her ass. Jeff was fully inside her now, his pelvis against her cheeks, his hands on her hips, his face flushed and slack with the effort of holding still.

“Fuck her, Jeff. Slowly.”

“She’s so tight.”

“She trained hard to let you do this.”

“I love her so much.”

“Then cum inside her. Show her.”

He fucked his daughter with long, careful strokes — pulling his cock back until the crown caught at her rim, then sliding back balls deep inside her. Each thrust pushed Cara’s mouth harder against my cunt, and she moaned into me, the vibration of her voice running through my clit.

I came first. A quiet orgasm that rolled through my hips as Cara’s tongue pressed flat against me and held there, her breath hot and ragged.

I ran my fingers through her long hair while squirting gently into her mouth.

She drank every drop of me.

“You’re a natural, Cara.”

“I know what I am now.”

“Good girl. You’re doing so well.”

“Fuck me harder, Daddy. I’m stretched.”

Jeff drove his cock deeper and harder inside her. His hands found his daughter’s waist and pulled her back onto him, his cock burying to the root, and the sound that came out of him was not a man fucking — it was a man arriving. Years of wanting this part of his stepdaughter’s body and not knowing how to ask for it, and now he was balls deep in her ass, and she was begging him for more.

Cara came thirty seconds later — her whole body locking, her asshole clenching around Jeff’s cock so hard he grunted and grabbed her hips, staring at me in utter shock. She came with her mouth open against my cunt, her moan muffled against my wet skin, her thighs shaking.

Jeff lasted another minute. He buried himself deep and held there, his cock pulsing inside her ass, his cum filling the space the plugs had made. When he pulled out, a thin line of white ran from her swollen, reddened hole down toward her cunt.

I cleaned Cara up with a warm cloth, left an aftercare pack and instructions. Then I kissed her forehead and pulled the sheet over both of them.

“Dinner’s at seven.”

Dinner was Maria’s roast lamb with rosemary and garlic, new potatoes with butter, green beans from her garden. She’d cooked for eighteen and fed twenty-three. The dining hall had two long oak tables pushed together, candles in iron holders, wine bottles open at both ends.

Miss Voss sat at Dad’s right. She’d visited twice in as many weeks, and the Director was fading into something else — maybe even a woman enjoying her life again, in a white linen blouse who poured her own wine and complimented Maria’s potatoes.

I leaned across to her.

“I know we can’t touch each other.”

She smiled.

“What’s on your mind, Molly?”

“Tomorrow night. After Simone’s shoot, join Dad and me.”

“For what?”

“Fun. Nell can touch you. I can’t — but we can both fuck my Dad.”

She shook her head and laughed. Not the reserved laugh from Rosehill — loud, open, the laugh of a woman who’d stopped holding court and started holding a wine glass.

“Of all the lines spoken at Rosehill over thirty years, that is one I never heard. You are a remarkable talent, Molly.”

I sat back, picked up my glass, and sipped.

“I’m told I’m like my mother. And her mother.”

She cupped my cheek in one hand. Her palm was warm from the wine glass.

“I can confirm that is true.”

Herr Wyss sat across from her.

I watched it happen.

Eleanor picked up her glass, glanced across the table, and stopped. Not a freeze — a pause. Her eyes on Wyss’s face, his jaw, his fingers turning the wine glass by the stem without drinking. Her lips parted. Then she looked away, reached for the salt, and said something to Nell about the bread.

But she looked back.

I caught her eyes returning to Wyss a dozen times. Each time she broke away before he noticed. Her left hand found the base of her glass and stayed there, her thumb rubbing the stem in slow circles.

Wyss talked easily. He told the table about his architecture practice in Bern — retired now, he said, and retired carried the same weight Dad put before Mom’s name — the pause before, the breath after. He’d been to Rosehill a long time ago. Enjoyed it. Heard about Braddock’s through a colleague.

Miss Voss’s fork paused when he said Rosehill.

She didn’t ask a question. She set the fork down, aligned the tines with the edge of her plate, and picked up her wine glass.

Simone was not at dinner.

She was in the east wing with her crew eating pizza from the box, undoubtedly with her feet on a camera case, phone in one hand and a slice in the other, prepping angles and lighting for tomorrow’s shoot.

After dessert, Miss Voss excused herself. She touched my shoulder on the way past and said nothing. Her hand was cold.

The orangery at eight in the evening. The sun going down behind the stable roofs, the glass panels turning gold.

Daniel Marsh stood at the far end with a small leather Bible he didn’t open. Nell had put white roses in a jug on the table behind him and two candles in brass holders that threw long shadows across the pale stone floor.

Lukas stood facing him in a fresh white shirt, open at the collar. No suit jacket. His hands hung at his sides, and his fingers were trembling.

Dad stood to his left. Best man. Gray linen jacket, no tie, sleeves already rolled to the elbows. He looked at me across the room, and his jaw tightened — the look he got when something cost him, and he’d decided to pay it anyway.

I wore white.

A linen slip-style wedding dress Maria had found in the local village thrift store. Left by a bride who left a man at the altar.

It hung from thin straps, fell to mid-thigh, and fit me without alteration. I wore nothing underneath it because that is how Lukas said his wife was at their wedding. I’d put a single white rose behind my ear because I’d seen a photograph of Lukas and his wife on their wedding day in their application pack. She wore a flower in her hair, and I wanted him to see it and believe, for the length of a ceremony, that his bride had come back to him.

I walked barefoot across the stone floor to Lukas Wyss, my husband-to-be, and the preacher began.

Dad stood beside him — smiling.

The preacher kept it simple. Something about love and patience that I’d heard before and couldn’t place, and then he asked Lukas to say his words.

Lukas turned to face me. His eyes were wet.

“I married Katrin in a church in Thun on the fourth of June, twelve years ago. She wore a dress like yours. She held her flowers with both hands because her fingers were shaking, and I held mine behind my back because mine were worse.”

His voice cracked. He caught it.

“She wore that flower.”

“I know.”

“She is gone. I have carried that day with me every morning since, and I have wanted — just once — to stand in front of a woman who reminds me of her and say the words again. Not to replace her. To remember what it felt like to mean them.”

He took my hands. I let him.

“Molly. You are not Katrin. I know that. But you feel so familiar to me that I am comforted by your presence. You even came barefoot.”

I laughed. He laughed. The tears ran down his cheeks, and he didn’t wipe them.

“Thank you for this.”

Daniel Marsh looked at me. I nodded.

“You may kiss the bride.”

Lukas kissed me gently — his lips dry, his hand on my jaw, his thumb tracing my cheekbone. He tasted like Maria’s wine and salt. I kissed him back. My mouth opened against his, and the tenderness of it hit my cunt before it reached my chest — a slow, heavy clench that I felt all the way to my cervix.

I pressed into him. His cock was already hard. His cologne was faint, cedar and skin, and underneath it the clean warmth of a man who’d dressed carefully for a woman who wasn’t coming.

My thighs were already sticky — I’d been wet since his voice cracked on Katrin’s name, and I could feel the slick between my lips cooling against my inner thighs where the linen dress had ridden up.

I looked over my faux husband’s shoulder at Dad. He was watching with his hands in his pockets and his weight on one foot, and his eyes were steady, and they were wet.

“Will you and your best man fuck me tonight, darling?”

“That’s what Katrin wanted.”

“I want it too. I want you to cum inside my cunt first.”

The preacher closed his Bible. His eyes drifted to Nell in the doorway — tack harness, braided tail, clipboard pressed against her chest, her face soft in the candlelight. She was watching Lukas marrying me and crying silently. Daniel Marsh looked at her — a man watching something he hadn’t given himself permission to want.

The bridal suite was first floor, east wing. One of Brad’s finest rooms — tiled, grout still pale, a wide king bed with white sheets and the monogrammed robes folded on the pillows. The window overlooked the stable yard, and in the fading light I could see Rhett leading a horse across the cobblestones.

Lukas closed the door.

“What position would you like to fuck me in, Lukas?”

“What choices do we have?”

“Double penetration. You and my Daddy choose a hole and fuck me together — spit-roast me, or take turns using me and see who runs out of steam first. Me, or both of you.”

I giggled.

“To start with, as it was on my wedding night. My bride in the bed. My best man in the room, and we fucked you together. I looked into your eyes, and you sucked my friend’s cock, taking us both.”

He looked at my father, who nodded.

“Warm her up. She’s your bride tonight.”

Dad sat in the chair by the window. He crossed his ankle over his knee and folded his hands in his lap — watching, present, not performing.

Lukas undressed me slowly. He lifted the dress over my head with both hands, his knuckles brushing my ribs as the cotton rose. I raised my arms. The dress came off, and I was naked in front of a man I’d met hours ago.

He looked at me for a long time. His eyes tracked across my breasts, my stomach, the shaved skin between my legs.

“The woman I remember was built like you. Small breasts. Strong through the shoulders.”

“Do you want to fuck me, Lukas?”

“Very much.”

“Then undress.”

He pulled his shirt over his head and undressed without a rush — belt drawn slowly through its loops, pants folded on the chair, each piece set down like he was putting something away for the last time.

His body was lean, maintained — a man who hiked and swam and didn’t sit behind a desk. His cock was hard, straight, uncircumcised, the foreskin pulled tight over a flushed head already wet at the slit.

Seven inches, maybe eight.

I knelt in front of him and took his cock in my mouth. His foreskin rolled back under my lips as I pushed down, and the bare head was smooth and hot against my tongue — different from Dad’s circumcised crown, softer at the rim, the skin sliding with my mouth instead of dragging against it.

He tasted clean, faintly mineral, and when I sucked the head and pressed my tongue against the slit, his hand found the back of my head and rested there without pushing. The hand of a man who’d forgotten what a woman’s mouth felt like and was trying not to finish before he remembered.

I pulled off slowly. His cock was wet with my spit, the foreskin gathered behind the swollen head, a thread of precum stretching between his slit and my lower lip.

“Lie down, Lukas. I want you on top of me.”

“And my friend.”

“I’ll suck my Daddy’s cock while you fuck me. Just like your wedding night.”

“Who can deny a bride on her day?”

I lay back on the white sheets.

He climbed over me and settled between my thighs. His weight was different from Dad’s — lighter, tentative, a man lowering himself onto a woman for the first time in years and not trusting his own body to remember how.

“I’ve got you, Lukas.”

“You feel—”

“Just wait until you’re inside me.”

“Oh god — yes please.”

His cock found my entrance.

I was wet — I’d been wet since the ceremony, since his vows, since his voice cracked on Katrin’s name. His foreskin slid back as his crown pressed against my opening, and the head spread me slowly — narrower than Dad, less girth, but the angle found a ridge inside me that Dad’s curve usually missed.

I gasped.

He pushed deeper. The foreskin bunched behind his crown as my walls gripped him, ridged skin dragging against swollen tissue, each inch a different texture from Dad’s smooth, circumcised shaft. The sensation was specific — uncircumcised cock inside me, skin moving against skin, the head shifting inside its own sheath.

I took all seven inches — his pelvis flush against mine, his cock fully seated, the head pressing my cervix with a lighter touch than Dad’s. Not the blunt, heavy pressure of nine inches bottoming out. A gentler knock. My body answered with a slow, deep clench that held him where he was.

His rhythm was unhurried. Long strokes, pulling almost free before sliding back in, his foreskin rolling and catching inside me with each pass. The sound was wet and intimate — the quiet percussion of a cock moving through arousal. Something that matched the vows.

“Daddy.”

Cole looked up.

“Come here and fuck my mouth.”

Dad’s belt buckle clinked behind me — the sound I knew better than any sound in the world.

My father knelt on the bed beside my head, and I turned and took him in my mouth — his familiar crown, the smooth circumcised head, the first bead of precum sharp and salty on my tongue. I sucked him while Lukas fucked me, and my body held both men — the groom fucking my cunt, the best man’s cock between my lips.

Lukas’s breathing changed. His strokes shortened, his hips driving forward with less control, the shaft thickening, the head swelling against my walls, the foreskin now fully retracted and the bare crown dragging against my front wall with every thrust.

“Inside me, Lukas. Fuck me with all of it.”

His orgasm was quiet.

A shudder that started in his thighs and moved through his body — his cock swelling and kicking inside me, the first pulse of his cum hitting deep, warm and flooding, his hips grinding against mine as each spasm emptied him. The cum pooled where his head met my cervix — thick, warm, less volume than Dad but hotter.

He collapsed onto my chest. His face in my neck, his breathing ragged, his cock softening inside me.

I held him with one hand and kept Dad’s cock in my mouth with the other.

“Thank you, Molly.” His voice was muffled against my skin. “Thank you.”

Lukas Wyss withdrew his cock and rolled to the side. His cum leaked from me immediately — a warm thread running from my entrance down between my cheeks.

“Now my best man fucked my bride.”

“Are you still friends?”

“We are.”

“Bring him next time. You can both fuck me together.”

“Thank you, Molly. I will.”

Dad moved between my thighs. His crown notched against my opening, and there was no resistance — my cunt was stretched and wet with another man’s cum, and Dad’s cock slid inside me in one long stroke that filled every space Lukas had left empty and reached the places he hadn’t.

Nine inches filled me. The head hitting my cervix, the shaft filling me from entrance to the depth only he had ever reached. I felt Lukas’s cum displaced, pushed deeper, mixing with my own arousal around Dad’s shaft.

“Fuck me, Daddy. Fuck me hard.”

He fucked me hard. The restraint of the ceremony was gone — his hips driving forward with his full weight, his cock slamming deep on every stroke, the wet sound of his shaft moving through another man’s cum filling the room.

Lukas, quiet, from the pillow beside us.

“That’s my wife, Mr. Braddock.”

“I know.”

Dad came inside me fast — urgent, his cock swelling and kicking against my cervix, his cum flooding me on top of Lukas’s. Two men’s loads pooling deep inside me, and my own orgasm breaking through my body in a long, shuddering wave that clenched around Dad’s shaft and milked him dry.

He stayed inside me. His forehead against mine. His breathing slowing.

“I love you, Daddy.”

“I love you, Molly.”

Lukas put his hand on Dad’s shoulder. Dad didn’t move it.

The three of us lay still. The candle on the nightstand flickered. Through the window, the stable yard was dark, and I could hear the horses settling in their stalls — the shift of hooves, the low sound of breath through wide nostrils.

Lukas Wyss had his hand on my hip, and his fingers were steady now. Whatever he’d been carrying since Katrin died, he’d set it down somewhere in this room, somewhere between the vows and the cum and the white sheets, and I could feel the difference in his grip.

Dad’s cock was softening inside me. I clenched and held him there — not wanting him to leave, not wanting the stillness to break.

The door slammed against the wall.

Miss Voss stood in the doorway.

She was barefoot. Her silver hair was loose — I’d never seen her look so terrified, not at Rosehill, not at dinner, not once. Her white robe was open at the chest, and her hands were shaking.

Her eyes found Lukas.

“Get away from her.”

Dad pulled his cock out of me and turned. I sat up. Lukas didn’t move.

“Eleanor—”

“Get away from my granddaughter.”

She crossed the room in three steps and grabbed Lukas by the arm, her fingers digging into his bicep, her face white.

She looked at me.

I looked at the semen pouring out of my gaping hole.

“He’s your father, Molly.” She looked at Cole. Then at me. “Your birth father.”

The room stopped.

“This man — he was at Rosehill twenty years ago. He’s Swiss. I sent your mother to him. I sent my daughter to fuck him, and he got her pregnant, and you — Molly, he’s your father.”

My blood stopped.

Dad was on his feet, naked, his hands on my shoulders. I couldn’t feel them. Lukas was sitting up, his face drained, his mouth open.

“I don’t — what are you—”

“You were at Rosehill. Twenty years ago. You were the Swiss client—”

The sound of running in the corridor. Bare feet on stone. Fast.

Simone came through the door.

She was wearing Dad’s bathrobe from the hook behind the bathroom door and nothing else. Her hair was wet. She’d been in the shower — Tess had knocked on the bathroom door and told her Voss was running through the house screaming about Molly’s father.

“I heard screaming. What—”

Simone saw Voss gripping Lukas’s arm. She saw me on the bed, naked, cum on my thighs. She saw Dad standing beside me with his hands on my shoulders.

Her face went white.

“Eleanor, stop.”

Voss’s breath came in short, hard pulls.

“Look at him, Simone. Look at him. He was there. He was the one I sent to my daughter—”

Simone crossed the room. She stood in front of Lukas and looked at his face. Not a glance — a study. Her eyes moved across his jaw, his forehead, his mouth.

Her shoulders dropped.

“This is not the man.”

Voss’s grip loosened.

“What?”

“Eleanor.” Simone’s hands were shaking, but her voice was not. “I know this man. He was at Rosehill that night — you’re right about that. But he wasn’t with Lena. He was with me.”

Silence.

“There were two of them. Two Swiss men. They were best friends. They came together. One went with Lena because you told her to. The other came to my room.”

She touched Lukas’s cheek gently, her thumb on his cheekbone.

“This man came to my room. I remember his hands. I remember his cock inside me. He is not the man who fucked Molly’s mother.”

“I remember you too. Simone.”

“That’s right.”

“My god. You are still so beautiful.”

“And your friend? The man who fucked my friend that night?”

“He was the best man at my wedding. This was a reenactment of that night.”

Voss’s hand fell from Lukas’s arm. She looked at Simone.

“You’re sure about this?”

“I fucked him, Eleanor. I know the difference between a man who has fucked me and one who hasn’t. Granted, it takes a good and long memory, but I promise you — this man never went near Lena. He was too busy fucking me all night.”

“Christ. I have never been so—”

I took my grandmother’s hand.

“You scared the hell out of me too.”

“Sorry.”

I was sitting on the edge of the bed. My legs were apart, and I could feel the cum — Dad’s and Lukas’s — leaking from me, warm and thick, running down my inner thighs onto the sheet. My hands were in my lap. I couldn’t move.

Simone’s eyes found Lukas. Not the forensic study from minutes ago — something softer, her gaze tracing his shoulders, his hands, the body she’d had inside her twenty years ago and still recognized.

“Can I join you?”

“With Molly and Cole?”

“Yes. Of course. I’d love to.”

Eleanor made a slow, quiet retreat to the door, and I heard it click shut. She was still on our side of it. Simone knelt in front of me. She put her hands on my knees and looked into my face.

“You’re safe, Molly. He’s not your father. He never was.”

I nodded.

My throat was closed.

Simone looked down. At the cum running from me. At the mess of two men leaking from my cunt — thick, white, the compound of Lukas and Dad pooled against my swollen lips and tracing slow lines down both thighs.

“But his cum is inside you, and I don’t want it there right now.”

She stood me up. Turned me around. Bent me forward over the edge of the bed — my cheek on the mattress, my hips raised, my cunt exposed behind me. The cool air hit the mess between my legs, and I felt the cum shift inside me, gravity pulling it toward my entrance.

Simone knelt behind me.

Her hands spread my cheeks and parted my swollen lips from behind. I felt the heat of her breath first — close, deliberate — and then her mouth sealed over my entrance, and she sucked.

The sensation was deep and structural — her lips tight around my opening, creating pressure, her tongue pressing inside me and curling forward. I felt the cum move. Thick, warm, drawn out of me in a slow tide — not dripping but pulled, Simone’s mouth working against the stretched tissue, her throat swallowing.

The sound was small, wet, undeniable. Simone swallowing another man’s cum from inside me.

She went deeper. Her tongue pushed past the entrance and moved through the mess of two loads — gathering the thick fluid from my walls, her lips sealed so nothing escaped. Each swallow sent a tremor through my thighs — not from pleasure. From the physical reality of a woman pulling the evidence out of my body with her mouth because her hands were shaking too hard to do anything else, and this was the only language she had left.

She was thorough. She licked along each fold, spreading my inner lips with her thumbs, finding the cum pooled in the creases. She traced the seam between my cunt and my ass where a thin line had run, her tongue following the trail, gathering every drop.

Her mouth closed over my opening one last time. A final, long suck. A swallow.

Then her forehead rested against the small of my back, and I felt her breath shaking against my skin.

“You’re clean and ready to be fucked plenty more.”

I didn’t cum. My body hadn’t been asked to cum. It had been asked to hold still and let someone take care of it, and that’s what it did.

“I want them to fuck Eleanor first.”

I pointed.

She was sitting on the floor by the door. Her legs folded beneath her, her loose hair covering her face, her shoulders shaking without sound. Dad had put a blanket around her. He was kneeling beside her, his hand on her arm, saying nothing because there was nothing to say.

Lukas was ready.

Simone sat beside me on the bed. She held my hand. Her mouth was still wet.

“Two friends fucked two friends at Rosehill on the same night, Molly. Both girls were taking birth control. One had been sick. The other hadn’t. One got lucky.”

“Which one?”

“Your Mom. I would do anything to have been her that night.”

“The one who fucked Mom. Where is he?”

“I don’t know, Molly.”

I looked at Lukas Wyss.

“He’s looking for you, Molly.”


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

I watched Nell licking Lukas’s cum out of my well-fucked cunt. I enjoyed it — not just the sex, but the intimacy with her. My father — not my biological one, my real one, the one who raised me — watched her kneel and tend to my gaping hole, his cock rising slowly.

He looked calm.

I imagined I looked calm too.

Inwardly, I wasn’t calm.

What if Lukas had been my father? My biological father? I was terrified. Not because of what might have been. Not because the cum seeping from my cunt onto Nell’s tongue might have been from my birth father — but because I didn’t care.

I had no reference point for Lukas’s friend — the man who planted his seed in my mother’s belly and made me. He had no face or voice. No handwriting on a birthday card or a note nailed to a stable door. Nothing.

The word father pointed in one direction — to the man sitting in the chair with his cock hardening against his thigh, watching his youngest girl clean me — and everything else was weather. Background noise. Genetics without architecture.

I didn’t know Lena either. I loved her because my father loved her, and he raised me with her in my life — her photographs, her art, her love of horses, a few items of clothing, and her journals.

Her journals.

I gripped Nell’s head a little tighter, pulling her mouth into my soaking wet cunt, and she flinched. Dad looked at me.

“What did you say, Molly?”

“Mom’s journals. You said I could have them when I was eighteen.”

“Yes. Damn — sorry. I forgot. They’re in a safe at the bank. We’ll get them tomorrow.”

“In a bank?”

“In case this place burned down.”

That was Dad. He’d sealed her stables. He’d buried his wife in the clearing where the deer grazed. And he’d put her words in a fireproof vault in a building that charged him a monthly fee to keep them safe. Seventeen years of protecting a dead woman’s handwriting from a fire that never came.

“What’s in them, Dad?”

“I don’t know. I never read them.”

I stared at him.

“They were hers, Molly. Not mine, and now they’re yours — still not mine.”

Nell’s tongue slowed against my swollen lips. The girl had an instinct for emotional weather that most people don’t develop until they’re forty. She didn’t stop licking my cunt. She just softened. Held me with her mouth instead of working me.

“Tomorrow, Molly. We’ll go fetch them.”

“Thank you, Dad.”

I let Nell finish cleaning me. Let her draw the last of Lukas from inside me and swallow it and press her lips against my mound in the small, closing kiss she always gave when she was done. I stroked her hair. She rested her cheek on my thigh and closed her eyes.

She surprised me.

“My Queen.”

She lifted my ass cheeks off the bed, spread them wide, and kissed my pucker.

“I love you, Molly.”

Dad’s cock was fully hard now. He hadn’t touched it. Nine inches pressing against the linen of his pants, the ridge angled left.

Lukas sat on the edge of the bed, still naked, watching us. His cock was soft against his thigh — uncircumcised, the foreskin gathered loosely over the head, still damp.

“That was a fright, Molly.”

“Yes.”

“Shall we stop?”

“No. I want you to fuck me again, Lukas. We’re married — remember?”

He laughed. My father did too.

Lukas’s cock stirred against his thigh. Not much — a shift in weight, a thickening at the base. His eyes hadn’t left mine.

My grandmother stood in the doorway. White robe, belt loose, bare feet on the hardwood. Silver hair catching the hallway light behind her. She’d been there long enough to hear about the journals.

“You look pale, Miss Voss.”

“It was a fright? I’ll say that was an understatement. I find it hard to live with what I did that night without —”

She looked at me, put her hand over her mouth, and cried.

“What have I said?”

I launched off the bed and ran to her, wrapping my arms around her. I was naked. I didn’t care. Her robe was open, and her skin was cool against mine, and I could feel her ribs moving under my hands — fast, shallow, a body that had outrun its composure.

“Don’t worry. I understand what you meant. You’re torn.”

She cupped my cheeks in both hands and smiled through the tears. Her thumbs traced my jaw — the jaw she’d recognized the night she figured out who I was.

“I’m glad it happened, Molly. Truly I am. I had some moments when I knew what I did drove Lena away, that everything was my arrogance, my fault. She told me she wasn’t feeling well, but he wanted her so badly.”

“She did it for you?”

“Yes. And now I’m glad of it all because of you, and that makes me feel —”

“Then say no more about it.”

I couldn’t say I cared less about the situation than she did because that wasn’t true — I did care, but for a very different reason that had nothing to do with my birth parents and yet everything to do with them.

Behind me, I heard the leather creak as Dad stood from the chair. His belt buckle. Nell’s breathing changed.

“Come in and play. At Rosehill, you always said great sex clears the mind and creates a great mood.”

“I did.”

She came as though the room had been waiting for her. But something had changed since Rosehill. The authority was still there — in her spine, in the set of her jaw — but the performance was gone. She looked at Dad as a woman looks at a man she’s already fucked and wants to fuck again, and there was nothing institutional about it.

“Dad.”

“Mm.”

“Fuck my grandmother.”

Grandmother.

That landed. It landed differently from Mom and Dad, the latter being the only real label I’d ever known.

This was a new label, and it felt real too.

My father looked at me. Not for permission — we were past that. He looked at me because I’d said it like it mattered: flat, direct, already decided.

“The men will fuck us both on the bed, side by side. You start. I want to watch for the first bit.”

Eleanor’s robe hit the floor.

I’d seen her body before — small breasts settled low, nipples dark and flat, stomach soft where the muscles had loosened, hips wider than her frame suggested, the silver hair between her legs untouched.

She was beautiful the way bones are beautiful when you stop covering them up.

Dad stood and unbuckled his belt. The sound filled the room and my cunt — the leather sliding through the loops, the brass catching once. Nell opened her eyes at the sound and smiled against my thigh.

She knew what that sound meant.

We all did.

“I want you to fuck both of them later, Molly. Both of your holes. Your husband fucking one, your Dad fucking the other.”

“Jesus, Nell — you’re fucking naughty.”

“I’ll clean both. Your grandmother too.”

“Do you want a man?”

“Yes. Later. I want you to choose a man for me.”

“Why?”

Her eyes flashed — something sharp behind them, close to the surface.

“You know why, Molly. Please don’t ask me again.”

“Sorry. I just need to check in, Nell. I can’t —”

“I know. I’ll tell you if it’s too much.”

My father stripped — no show, shirt over his head, grabbing the back of the collar. His cock sprang free, and Eleanor’s eyes dropped to it. Her lips parted. Her tears weren’t dry — I could see the tracks on her cheeks catching the light — but her breathing had changed. Deeper. Her throat moved when she swallowed.

Eleanor stood naked with her confession still on her face and her cunt already glistening in the silver hair between her legs.

“Lie down, Eleanor.”

“Fuck me hard — please.”

She lay on the bed, on her back, her knees falling wide open without being asked. Her cunt was wet — I could see the sheen on her silver hair, her lips slightly swollen, flushed darker than the skin around them. She’d been standing in the doorway getting wet while Nell cleaned my cunt.

Dad climbed over her. His weight settled between her thighs, and her hands came up to his chest — not guiding, just holding. Her fingers spread across his pectorals and pressed.

“Easy, Cole.”

“I know.”

“You stretched me last time, and it was —”

He looked at her.

“What was it?”

Her throat worked. She swallowed.

“Amazing. But I’m still not —”

“Molly selected your bulls for tomorrow, Eleanor. She’s going to make sure you get stretched.”

Her eyes found mine and held. Grateful and afraid.

I thought about that. I had booked six men to fuck my grandmother. Eleanor had taught me, and she was my grandmother. It landed differently now. I didn’t know how or why.

I knelt beside them. Reached between their bodies and wrapped my fingers around Dad’s cock — warm, hard, the vein on the underside pulsing against my ring finger. I dragged the head through Eleanor’s slick, parting her swollen lips with his crown, coating him in her. She gasped at the contact — my hand, his cock, her cunt, three generations touching in the space of an inch.

“Are you ready?”

Eleanor nodded.

I positioned him at her entrance and held steady. Dad pushed forward, and I felt his shaft slide through my grip as he sank inside her tight cunt. I held on — my fingers circling the root, feeling Eleanor’s lips stretch around him, the wet heat of her body swallowing what my hand was feeding it.

Three inches, five, seven. Her face changed at seven. Her mouth opened. Her fingers curled against his chest. I let go at eight, and her spine arched off the mattress as my father gave her nine.

“Oh, Cole.”

“I’m here, Eleanor.”

I turned to Lukas.

“Fuck me.”

“Where?”

“Beside her.”

He looked at me — those gray eyes, careful, still processing everything that had happened in this room tonight. His cock was hardening again. Not fully there, but rising, the foreskin pulling back as the blood returned.

I reached for him and wrapped my fingers around the shaft and stroked — slow, firm, feeling the skin slide over the hardening tissue underneath. Different from Dad. Softer at the surface, the foreskin rolling with my grip instead of the taut, circumcised smoothness I knew.

“Nell.”

She was already moving — she’d been watching from the floor, her chin still wet from cleaning me. She crawled between Lukas’s knees and took him into her mouth without being told twice.

Her lips closed around the head of Lukas’s cock, and I watched the foreskin disappear into her mouth, watched her cheeks hollow as she sucked and peeled him with her tongue. Lukas’s stomach tightened. His cock thickened against her tongue.

Her hand found his balls — cupped them, lifted, weighed them the way she’d learned handling my father. Ten seconds, fifteen, and Lukas was straining against her lips.

“Good girl.”

“He’s ready to fuck you, Molly.”

Nell pulled her lips off my husband’s cock. A string of spit broke between her lower lip and his crown. His cock stood hard and wet and flushed, the foreskin drawn fully back, the head exposed and glossy from Nell’s mouth.

“Lie back, Molly.”

“Are you going to fuck your wife?”

“Many times. I also love Nell’s idea.”

“You want to cum in my ass?”

“Yes.”

“Did you and your best man do that the night you married?”

“We did.”

“Then we must do it tonight, but fuck me again first.”

I lay beside Eleanor. Our shoulders were almost touching. My grandmother was on her back with my father’s cock inside her, and me on my back with the foreskin of a man who’d been in the room the night I was conceived sliding against my palm.

Lukas positioned himself between my legs. His crown pressed against my cunt — Nell had cleaned me, but I was wet again, the arousal that had been building since the journals, since the word grandmother landed in my chest and spread downward.

Lukas slid his cock inside me. His foreskin peeled back as he entered, and I clenched my pelvic floor. I felt the softer texture of uncircumcised skin dragging against my walls — not the blunt, clean friction of Dad’s smooth head, but something that yielded and gripped and yielded again.

Seven inches of cock going balls deep inside the hole he and Dad had already fucked. The lighter knock against my cervix. A gentler man in a gentler body fucking me as he had fucked his wife.

I turned my head.

Eleanor had turned hers.

Our eyes met on the pillow — six inches apart, her silver hair spread across the white cotton, mine dark against it. Dad was fucking her with long, measured strokes, and every thrust pushed a sound out of her that she couldn’t control. Small, low, the sounds of a woman who’d spent decades controlling rooms and couldn’t control this.

“You feel like her.”

Lukas’s voice cracked on the word.

I didn’t ask who because it didn’t matter. Simone. His wife. Not my mother.

Simone appeared. She’d been in the hallway wearing Dad’s bathrobe, hair still damp from the shower. She stood at the foot of the bed and took in the geometry.

Me. My grandmother fucked by my father. My mother’s friend’s lover inside the daughter. She understood it before anyone explained it. Simone always did.

She dropped the robe. Her body — full, dark, my mother’s best friend’s body — climbed onto the bed. She swung one leg over my face and settled her weight onto her knees, her cunt inches above my mouth.

I looked up. Those lips — thick, flushed dark, the left heavier than the right, spilling past the outer folds, slick and swollen. Her clit sat high and exposed, the hood pulled back, bigger than my thumbnail, glossy at the tip. I’d tasted her before. But not like this. Not with Lukas inside me and Eleanor beside me and my father’s rhythm shaking the mattress.

Simone lowered herself onto my mouth. The citrus hit my tongue first — sharp, warm, then the deeper musk underneath. I sealed my lips around her clit and sucked, and her thighs clenched against my ears.

She leaned forward and placed one hand on Lukas’s shoulder.

“Do you remember how you and your friend fucked me and Lena side by side on a bed that night?”

Lukas paused, his cock buried balls deep. It twitched — a pulse I felt against my front wall.

“Yes.”

“She was right beside us.”

Simone’s hand moved from his shoulder to the mattress beside my head.

“Right where Molly is. And I was beside her with you balls deep inside me. And your friend was inside her mom.”

“This is so —”

“Yeah.”

I couldn’t see Lukas’s face. Simone’s cunt was on my mouth, and her thighs were against my ears and the world had narrowed to citrus and heat and the weight of a woman’s grief pressing down on me. But I felt him. His cock swelled inside me — not arousal, not exactly. Recognition. His body remembering a night seventeen years ago when a different woman lay where I lay and a different man fucked her and the two of them — Simone and Lukas — were right there beside them.

He started fucking me again, slower, with longer strokes, his foreskin catching against my walls on every pull. I sucked Simone’s clit harder, and she ground down onto my face, and her voice broke above me.

“Lena tasted like Molly. Or Molly tastes like her. I can never tell anymore.”

Dad’s hand found mine on the mattress.

I didn’t see it — I felt it. His fingers closed around mine and held. Eleanor was gasping beside me, and Lukas was fucking me, and Simone was feeding me her cunt, and my father held my hand the way he’d held it crossing the street when I was four.

I came.

Not an explosion — a tide. Something deep and slow that started in my pelvis and moved outward through my body like warmth through cold water. My cunt clenched around Lukas, and my mouth tightened on Simone’s clit, and Dad’s hand squeezed mine once, hard. I heard Eleanor cry out beside me as he drove deep and came inside her.

Lukas followed.

His shudder started in his thighs — quiet, contained, a European restraint that even orgasm couldn’t fully break. I felt his cum pulse against my cervix. Lighter than Dad’s. Less volume. But warm, and real, and carrying the weight of a night he’d never forgotten.

Simone came last. Her thighs locked against my head, her clit throbbing between my lips, and the sound she made was not pleasure. It was grief wearing pleasure’s clothes. A frequency only she could hear — the echo of a girl who wasn’t here, who would never be here, whose daughter’s mouth was the closest Simone would ever get.

She climbed off me. Lay down on the other side of Eleanor. Four of us on the bed — Simone, Eleanor, me, Lukas — and Dad in the chair again, his cock softening against his thigh, his hand still reaching for mine across the sheets.

Nobody spoke.

The grandfather clock downstairs counted eleven seconds.

“We need to rest.”

“I want both of you, Daddy. Like Nell suggested. Both of you fuck me. You inside my cunt, my husband fucking my ass.”

“As you wish, darling.”

Nell, who had been kneeling at the foot of the bed through all of it — watching, waiting, her hand between her own legs — crawled up and lay beside me. Her head on my shoulder. Her fingers finding the place where Dad’s hand met mine. She didn’t separate us. She just held the join.

I slept. Not long — maybe an hour. The room emptied around me in stages. Simone dressed and kissed my forehead. Eleanor followed, her robe belted this time, her hand resting on my cheek for three seconds before she left. Lukas dressed in the dark and went to our bridal suite.

Dad carried Nell to the bed. She’d fallen asleep on the floor beside us, and he lifted her and set her down on my right side and pulled the sheet over her shoulders and kissed her hair. She didn’t wake.

Then it was the three of us. Dad on my left, Nell on my right, and the house settling into the sounds I knew — the grandfather clock, the faucet, the stable yard quiet under the floodlights.

I closed my eyes.

Nell woke me. Her hand on my hip, her mouth against my ear.

“Molly. Come with me.”

I followed her to the bathroom. White tile, brushed nickel, the floor warm under my bare feet. She’d already set out what she needed on the vanity — the silicone bulb from the aftercare kit, a clean towel, a bottle of lubricant she’d warmed in the sink. The bulb was filled. The towel was folded in thirds. The lubricant sat in a bowl of warm water, the bottle tilted against the porcelain so it wouldn’t roll.

She’d thought about this while I slept.

“Lie on your side.”

“An enema?”

“I want to clean you for your husband and Dad. They deserve clean holes to fuck.”

“Agreed.”

I laughed and lay on the heated tile and drew my knees up. Nell knelt behind me, one hand on my hip. She squeezed lubricant onto her fingertips — warm, not cold, because she’d thought of that too — and I felt her spread my anus gently with her thumb and forefinger. She coated the rim first, circling, letting my body adjust to her touch before she pressed harder.

“Relax. I’ve done this before, Molly.”

“I know.”

“Breathe out when I tell you.”

“Okay.”

I felt the tip of the nozzle press against my opening — smooth, narrow, slick. She held it steady with one hand and rested the other flat on my hip.

“Breathe out.”

I breathed out. She slid the nozzle inside me — gentle, no more than two inches — and squeezed the bulb. Warm water filled me. Not a rush. A slow, steady pressure that spread through my lower belly and settled deep. My body tightened around it instinctively, and Nell’s hand moved from my hip to the small of my back and pressed — light, firm, the pressure that said hold.

“Good girl, Molly. Hold it in for me.”

I held. The warmth sat inside me, and I could feel my muscles working around it — clenching, softening, clenching again. Nell withdrew the nozzle and set it on the towel.

“When you’re ready.”

I released. She’d positioned the towel beneath me, and she didn’t look away, and she didn’t flinch. She waited, her hand still on my back, until my body was done.

“One more.”

She refilled the bulb at the sink. Warm water again — she tested the temperature against the inside of her wrist like a bottle for a baby. She knelt behind me and repeated everything. Nozzle. Pressure. Hold.

“Breathe, Molly.”

“I am breathing.”

“Slower.”

I slowed my breathing and felt my body open further. The second fill was easier. My muscles knew what to expect. Nell’s hand stayed on my back — steady, patient, a girl who understood that preparing someone’s body was an act of service, not a chore.

She filled me a third time. By the last one, my body accepted the water without resistance, and the release was clean and easy, and Nell folded the towel and set it aside without comment.

“You’re done.”

She turned on the rain shower and pulled me under it. The water was hot. She washed me — shoulders first, then my back, her palms flat and open, moving in long strokes down my spine.

She knelt and washed between my legs, cupping the water against my cunt, rinsing the lubricant from my inner thighs. She spread my cheeks wide with both hands and let the water run between them, her thumbs tracing the crease, cleaning every trace of lube from the skin around my asshole.

Her fingers were careful around my rim — no nails, no pressure. She held me open under the water and let the heat do the work.

“You’re clean inside and out, Molly.”

“Thank you.”

She stood and turned me to face her. We were both under the water. Her dark hair was plastered against her neck. Her tack harness was soaked — the leather dark, the buckles warm against my skin when she stepped closer.

She’d kept her harness on through all of it. She’d knelt on a bathroom floor and cleaned my ass and prepared my body for two men to fuck me, and she hadn’t taken off the thing that told the world what she was.

“Dad’s awake. I texted Lukas, too. They’re ready to fuck you together.”

“You planned all of this.”

“You’re my Queen, Molly. I made sure it happened.”

I kissed her forehead. She tasted like soap and warm water.

“I’m not your Queen, Nell.”

“I love you. I can’t be your wife. I love Cole too —”

“We love you too.”

“Then be this for me. Please. A Queen. A kind one.”

Her voice broke on kind. Not cracked — broke. The word carrying ten years of Carl and the scars on her ass and the suitcase he packed while she was at Rosehill and every hand that had ever touched her without asking first.

A kind one.

That was what she needed. Not a Mistress who commanded. Not a Dom who corrected. A woman who loved her, would never hurt her, and would let her serve because serving was how Nell loved. The tack wasn’t a costume. The kneeling wasn’t performance. The Queen wasn’t a title. It was Nell placing her heart where she trusted it would be safe.

“I will always be kind to you, Nell.”

“Thank you.”

I held her under the water and felt her shoulders drop — the tension she carried in her trapezius, bunched into hard ridges since she was eight years old, softening against my collarbone. Not all of it. Not tonight. But some.

I thought about that and knew that Nell and I had just gotten married. Call it what you like — domination and submission, fetish — it didn’t matter to Nell or me. We were in love, and all that mattered was the commitment we had just made. Standing naked under the shower in a bathroom in the east wing of a house my father built, with warm water running over the scars another man had left on her body, and my promise sitting between us like a ring neither of us needed to wear.

“Leave the door open while they fuck me, Nell. The hallway door.”

She looked at me.

“Wide open. I want to teach those who wish to learn.”

She nodded.

I met him in the bridal suite. Dad sat on the edge of the bed, naked, his cock half-hard against his thigh. He’d been waiting. The monogrammed robes were folded on the chair, and the white sheets were fresh — Nell again, or Maria, or someone who understood that what was about to happen deserved clean linen.

Lukas arrived in the doorway. Shirt unbuttoned, barefoot, his hair pushed back from sleep. His eyes found me — standing in a towel at the foot of the bed — and then found Dad, and then found the open door behind him.

“Nell called.”

“Come in, Lukas.”

He stepped inside and closed the distance to the bed without closing the door. The hallway stretched behind him — lit, quiet, the east wing doors shut on either side.

“How do you want this, Molly?”

Dad. The voice he used when something mattered, and he needed me to choose.

“On top of you. Facing you with your cock inside my cunt. Lukas behind me, fucking my ass.”

He looked at Lukas. Lukas nodded.

“It was the same on my wedding day.”

Lukas’s jaw shifted. Something behind his eyes that hadn’t been there a moment ago.

“What is it, Lukas?”

“I haven’t been entirely honest with you, Molly.”

“Then be honest now.”

He sat on the edge of the bed. His hands found his knees and his fingers pressed into the caps — the knuckles whitening, the tendons standing in his forearms. He looked at the floor between his feet.

“That night with Simone and your mother. We’d been drinking champagne. Simone fell asleep.” He stopped. His jaw worked once. “Me and your —” His eyes moved to my father. “Me and my friend both fucked Lena together. This way.”

“You fucked my mother?”

“I did.”

“Where?”

“At Rosehill.”

“I know there, Lukas. Where?”

His chin dropped.

“In her ass. My friend is the only one that could possibly have made you. I got —”

“Like now?”

“Yes.”

The room held still. The grandfather clock downstairs counted its eleven seconds. Dad hadn’t moved. His cock was hard against his thigh, but his eyes had changed — darker, the gray pulling inward, absorbing the weight of it rather than answering it.

Lukas had fucked my mother in the ass while his best friend fucked her cunt on the night I was made. Simone was asleep in the next bed, the champagne still in their blood, two Swiss men inside one woman in a room at Rosehill. And now the same man sat on the edge of a bed in my father’s house, asking to do the same thing to her daughter.

My cunt clenched around nothing. My body answering before my brain had finished processing.

I should have stopped. I should have sat down and asked questions and made him explain himself and worked through what it meant. Any reasonable woman would have.

“What’s done is done, Lukas. I want you both to fuck me.”

Dad lay back. His cock thickened against his thigh — the ridge darkening, the head flushing smooth. I dropped the towel and straddled him and felt his shaft press against my cunt, the heat of him against skin still warm from the shower.

I reached between us and wrapped my fingers around my father’s cock and stroked — slow, base to crown, the vein pulsing under my thumb. Three strokes and he was hard. Nine inches about to stretch me again.

The head was slick against my slit.

I guided my Dad’s cock inside me.

The head spread me open, and I sank down — slow, my thighs burning, my cunt stretching around his width, the same burn every time since the first time, and it still made me catch my breath. I lowered myself inch by inch. Six. Seven. Eight. Nine. He was balls deep in thirty seconds.

My father’s cock was filling the cunt he’d opened weeks ago on my mother’s side of his bed.

“Stay still, Molly. Let Lukas take his time.”

“I know how to take a cock inside my ass, Daddy.”

“Sorry.”

“But I love when you take charge.”

I leaned forward onto my father’s chest. His arms came around me — one across my back, one hand cupping the base of my skull. My breasts pressed flat against him. His heartbeat under my ribs. His cock deep enough inside me that it felt like part of me — structural, foundational, the fixed point everything else would move around.

“Lukas.”

“Are you ready?”

“I am. Fuck me nice and slowly — like your wife. Like my mother.”

The bed dipped. I heard his belt hit the floor, the zipper, the soft sound of linen dropping. His hands found my hips — cooler than Dad’s, narrower fingers.

I was about to feel what my mother felt the night I was conceived — two men, one in the right place, the other filling what remained.

I felt the lube first. Nell had left the bottle on the nightstand, and Lukas’s fingers were slick and warm as they spread it over my asshole — circling, pressing, coating my ring until the muscle softened under his touch.

One finger slid inside me. I bore down and let it in. He withdrew. Two fingers, scissoring gently, stretching, opening me deliberately, patient, my muscle choosing to yield.

Then his cock pressed against my pucker.

I tightened instinctively.

“Just like your mom.”

I relaxed.

The head pressed against my ring. It was wider than his fingers, wider than Dad’s thumb had ever been. The foreskin was pulled back, and his bare crown was smooth and hot and slick, and it sat against the tight center of my asshole and waited.

“Bear down on his cock, Molly.”

Nell stood in the doorway, arms folded, watching. Her voice steady.

I pushed back onto Lukas’s cock, grinding down on my father. My ring opened — not a surrender, not a collapse. A decision. My body choosing to let him in.

His head breached the sphincter, and the stretch burned outward from the ring — sharp, specific, radiating into my pelvis. I gasped. My hands gripped Dad’s shoulders. Through the thin wall between my holes, I felt Lukas’s crown pressing against Dad’s shaft, and I knew my Dad felt it too — his breath caught, his arms tightened around me.

“I can feel your cock against mine, Cole.”

“I know. I can feel yours.”

Lukas pushed deeper inside my ass. An inch. Two. The foreskin unrolling inside me, softer than the smooth tissue of Dad’s circumcised head, a texture my body had never felt in this place. The ridges of his shaft dragged against the nerve-dense ring as he slid through, and my ass gripped him and yielded and gripped again.

“Relax, Lena — sorry.”

“It’s okay. Say what you feel.”

“Really?”

“Yes, Lukas. We’re married. Until breakfast.”

“When I found out you were Lena’s — I wanted you more.”

“Me too.”

I didn’t know what to make of that. Therapy? Maybe. Maybe not.

Three inches. Then four. The fullness was total — two cocks separated by a membrane of tissue, and every millimeter of movement in one hole pressed against the other. Dad’s cock swelled harder inside my cunt. Lukas’s cock thickened inside my ass.

My body held them both and felt them both and couldn’t separate them.

“Molly.”

“Don’t stop fucking me, Lukas.”

I took five inches, my rectal walls squeezing hard against his cock, then six, then seven. His pelvis pressed flush against my ass. His balls resting against the slick root of Dad’s shaft. Two men filling both my holes.

I was full.

I couldn’t tell whose pulse I felt — Dad’s cock through my front wall or Lukas’s through my back wall. Both maybe. A rhythm my body was learning for the first time.

“Fuck me long and slow, Lukas. You make all three of us cum.”

Lukas set the pace — slowly, pulling back until the rim of his head caught against my ring, then pressing forward, sliding deep. The stroke pushed me onto Dad, who met it from below, his hips grinding up, nine inches pressing hard against my cervix.

“Fuck me harder.”

They found a rhythm. Staggered. When Lukas pulled back, Dad pushed up. When Dad withdrew, Lukas drove balls deep. My body was never empty. One cock filling me as the other retreated. The alternating fullness pulled sounds from my chest I didn’t recognize — low, broken, sounds made past the point where language works.

A door opened in the hallway.

I heard footsteps and quiet voices. A girl appeared in the open doorway — cotton nightgown, bare feet, her hand rising to her mouth. Her partner behind her, shirtless, his palm flat on her lower back.

“Can we watch?”

Nell looked at me.

“Yes. She wants you to watch.”

“Are they both her daddy?”

“Is that what people are saying?”

“Yes.”

“Cole is Molly’s father — the only one who matters. The other is her husband until morning — he fucked her mom the night Molly was conceived.”

“I fucking love this place.”

They moved to the wall and stood. Her partner’s hand slid from her back to her hip and stayed there.

Another couple arrived. Then a man alone — one of the stepdads from the second floor. Two women holding hands. A girl in an untied robe, her stepdad’s arm around her waist, his cock visible and hard beneath his shorts. More. They filled the edges of the room and stood still.

A boy with a much older woman arrived holding hands. I caught what she said to her stepson.

“That’s what I want, Karl. You and your friends taking turns on me — both my holes fucked.”

I stopped counting at twelve.

I arched my back. Pressed my ass into Lukas’s strokes and my cunt onto Dad’s cock, and the woman in the nightgown pressed her thighs together and gripped her partner’s forearm.

“Fuck me harder. Both of you. Stretch my holes and fill them with cum.”

Lukas’s fingers dug into my hips, and he drove in — no gentleness, no restraint. His cock hammered my ass, the ring burning around his girth on every thrust. Dad matched him from below — his hips snapping up, nine inches slamming against my cervix, each stroke grinding the head against the place where Lukas pressed from the other side.

The sounds were wet. Rhythmic. Obscene. Two cocks fucking two holes, the thick percussion of flesh and fluid, my cunt leaking around Dad’s shaft and running down his balls, the lube from my ass slicking the base of Lukas’s cock and dripping onto the clean white sheets.

The audience breathed.

Twelve people.

I could hear them all. Someone’s hand was moving — the soft, rhythmic sound of a woman touching herself against the wall. The stepdad’s daughter had dropped to her knees, his cock in her mouth, her hand stroking the shaft.

The mother stood behind her boy — his cock immense, almost my father’s size — and stroked him with one hand, holding tissues against his slit.

“I’m going to cum, Molly.”

Lukas. His strokes shortened, his grip tightened, his cock swelling inside my ass.

“Cum inside me, husband. You too, Daddy. Don’t stop until you’re both empty.”

The room caught its breath.

Lukas came first. The shudder moved through his body — quiet, contained — and his cock pulsed inside my ass. The first jet hit deep, hot against tissue that had never been fucked this way, and each spasm after it was smaller but warmer, filling a space I hadn’t known existed. His cock kicked against Dad’s through the thin wall, and I felt every pulse in both holes.

Dad followed, arching beneath me, lifting us both. His arms crushed me against his chest, his hips drove up once — hard, deep — and his cock erupted against my cervix. The heavy jets I knew. The volume. The cum pooling where his head met the deepest part of me, thick and warm.

I came between them.

My cunt clenched around Dad’s cock. My ass clenched around Lukas’s. The orgasm didn’t start in one place — it started everywhere, the wall between them vibrating with the pressure of two men emptying inside me, and the wave moved outward through my body until my fingertips tingled and my teeth ached and I couldn’t see.

Nobody in the room moved.

The woman in the nightgown was crying. Her partner had his hand between her legs, his fingers inside her, and she was letting him and watching me and weeping silently. The girl on her knees had her stepdad’s cock in her mouth and his hand on the back of her head.

The boy came, his mother milking him into the wad of tissues.

Lukas withdrew first. Slowly — the rim of his head stretching my ring one last time as it slipped free, the cool air hitting tender, open tissue. His cum leaked from my ass — warm, thin, running down the crease and pooling against Dad’s balls.

Dad stayed inside me. His cock softening. His arms still around me. His heartbeat slowing under my cheek.

“Nell.”

She was already there. She’d been kneeling at the foot of the bed through all of it, and she was between my legs before I finished saying her name.

Her tongue found my ass first. The swollen ring — still open, still leaking. She sealed her lips over it and sucked, and I felt Lukas’s cum drawn out of me in a slow tide, pooling on her tongue. She swallowed and pressed her tongue flat against the tender tissue and held — not cleaning now. Soothing. Letting the muscle close against the warmth of her mouth.

Dad’s cock slipped free. The cum spilled — thick, white, more than Lukas had left — and Nell caught it. Her mouth over my entrance, her tongue inside me, drawing my father’s cum from my cunt with the thoroughness I’d come to need from her. Every fold. Every crease. The small closing kiss she pressed against my mound when she was done.

She rested her cheek on my thigh.

“My Queen.”

The audience left quietly, one couple at a time, the silence belonging to what had ended as much as to what came next. The girl wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, and her stepdad kissed her forehead, and they walked out together.

Nell pulled the sheet over me. Dad was already asleep, one arm across my waist. Lukas dressed in the dark. He kissed my forehead — cedar and skin and exhaustion — and left without a word.

I closed my eyes and slept until the horses woke me.

Morning came with hooves on gravel and Rhett’s voice in the yard and Maria’s kitchen sounds rising through the floor.

I was sore. Both holes. My ass carried a deep, unfamiliar tenderness — tissue stretched for the first time, still processing. My cunt was quieter about it. Familiar. Dad’s kind of sore.

I showered alone. Dressed. Went downstairs.

The dining table was full. Eight couples from the east wing, Nell with her clipboard, Angie barefoot and pouring coffee, Tess handling a question about extended bookings. Rhett at the far end with eggs and a delivery schedule.

Dad arrived five minutes after me. Coffee, two sugars, the chair at the head of the table. He smiled, caught my eye, and held it for two seconds. That was enough.

I sat down and ate.

A man two chairs down set his fork on his plate and turned to me.

“My daughter wants more men.”

It was a question. An odd one — a father asking it at a communal dining table in front of eight other couples over scrambled eggs and coffee. But nothing about the way he said it was odd. He said it how men here said everything. Directly. Without apology.

His daughter sat beside him. Mae. Jet-black hair, straighter than a ruler, falling past her shoulders without a bend or a wave. She blushed.

“How many more men?”

“Enough for her to experience a gangbang. She wants to stream it.”

I looked at Mae.

“OnlyFans?”

“Kind of.”

I could have pressed her. I didn’t. I waved Simone over from the far end of the table, and she came with her coffee and sat down beside me.

“Mae wants a gangbang. Her father —”

I looked at him.

“Are you watching or playing?”

“Watching.”

I didn’t say the word. I looked at Mae, and she smiled.

“You want this too?”

“Yes.”

“So it has nothing to do with streaming or OnlyFans?”

She shook her head.

“I don’t want to say what it is.”

“You don’t have to — not to me or anyone. Go with Simone, and she’ll build the session for you. You’ll have to wait until tomorrow — we can’t assign that many men for half a day at such short notice.”

“Okay.”

I looked at Mae’s father. He looked terrified. Simone knew what this was. She’d know how to hold both of them through it.

“Would you like to see the surcharge?”

“I don’t care what it costs. If it’s done well, I’ll tip.”

Simone took them away. Mae glanced back once from the doorway. Not at her father. At me.

My Dad sat beside me.

“I heard all of that, Molly.”

“I feel strange.”

“Why?”

“That conversation should have been awkward. A stranger asking me to find men to gangbang his daughter at a breakfast table with a dozen people around us. It should have been unusual. Taboo, maybe. It was none of those things.”

“When you walk into a business that knows what it is and doesn’t apologize for it, that’s exactly what happens.”

“I focused on money, Dad. The surcharge. The tip. I’m greedy.”

He shook his head.

“Not greed, Molly. If you don’t manage costs, this place closes as fast as it opened. The staff deserve their tips. That’s part of why they stay. Charging ten grand for a weekend sounds enormous, but the food, the wine, staff costs, utilities, the horses, and us —”

“Us?”

“We need to be paid too.”

He smiled.

“I have a lot to learn, Dad.”

Angie came over, leaned her head between Dad and me.

“We have another booking.”

“Who?”

“Another Swiss man. Says he and you are related.”


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

I held my father’s cock steady while Nell held Beast’s reins. It was the first time our black stallion had been ridden since arriving at Braddock’s, never mind fucked.

Eliza took one look and insisted it had to be him.

He could smell her.

Beast eyed me, one hoof clawing the packed earth. His flanks twitched. The muscles beneath his coat rippled in sequences I could track — shoulder to haunch, a rolling tension that said he hadn’t decided yet whether this was acceptable.

“Easy, boy.”

Eliza climbed into the adapted saddle, took the stirrups in her boots, and eased her body high above the silicone cock. Nine inches of my father’s exact shape — every vein, the upward curve, the flared circumcised head — mounted in Rhett’s redesigned stainless steel housing, bolted to the saddle’s modified frame.

The clit plate sat at the front — dimpled leather, oiled, waiting to run Eliza all the way to paradise.

Angie leaned over from the other side and slid two fingers between Eliza’s thighs. She parted the cunt lips — swollen, already flushed, the inner folds slick and dark against Angie’s pale fingers — while I held the base steady.

“Eliza being fucked by a horse, Molly.”

“You promised to change the title.”

“I’m teasing you.”

“It’s important you don’t feel the horse is part of the act.”

She lowered herself down onto my father’s cock. Her eyes widened.

His head spread her open — I watched Eliza’s swollen lips stretch around the flared rim, the tissue whitening at the edges as the width forced them apart. Her brows knitted. Her mouth opened. Then the head was past, and her body took his shaft, and she let out a sound — low, guttural, the exhale of a woman whose cunt had just been filled completely — and she slid down the full length until her clit pressed into the dimpled leather patch and her thighs clamped against the saddle.

“I’ll take a hundred of these too, Molly.”

“What for?”

“My best tippers. Take the order. You’ll need the cash once costs kick in—trust me.”

Angie pulled her fingers away from Eliza’s cunt and licked them. Slow. Looking at me, grinning while she did it.

“I’ll be very specific when I publish closer to the release date, Molly. For now, the title stands.”

She rose a few inches, then dropped, rolled her hips, rubbed her clit, and gasped before looking down at me.

I shook my head.

“We have to agree on the title, Eliza. If it’s not taken down in five minutes, you’ll be packed and on your way. I’ll have cops and animal welfare here if your title stands.”

“It’s clickbait.”

“Yeah, well click it the fuck down off your OnlyFans site in five minutes, or you won’t be riding Beast.”

She stared at me.

Her face was flushed — not from argument, but from my father’s cock filling her. She gulped and looked desperately at me, her body grinding against the leather, the clit plate doing its work while we argued about copyright.

“You’ve taken hundreds of cocks, Eliza, stop pretending.”

“I’m not, honey. Your dad isn’t the biggest, but I feel the horse—the heartbeat, the excitement in him.”

I could see the evidence on the saddle already — a dark stain spreading from where her cunt met the leather, her arousal leaking around the shaft and pooling in the channel between the friction plate and the seat.

Beast shifted his weight, and Eliza gasped again, letting out a sharp scream—excitement, joy, not pain — his movement translating through the saddle into my father’s cock buried balls deep inside her, and her thighs tightened involuntarily.

“Five hundred. One hundred every month, and he signs the first batch.”

“Fuck—”

“You sign it too. I want merchandising rights for you two.”

“No chance.”

She rode my father’s cock, dragging her cunt all the way up to the head, leaving a thick, almost whipped-cream lather on it. Then she sank down. Beast moved. She squirmed and rubbed her clit on the plate again.

“I can sell this place for you, Molly. My best fans come here to fuck me senseless or watch me live on Beast.”

“I’m not discussing anything with you until you change the fucking title, Eliza.”

We’d been best friends at school. Eliza was a very successful model — seven figures every year, and she was right — she was clickbait, and so was the title. But Braddock’s had rules, and Eliza’s OnlyFans titles were about to cost us more than her booking was worth.

“Okay, Molly. Pass my phone.”

I handed her the Samsung Fold. She opened it, whimpered as Beast walked a step forward, then back — the motion driving Dad’s replica deeper inside her, then letting it slide an inch, then deeper again — and her eyes went wide. Not at the screen. At what the horse’s stride was doing to the cock inside her.

Her fingers flashed across the screen.

She handed the phone back, scowling.

“There. It’s changed.”

I looked at her upcoming streaming program. Three days out.

“’Fucking the Beast’?”

“Yeah. That could be a guy, Molly.”

I nodded.

I didn’t like it.

Our rules were about to get a tweak courtesy of my lawyers. Two weeks of back and forth, thirty grand, and the damn contract we had clients sign didn’t stand up to the first few days. Dad said it first — “The contract needs an architecture, Molly. Not a fence.” He was right. He usually was about structural things.

“Walk. No trotting, Eliza.”

“Seriously?”

I looked up at her.

“It’s fucking dangerous.”

“Really? I’ve been riding horses for fifteen years. A few times with you.”

“Yeah, but we never had my father’s cock inside us.”

She grinned.

“Well, I sure didn’t. Fuck, I would have liked to, though.”

She looked at me. A thread of fluid — hers, not the olive oil from the plate — ran down the inside of the saddle’s leather flap and caught the light. Her cunt was clenching around the shaft with every breath, and the friction plate was doing exactly what Rhett had designed it to do — the dimpled leather grinding against her exposed pink clit with every shift in Beast’s weight.

Eliza knew when I was being serious, and she nodded.

“Can I fuck your dad and Rhett for real tonight, Molly?”

“If they want to fuck you.”

“Are you available too? We never did—yet—”

“No.”

I nodded to Nell.

“Walk her till she’s fucked sore.”

“I will. Might take a while.”

“She’s paid well. Give the girl a good ride, Nell—you too, Beast.”

I watched them go — Beast steady under Nell’s hand, Eliza’s hips already finding the rhythm of the walk, her body rising and falling on Dad’s cock. She was being shaped to him with every stride. The saddle was dark with her arousal now.

Each step drove the replica into her and drew it back — not much, maybe two inches of travel at a walk, but two inches of nine, and the friction plate grinding her clit in both directions. Her thighs were wet. By the time Nell walked her twice around the lower paddock, the saddle leather would be soaked, and Eliza would have cum at least three times.

I walked away.

I wanted to be her tonight. I wanted to be double-penetrated by Rhett and my father, spend the evening in our bedroom — Nell and Angie with us, champagne, strawberries, a lot of cock to fuck my cunt and ass, and two friends to clean me before they got their turn on our men.

But I was called for.

A couple needed help.

So I went to see them.

Their suite was on the first floor of the east wing — the one with the bay window overlooking the stable yard. I knocked twice. A woman’s voice, thin and careful, said, “Come in.”

I was surprised when I entered. I expected a regular couple — the standard Braddock’s intake: stepfather and stepdaughter, maybe stepmom and stepson, nervous, overdressed, and desperate to be told it was okay to want what they wanted.

What I got was anything but.

A Black man in his early twenties stood by the window. Six feet six at least. Built like someone had carved him from stone and then kept going — shoulders, chest, arms, everything thick and deliberate and heavy with muscle. His skin was deep brown. Light caught in sheets across his clavicle and the top of his cheekbone.

And his eyes were blue.

Not a faded blue. Not gray-blue. Blue. The pale, startling, impossible blue that has no business on a face that dark.

Beside him — not touching, not close enough to touch, standing apart as if proximity would reveal something — was a woman in her mid-forties. Almost six feet in bare feet. Long strawberry-blonde hair that fell past her shoulders in waves that hadn’t been styled so much as released.

A cascade of freckles — across her nose, her cheeks, her collarbones, disappearing into the neckline of her shirt. More freckles on her forearms. They were everywhere.

Something about her looked wrong.

Something about him looked different.

I went to him first. Cupped my hand on his cheek, reaching up. He was warm. His jaw was enormous under my palm.

“Waardenburg syndrome. The blue eyes, I mean—in case you wondered.”

I smiled.

“You’re so fucking beautiful. Not just the eyes.”

His smile widened, and I saw it — the warmth in it, the ease. This man was comfortable in his body, comfortable with being looked at, comfortable with a stranger’s hand on his face. Whatever tension lived in this room, it wasn’t his.

I turned to her.

The wrongness was clearer now. Her hands were clasped in front of her, the knuckles white. Her shoulders were pulled in — not slumped, compressed, a woman making herself smaller than she was. And her eyes — they’d been on me since I walked in, but not sizing me up, not scared. Hungry and hating herself for it.

“I’m Molly.”

“I know who you are.”

“And you are?”

“Grace.”

Her husband put his hand out. I took it. His palm swallowed mine.

“I’m Solomon. Grace is my mother.”

I could see it.

“What can I do for you?”

Grace looked at the floor. Solomon looked at Grace.

The silence told me everything and nothing at the same time.

“Sit down. Both of you.”

They sat on the edge of the bed. Side by side. Not touching. His thigh was enormous next to hers — dark against pale, denim straining across the muscle. Her hands went to her lap. His stayed on his knees.

“We’re married.”

“I know. Your intake form said married couple, no step-dynamic, but you just said—”

“We lied, and we would prefer not to be revealed. Getting married wasn’t easy.”

Solomon looked at his mother.

I took their hands.

“That’s fine. Braddock’s isn’t only for step-parents.”

“We’ve never done anything like this.”

“Have you—”

They both nodded.

“We fuck a lot, but not like this.”

“What are you here for?”

Grace’s mouth opened, then closed. She looked at Solomon, and I saw it — the plea. Say it for me. I can’t say it.

He didn’t say it for her. He waited. Patient as furniture.

I liked him for that.

“I want to watch Solomon fuck you.”

The words came out of her like something she’d been holding in her chest for months. Flat. Rehearsed. The cadence of a confession practiced in front of a bathroom mirror at 2 AM.

“And then?”

“And then I want to...”

She stopped. Her ears flushed red, the color climbing from her neck to the lobes, visible through the strawberry-blonde hair. Her freckles darkened against the flush.

“I want to clean you up.”

“Your lips on my cunt, sucking out his cum.”

Her milk-white skin went crimson as she nodded.

My cunt clenched.

I looked at Solomon.

“And you?”

“I want what Mom wants. I’ve always wanted what she wants.”

“How long have you been together?”

“Three years.”

“How long have you been thinking about this?”

I looked at Grace.

“I’ve been thinking about watching my stepson fuck another woman since our wedding night.”

“Have you been with another woman?”

“No.”

That landed. Not because it was shocking — I’d heard worse in intake sessions, and I’d felt worse in my own body before I understood it — but because of how she said it. Three years of marriage, and the thing she wanted most was to watch her husband fucking another woman and then put her mouth where his cock had been.

“Grace. Look at me.”

She looked.

“The thing you want — it’s not wrong. It’s not sick. It doesn’t mean your marriage is broken.”

“I know that.”

“Do you? Because your shoulders are around your ears, and your husband hasn’t touched you since I walked in.”

Her breath caught. Solomon’s hand moved — slow, deliberate — and covered hers in her lap. She didn’t pull away, but she didn’t relax either.

“Here’s how this works. This is your room, and only your rules matter in here. Either of you can stop it at any word. Red means stop, yellow means slow down. If I hear red, everything stops, and I leave. Clear?”

“Clear.”

“Grace?”

“Clear.”

“One more thing. You said clean up. I need you to be specific.”

Her flush deepened. The red was in her chest now, visible above the collar of her shirt.

“With my mouth.”

“Sucking his cum from inside me?”

“Yes.”

“Anything else?”

She looked at me, and I saw the second thing — the thing she hadn’t practiced, the thing that lived underneath the rehearsed confession.

“I want to lick your ass while my boy fucks you.”

Solomon’s hand tightened on hers. Not surprise — confirmation. He’d known. He’d been waiting for her to say it out loud.

“Okay. Get undressed.”

“Just one more thing?”

“Go ahead.”

“I want you to enjoy fucking him. He’s gentle. He has a very thick cock. It’s not as long as your father’s but—”

“How do you know?”

“Solomon fucks me with your dad’s replica before he fucks me. I get depth from your daddy, width from my boy.”

“Maybe you can try that for real while you’re here.”

“Please.”

Solomon undressed first. He stood and pulled his T-shirt over his head — grabbed the back of the collar in one motion — and I saw the rest of him.

His chest was broad and carved and dark, the skin smooth except for a trail of hair from his navel to his waistband. His shoulders were wider than Dad’s. His arms were years of actual work, not a gym. He unbuckled his belt, and I heard it — the sound of metal and leather separating — and I felt my cunt respond before I saw what he was carrying.

He dropped his jeans. No underwear.

His cock hung heavy between his thighs. Soft, it was already longer than most men hard — thick through the shaft, very thick, the head covered by a foreskin that bunched loosely at the tip. The skin was darker than his body, almost black at the base, and I could see his veins — prominent, even soft, tracing the underside from root to head. His balls were heavy and low, the scrotum dark and tight.

I looked at Grace.

She was watching him. Her lips were parted. Her chest was rising faster. Her eyes — starving. Already wet. Already gone.

“Grace. Your turn.”

“What for?”

“Undress, please.”

She undressed slowly. Shirt first — she unbuttoned it, her fingers clumsy, and let it fall from her shoulders. No bra. Her breasts were full and low, the skin pale and freckled across the tops, her nipples wide and pink against pale, hardening in the cool air.

Her stomach was soft — not flat, not trying to be, the body of a woman in her mid-forties who had lived in it honestly. Freckles everywhere — across her ribs, her hips, trailing down her belly in constellations.

She unzipped her jeans and stepped out of them. White cotton underwear — simple, plain, damp at the center. She hooked her thumbs and pulled them down, and I saw her cunt for the first time.

She was trimmed but not shaved. The hair was darker than her head — auburn, almost copper, neat against the pale skin of her mound. Her outer lips were full and flushed, and between them I could see the glisten of arousal already gathered on her inner folds. She was wet. She’d been wet before I walked in.

“I know someone who would love to lick that cunt after your husband fucks it.”

“Really?”

“Would you like to try? I have a girlfriend—she’s beautiful, gentle, and kind.”

“Will she go down on me, Molly?”

“Nell will go down and stay down.”

“And can she take my husband?”

“Of course.”

“While she licks me?”

“Yes.”

“I’d like that. I want my boy to enjoy as much pussy as possible over the next few days—there was an older woman we passed in the hallway—Miss Voss?”

“My grandmother.”

“Really?”

“Yes.”

“Could you ask her if—”

“I can’t. You can. Everyone is available to you at Braddock’s, but you have to ask them, not me.”

My cunt clenched.

I was ready for some very thick black cock to stretch me wide.

“Solomon. Come here.”

He crossed the floor to me. I could feel the heat from his body before he was close enough to touch — radiant, the warmth of muscle and blood running close to the surface. His cock was thickening. Not fully hard yet, but filling, the shaft lengthening and the foreskin pulling back from the head as blood moved into the tissue.

I reached down and took him in my hand.

I looked up at him.

“I like to be fucked hard and deep, Solomon.”

“I like a tight cunt.”

“You’ll tell me how I do.”

The weight of his cock was immediate — heavy, dense, the shaft warm against my palm. I pulled the foreskin back slowly, exposing the head — flushed, wide, the crown smooth and already slick with the first clear bead of pre-cum that welled from his slit. He was bigger than Lukas. Wider than Rhett.

“Grace. Where do you want to be?”

She was sitting on the bed. Her hands were trembling.

“Close.”

“How close?”

“Close enough to see everything.”

I pulled my shirt over my head. Unhooked my bra. Stepped out of my shorts and underwear — the black lace crotchless pair, the seam already wet. I stood naked in front of both of them.

Grace’s breath caught. Solomon’s cock thickened in my hand.

“I’m going to ride your cock on my hands and knees. Solomon, behind me. Grace — when you’re ready, you’ll know where.”

“How will I—”

“I’ll arch my back—your son will fuck my cunt, and you’ll access my anus.”

I climbed onto the bed.

Hands and knees.

The position I knew best — the one that let my body open completely, that gave the man behind me the deepest access and the woman behind me the closest view. My knees spread wide on the white sheets.

My back arched steeply. My cunt was already swollen and slick from watching Eliza — watching her fuck Dad’s replica on Beast, watching the saddle darken with her arousal, watching her body take nine inches of silicone at a walk — and now Solomon’s hand was on my hip and his heat was behind me. My cunt opened to the air, wet, the lips parted from arousal alone.

He was hard now. I felt it before it touched me — the heat, the weight, the presence of something thick and alive near the entrance my body was already trying to pull toward.

His crown pressed against me.

His foreskin had retracted fully — the bare head was smooth and hot against my soaking wet cunt entrance. It was much thinner than his shaft, the rim catching on my inner lips as he notched into position.

He held there. Patient. Waiting.

“Grace.”

“Yes.”

“Watch your husband fuck me. When you are ready, lick my ass—please try hard to get inside. I like that.”

“Any tips?”

“Use your thumbs, lick the ridges, and point your tongue sharply.”

Solomon had heard enough. He slid his thick cock inside me.

The head spread me open — slow, thick, the stretch burning through my entrance as my lips widened around him. Wider than Dad. I felt the difference immediately — Dad’s circumcised head was a sharp ridge, a clear line between shaft and crown.

Solomon’s was smoother, the transition gradual, his foreskin bunching slightly behind the head as my walls gripped it and pulled it deeper. But the width — my cunt stretched around him and kept stretching, the tissue burning and yielding, the slick resistance of my arousal doing its work as inch after inch of his shaft sank into me.

“She’s tight, Mom.”

“Fuck her nicely, sweetheart. Fuck her for Mommy.”

I didn’t have time to analyze. I just focused on enjoying being fucked by a magnificent man. Braddock’s would help them find each other properly.

He bottomed balls deep inside me.

The head pressed against my cervix — not painfully, firmly, the blunt pressure of a cock that had reached the limit of my depth and was resting there. I felt full. Completely full. His girth filled me from wall to wall, the ridged texture of his shaft pressing against nerve endings that were already amplified by how wet I was.

My cunt clenched around his cock once, involuntarily, and I felt him twitch inside me in response — his cock swelling briefly, the head pressing harder against my cervix, and a fresh surge of my own slick leaking around the seal of my entrance and running down the inside of my thigh.

I arched deeper, exposing my pucker.

“Grace.”

“I see it.”

Her voice was different now. Thinner. Higher. The rehearsed composure was gone.

“What do you see?”

“His cock is balls deep inside you. Your cunt is stretching around him. I can see where your body ends and his begins.”

“Come closer.”

I heard her move. The mattress dipped as she climbed onto the bed behind us. I could feel her breath — warm, fast, uneven — against the skin of my lower back.

“Lower.”

She moved down. Her breath was on my ass now, hitting the skin between my cheeks — warm and humid, breathing through her mouth because her nose wasn’t pulling in enough air to keep up with her heart rate.

“Whenever you’re ready, lick my ass.”

Solomon hadn’t moved. His cock was still buried inside me to the root, his hands on my hips, his thumbs pressing the divots above my ass. Waiting. Holding the space for her.

Grace’s tongue touched my asshole.

The contact was tentative — just the tip, barely a graze, the softest part of her tongue tracing the outer rim of my pucker. My ass clenched and then softened. She pressed harder. Her tongue was wet and warm and flat, and she licked in a slow circle around the ring, coating the ridged skin in her spit.

I could feel every taste bud — the texture of her tongue rough against my sensitive tissue, the warmth of her saliva cooling almost immediately in the air before she licked me again.

“How’s my mom doing, Molly?”

“Perfectly. Fuck me, honey. Slowly, so she can smell me on your cock.”

He drew back. The drag of his head against my walls sent a shudder through my pelvis — the rim catching on the ridges inside me, the friction pulling a slick sound from my cunt that carried in the room. Grace’s tongue was still on my ass, and as Solomon pulled back, her face was close enough to his shaft that I felt her breath hitch against my skin. She could see it — his cock withdrawing from my body, the shaft glistening with my arousal, my entrance gripping him and not wanting to let go.

He moved her head, cupping her chin, then he pressed his head to my ass. I relaxed, feeling him slick my pucker with my own cunt juices.

“Tastier now.”

“Thank you, Son.”

They were finding themselves.

Solomon slid his cock back inside me.

The sensation split me in two directions. His cock filling my cunt — deep, slow, the head driving past nerve endings that were screaming at the width stretching me — and Grace’s tongue pressing into my ass, the tip breaching the ring and pushing inside.

I had the two penetrations I craved, two rhythms. Mother and son servicing me. The wet heat of her mouth and the solid, stretching fullness of his cock, and my body caught between them, unable to separate the sensations, unable to process them independently.

Grace moaned against my ass.

The vibration traveled through the ring and into my pelvis, and I felt it meet the pressure of Solomon’s cock on the other side of the thin wall of tissue between my cunt and my rectum. I could feel them both — his width pressing from below, her tongue pressing from above, separated by a quarter inch of muscle and membrane.

Solomon fucked me with long, measured strokes. Patient, deliberate — each thrust driving in fully, the head pressing my cervix, before he withdrew almost to the rim and drove in again. The wet percussion of his shaft inside me filled the room — thick, slick, the sound of a body taking a cock that stretched me to my limit on every stroke.

Grace’s tongue went deeper.

She was inside my ass now — past the ring, the soft tip pushing into the warm channel, her lips sealed around my pucker, her saliva pooling at the entrance and running down toward my cunt. I could feel the two fluids meeting — her spit from above, my arousal from below — mixing at the thin strip of skin between my ass and my cunt where Solomon’s shaft was driving through.

“Grace.”

She moaned again but didn’t stop. She didn’t pull back. Her tongue worked deeper, the muscle of it curling inside me, and I felt my ass open wider — the ring relaxing around her, my body accepting it the way it had learned to accept fingers, thumbs, the tip of a plug, the head of a cock.

But this was different. This was soft. This was wet. This was a woman’s mouth inside my body while her husband’s cock filled me from the other direction.

Her hands came up and gripped my ass cheeks. She pulled them apart — wider, the skin stretching taut — and she buried her face between them. Her nose pressed against my tailbone. Her chin was wet. Her tongue was as deep as it could go, and she was licking the inside of my rectum with flat, desperate strokes — hungry, imprecise, chasing every nerve ending my body offered.

Solomon’s pace increased. His grip on my hips tightened. His breathing broke — the steady rhythm cracking into something harder, shorter — his body starting to take over from his discipline.

“Don’t cum inside me yet.”

“Sorry, I—”

“Your mother is still enjoying ass.”

“I know, but you’re so tight.”

“Good.”

He slowed. His cock twitched — a pulse of frustration or restraint, the head swelling briefly against my cervix before he controlled it.

“Grace needs to be ready.”

Grace pulled her tongue from my ass. Her face was wet — spit and sweat, her chin glistening, the freckles on her cheeks dark against the flush.

She grinned at me, the weight gone.

“I’m ready.”

“Ready for what?”

“For my son to cum inside you.”

“You’ve decided what he is now?”

She looked at him.

“You’ve been my son since you were three. I’m glad we’re married, but you are still my son.”

“And are you ready, Mom? To suck my cum out of Molly?”

“I am. Every drop.”

Her eyes were on the place where his cock entered my body — the stretched, flushed tissue of my entrance gripping his shaft, the slick mess of my arousal coating the dark skin of his cock from crown to base.

“Do it, Son. Cum inside Molly.”

Solomon drove his cock into me. Hard. The restraint broke. His hips slammed against my ass, and his cock buried itself to the root. I felt the first pulse before I heard him groan — a hot jet hitting the deepest part of me, spreading outward, filling the space in front of my cervix with a warmth that was instant and total.

His cock kicked inside me — once, twice, three times, four — each spasm driving another surge of cum into my body, the slick compound of his seed mixing with my arousal, the volume extraordinary, more than Dad, more than Lukas, more than anyone who had ever cum inside me.

I clenched around his cock. My walls gripped his shaft, and I held, milking the last pulses from his cock, and I felt the cum pooling where his head met my cervix — thick, warm, held inside me by the seal of my entrance around his girth.

But the seal was already failing — I could feel it leaking, the first thread of his cum running around the base of his shaft and out past my swollen lips, running down the crease between my cunt and my thigh.

He pulled out.

The head dragged through my entrance one final time — the rim catching on my inner lips, stretching them outward as he withdrew — and then he was out, and I felt the rush. His cum, held inside me by his width, released in a thick, warm flood.

It spilled from my open cunt — my lips still parted, still stretched from his girth, too swollen to close — and it ran in a heavy line down the inside of my thigh and onto the white sheets.

“Grace.”

She was already there.

“Lick me first, then pucker a kiss around my hole and suck.”

“I want to drain him from you.”

“That’s it. Reclaim what’s yours, honey.”

Her hands spread my cunt from behind — both thumbs hooking inside my outer lips, pulling them apart, exposing the slick, flushed interior of my entrance and the cum still seeping from deep inside me. She pressed her mouth against my opening.

Her lips sealed over me — warm, wet, the pressure forming a tight circle around my entrance. She sucked, and I felt it — a deep, internal pulling, her son’s cum moving inside me, drawn out by the suction of his mom’s mouth.

I relaxed, and my body released it. Her mouth filled. I heard her swallow — small, wet, undeniable — and she pressed deeper, her tongue pushing inside me, chasing the cum her son had planted in my body.

She licked the walls of my cunt. Her tongue — broader than Nell’s, broader than Simone’s, less precise and more desperate — dragged through the slick tissue, gathering the compound of Solomon’s cum and my arousal, swallowing, returning for more.

Her nose pressed against my perineum. Her chin was wet with what had already spilled past her mouth.

She cleaned me thoroughly. Not just the entrance. She probed deep inside, her tongue reaching as far as it could, then her fingers, two of them, curling upward against my front wall and pressing, drawing more cum down from the space near my cervix where the last of it was held. Each time she drew her fingers out, they were coated — thick, white, the evidence of what her husband had done inside me — and she put them in her mouth and sucked them clean.

When she was finished, she pressed her mouth against my asshole. The same asshole she’d been tonguing while Solomon fucked me. She kissed it — once, gently, the press of closed lips against the skin — and then she sat back on her heels.

Her face was a mess. Her chin was coated. Her lips were swollen and slick. Her eyes were wet — not crying, not sad, the watering of a woman whose body had been overwhelmed by something it had waited three years to feel.

Solomon was sitting on the bed, watching her. His cock was softening against his thigh, still glistening, still long.

“Grace.”

She looked at me.

“Come here.”

She crawled up the bed. I held her face in both hands and kissed her. I tasted Solomon on her tongue — salt and density and the faint mineral bitterness of cum, mixed with my own arousal, the mixture of everything that had just passed through her mouth. She kissed me back with a ferocity that surprised me — her hands in my hair, her body pressing against mine, her breasts warm and full against my chest.

When she pulled back, her eyes were clear.

“Thank you, Molly.”

“Don’t thank me. That was yours. You built it. I just showed up.”

She laughed. A real laugh — sudden, loose, her whole body unclenching at once.

Solomon put his arm around her shoulders. She leaned into him and closed her eyes. His hand rested on her thigh — dark against pale — and I saw her body finally relax. The compressed shoulders dropped. The clasped hands opened. She was breathing normally for the first time since I’d walked in.

I stood up, pulled my shirt back on, and stepped into my shorts.

“You have the suite for three nights. Room service is available at any hour. If you want another session, Nell can book it.”

“Molly.”

“Yeah.”

“Can I ask for you again?”

“You can ask for whoever you want, Grace. But yeah — you can ask for me. I’ll ask Nell to look in on you later. You’ll love her.”

I let myself out.

The hallway was quiet. It was late. The sconces were dimmed to their nighttime setting, warm light catching the oak paneling and throwing long shadows down the corridor. My thighs were wet. My cunt was sore in a structural way that told me Solomon had been wider than my body had expected, and the soreness would be there tomorrow.

Nell was waiting at the bottom of the stairs. She had Beast’s saddle over one arm — the leather dark and soaked, the clit plate glistening.

“Eliza came four times.”

“Good.”

“She wants to book the stallion for three more days.”

“Every day?”

“Yes.”

“Fine. Walking pace only.”

Nell looked at me. She could read me the way Dad read blueprints — instantly, structurally, the load-bearing walls and the points of failure visible before anyone else noticed.

“He understands. I don’t think he cares about the act, but he cares about the rider.”

“Good.”

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing’s wrong.”

“Molly.”

I looked at the saddle in her arms. At the evidence of Eliza’s arousal staining the leather. At Nell’s dark hair and steady eyes and the tack harness across her collarbones. She called me her Queen, and she was standing in the hallway holding a saddle at eight o’clock at night because I’d asked her to walk a horse till a woman was fucked sore, and she’d done it without question.

“The Swiss man. The one Mae mentioned. Has he called back?”

Nell’s face changed.

“He’s here, Molly. He arrived two hours ago. Tess put him in the west suite.”

I stared at her.

“He’s here? In the house?”

“He asked for you by name. Not Braddock’s. Not the website. Your name.”

The hallway was too quiet.

“Where’s Dad?”

“With Audrey in the dungeon. He doesn’t know yet.”

“Don’t tell him. Not tonight.”

“Molly—”

“Not tonight, Nell.”

She held my gaze. Nodded once.

I went upstairs. My cunt was still leaking Solomon’s cum into my shorts, and somewhere in the west wing of my father’s house, a Swiss man who said he was related to me was sleeping in one of our beds.

Beth was coming up the back stairs with a bag over her shoulder and her hair falling out of its ponytail. She stopped when she saw me.

“Hey, Molly.”

“Hey.”

She looked at my face. Then at my hands, which I hadn’t realized were shaking.

“You okay?”

“No.”

She didn’t ask why. She set her bag down on the hall table and waited.

“Can I have a feed?”

“Of course you can, darling.”

We went to the orangery. Beth turned on the low lamp by the door — the one that threw warm light across the pale stone floor without reaching the glass walls — and the room settled into the quiet it kept at night.

No sun. No breakfast noise. Just the cream linen sofas and the faint smell of basil from Maria’s garden through a cracked window, and the darkness beyond the glass where the paddocks ran down to the tree line.

Beth sat in the corner of the sofa and unbuttoned her shirt. She didn’t rush. She never rushed because feeding people was important. Her fingers worked the buttons with the unhurried precision of a woman who had done this ten thousand times and had stopped counting somewhere around the third thousand.

Her breasts were full tonight. I could see the veins — blue-green beneath her pale skin, fanning outward from the areolae toward her collarbone. The nipples were already beading — two small drops of milk catching the lamplight, sitting on the textured surface of her areolae like something the body had prepared in advance.

I lay down on the sofa and rested my head in her lap. She shifted, adjusted, lifted her left breast, and guided her solid nipple toward my mouth. Her hand cradled the back of my head. Her fingers spread across my skull and held — warm, steady, the grip of a woman whose arms had been built by years of carrying children.

I latched.

“Relax, daughter.”

“Mmm.”

The foremilk came first — thin, watery, barely sweet, the let-down trickling across my tongue and pooling behind my lower lip. I swallowed and pulled again. Beth’s nipple was wide in my mouth — wider than my own, the areola textured against my lips, the pebbled skin rough and warm.

My tongue pressed the underside flat and drew, and the flow increased, the milk coming in pulses now, each one a little thicker, a little warmer, the watery foremilk giving way to the richer hindmilk as my sucking established its rhythm.

“I have a favor to ask, Molly. Don’t say anything yet. I want to feed you while your father fucks me, please. It’s been a while. He has an incredible cock, and I would love to take him while feeding you.”

“Mmm.”

Beth’s free hand rested on my shoulder. Her thumb traced a slow circle on my collarbone. She didn’t speak. The only sound was the pull and release of my mouth on her nipple, the small wet sounds of swallowing, and somewhere outside, an owl in the oaks.

The hindmilk was sweet. Thick and creamy and warm, coating my tongue, filling my mouth with a taste that was alive in a way nothing else was — not cum, not arousal, not saliva. This came from inside a body that was making a person.

Beth’s belly was round and firm against the side of my head, and I felt the baby flutter — a tiny movement, barely there, a limb shifting in the dark space below her skin.

Would I feed from her while my father fucked her?

Damn right I would.

I closed my eyes.

The Swiss man was in the house. My biological father’s friend, or his relative, or the man himself — I didn’t know which, and right now, with Beth’s milk warm in my mouth and her hand steady on my head, I didn’t want to know. The knowledge could wait. It had waited eighteen years. It could wait until morning.

I pulled. Swallowed. Pulled again.

The rhythm settled into something older than thought — the cadence of an infant at a breast, the most basic exchange two bodies can make. I am hungry. I have what you need. Here.

The soreness between my legs was still there — Solomon’s width, the stretch that wouldn’t fade until morning — but it was quieting now, dissolving into the warmth of the milk and the weight of Beth’s hand and the low hum she was making in her chest.

I hadn’t known a mother.

I’d had Dad. I’d had Bliss. I’d had Maria, who fed me, scolded me, and told me I was too much like my mother without ever telling me what that meant. I’d had the stables, and the hay, and the lantern, and the sleeping bag in the third stall where I talked to a woman I’d never known.

Beth wasn’t my mother. She didn’t try to be. But her milk was in my mouth, and her hand was on my head, and her body was warm and full and alive, and for ten minutes in the orangery in the dark, the difference didn’t matter.

The flow slowed. I pulled one last time — a long, slow draw that emptied what was left — and let the nipple slip from my mouth. Her areola was flushed dark, the nipple wet and extended, a last drop of hindmilk sitting on the tip. I licked it off. Sweet and warm and faintly mineral, the taste of Beth’s body finishing what it had started.

She stroked my hair.

“Better?”

“Yeah.”

“You want to talk about it?”

“No.”

“Okay.”

“I want you to feed me while my Daddy fucks you. Then I want to clean your cunt afterward.”

“Thank you, Molly.”

She buttoned her shirt. I sat up. The orangery was quiet and warm, and the basil smell was still coming through the cracked window, and my hands had stopped shaking.

“Thank you, Beth.”

“Anytime, honey. That’s what I’m here for.”

She picked up her bag from the hall table on the way out. I heard her car start in the drive — the quiet engine, the crunch of gravel, the sound fading toward town. Ten minutes away. Three kids, two still nursing. On-call, hourly, cash.

I sat in the orangery alone and watched the darkness through the glass and thought about nothing until my eyes closed.


Chapter Five

◆◆◆

I had needed Beth.

I’d needed her milk and the comfort of a body that was warm and giving and growing at the same time. She’d given me ten minutes of silence and sweetness and the low hum in her chest that said, you are held. And then she’d left, and the orangery was quiet, and the Swiss man was somewhere in my house, and I sat until my eyes wanted to close.

I didn’t close them.

I went to the stables.

My feet knew the path. Fourteen years of walking it in the dark — barefoot on the flagstones, then the gravel that bit but not enough to slow me, then the packed dirt that sloped toward the bottom of the hill.

I could have done it blindfolded. I had done it blindfolded, once, at thirteen, to prove to Bliss that I could.

The gates were unlocked now. They’d been unlocked since Rhett moved the horses in — three weeks ago, maybe four. The padlock that had hung there for seventeen years was in a drawer in Dad’s study, and nobody had mentioned it since the day he handed Rhett the key.

I pushed the gate open and switched on my electric lamp.

The horses stirred. Nickering — soft, nasal, the sound of animals registering a familiar presence and deciding it wasn’t worth standing for. Hooves shifted on straw. The smell hit me — warm, pungent, ammonia sharp enough to burn the back of my throat. Horse piss and hay and the mineral tang of the feed buckets Rhett filled at six every evening.

The stables were alive now.

For twelve years they’d been mine — sealed, empty, a tomb I’d turned into a bedroom. The third stall, the hay, the lantern, the sleeping bag. The conversations with Bliss and with a mother whose voice I’d had to invent because I’d never heard the real one.

Now there were horses in the first and second stalls. Tack on the walls. Rhett’s boot prints in the straw. The fourth stall — Lena’s stall, the one where the beam fell — was empty. Rhett had asked once about using it. I had said no. He never asked again.

I climbed into the hayloft.

The smell changed up there. Drier, warmer, dust and dried grass and the faint sweetness of cut timothy. I spread my sleeping bag open — unzipped, lay it flat, as a comforter on the bales — and settled between them as I had settled since I was twelve years old. The lamp threw long shadows up into the rafters.

I might have two fathers in this house. The one I loved and built a life around, and the one I’d loan the label to because biology insisted. I was in no rush to see him. Solomon’s width was still aching between my legs, and the question that came with it could wait. It had waited eighteen years. It could wait until morning.

But my heart split. I felt it happen — not a crack, not a break. A split. Two chambers doing two things at once. One beating for Dad, for Nell and Angie, for the house we’d built and the bodies we’d shared and the life that was already mine. The other beating for a question I hadn’t asked and didn’t want to answer and couldn’t stop hearing.

Who are you? Why now? What do you want from me that eighteen years of absence hasn’t already answered?

“You’ve been quiet, Bliss.”

“You’ve been busy.”

“I feel abandoned.”

“You feel conflicted. That’s different. If you had needed me, you would have called — like you are now. But not once, in all of this—”

“Sorry.”

“Not sorry. You have moved on. I’m glad.”

“Are you lonely, Bliss?”

“I’m inside your head, darling. There is no loneliness here. Trust me — I am fully occupied.”

“Occupied how?”

“I am busy with everything you don’t have time to think about. The things you notice and forget. The things you feel before you know you feel them. The things you want and refuse to want.”

“Are you feeding me choices?”

“No, dear. You are feeding yourself. You are me, wearing different clothes.”

“Do I have multiple personalities?”

“No. You are introspective, and you question yourself. You’ve learned how to do that quietly. When something feels wrong—”

“That’s you?”

“No. That’s you.”

“Is my mother there?”

“Her DNA is yours. So yes, your Mom is here.”

“What does she think?”

“What do you think she thinks?”

I lay back on the hay and smiled at the wooden roof. The beams were dark with age, the joints hand-cut, the wood older than the house. A crow cawed from somewhere in the rafters — sharp, loud, echoing off the stone walls below.

“It’s me, Frank. Your nest is safe.”

He flew through the rafters, landing on a beam where it met the angled roof. He looked at me — head tilted, one black eye registering what he saw, comparing it with what he knew. Then he cawed again, stepped behind the beam, and disappeared.

“Molly.”

The voice came from below. From the stable floor.

“Dad?”

I climbed over the bale and looked down.

“Christ, Dad.”

“What’s wrong?”

“You’re inside the stables.”

He looked at his feet as though it was their fault. Then he looked at me, tears running down his cheeks.

“I looked for you. You were gone, and for a moment—”

He didn’t finish. He didn’t have to. For a moment, I was Lena. For a moment, the stables had taken another woman from him, and his body had carried him through those gates before his mind could stop it.

“Come up, Daddy. Tell me.”

He climbed the ladder. His hands were shaking on the rungs — I could see it in the lamplight, a fine tremor in his fingers that had nothing to do with grip and everything to do with where he was standing.

When he reached the top, I grabbed his shirt and hauled him across the bale, opened the sleeping bag wide, and he landed on top of me — heavy, warm, his weight pressing me into the hay.

He cried.

The wood, the hay, the smell of horses that hadn’t been here for seventeen years and were here now. My father cried about standing in the place where his wife died and finding his daughter alive in it. His body released something it had held since before I could remember.

I held him.

His face was pressed against my neck, his tears hot on my skin, his arms locked around me. His breathing shook. His chest shook. The hay rustled under us, and the horses below nickered softly at the sound of a man weeping above them.

“I’m here, Daddy.”

“I know.”

“Did you think I was gone?”

“For a moment.”

“I come here to think. I’ve always come here to think.”

“I know that, too. I watched you from the summer house for six years. But tonight I couldn’t — I couldn’t just watch.”

“So you came inside.”

“Yes.”

“How does it feel?”

He pressed his face harder into my neck. His voice was muffled against my skin.

“It smells the same. Everything else has changed, but it smells the same.”

I held him until his breathing slowed. Until his arms loosened. Until the weight of him went from desperate to heavy to slack, and I knew he was asleep.

I lay under my father in the hayloft and listened to him breathe and listened to the horses shift below, and I thought about a woman who died in the stall beneath us and a man who’d sealed these doors for seventeen years and walked through them tonight because I was gone.

I slept.

I woke to giggling.

It was still dark. The lamp had dimmed to a low amber, and the air in the hayloft had cooled. Dad was beside me now, not on top of me, his arm across my waist, his breathing deep and even.

The giggling came from below.

“What are you doing up there?”

Nell’s voice hissed from the bottom of the ladder. I looked down and saw Angie standing beside her — I could see both of them in the faint light from the stable floor, their faces tilted up, their hair messy, their eyes bright.

“We are starting a new tradition in this barn, Molly.”

“Such as?”

“This is a kind of exorcism.”

Dad sat up.

He turned on the lamp he’d brought and looked at the three of us — me in my sleeping bag, Nell, and Angie climbing the ladder in oversized t-shirts and bare legs, hay dust floating in the light between us.

“What’s going on, girls?”

Angie and Nell looked at each other. They climbed over the bales and knelt beside us. Angie took my hand. Nell took Dad’s. Then they joined their own, and we sat in a circle on the hay — four people holding hands in a hayloft at four in the morning, and none of us laughing anymore.

Angie spoke first.

“We want to be part of your family.”

“What do you mean?”

She inhaled. Let it out slowly — a long, deliberate breath.

“We are all being fucked a lot.”

“Don’t you like it?”

“Yes. Please let me finish, Molly. It’s important.”

I nodded.

“Sorry.”

“We are all being fucked a lot, and we’re finding new things about ourselves every day. But it’s not confusing — it’s disorienting. We don’t know where we fit. We know what we do. We don’t know what we are to each other and you.”

Dad’s hand tightened around Nell’s. I saw it — his knuckles shifting, his thumb pressing into her palm.

“You never came to bed last night. We fell asleep with Cole, and when we woke up fifteen minutes ago, it was just Nell and me. We worried.”

“And you came?”

“It means something, Molly.”

“Yes.”

“What do you think it means?”

“It means we should sleep together. Now, get in here.”

They laughed — quiet, relieved, the tension cracking. I pulled the sleeping bag aside. They tore it away from me.

“We all want to fuck Cole first.”

Dad gawked at them. His cock was hard — morning wood, thick against his thigh, the head flushed dark in the lamplight.

“We can’t all fuck my Dad. He has a day ahead.”

Angie turned to Nell.

“Nell.”

“Yeah, Angie.”

“Tell her.”

Nell looked at me. Her steady gaze — flat, precise, the one she used when she’d made a decision and wasn’t interested in discussing it.

“We talked about this. On the walk down.”

“Talked about what?”

“How to make it real.”

Angie reached across and wrapped her hand around Dad’s shaft. She pointed it at my cunt — her fingers tight around the base, his crown aimed at the heat between my legs.

“You fuck him. He cums inside you. And then you fuck us.”

“How?”

“Scissors.”

I looked at Dad. His eyes were wet — not from crying now. He’d heard what Angie said. We want to be part of your family. And his cock was hard in her hand, and his daughter was spread on a sleeping bag in the hayloft where he’d just wept for a dead woman, and two girls who’d walked down a hill at four in the morning because they were worried were asking him to seal it with his body.

He nodded.

I took his cock from Angie’s hand and pushed my father onto his back on the sleeping bag — the hay shifted and crunched beneath him, the bales settling under our weight. I swung my leg over his hips and settled above him, my cunt already wet, my thighs open against his waist.

“I want this, Dad.”

“Me too.”

“You inside me. Us inside them.”

I didn’t rush fucking him.

I held Dad’s cock upright and lowered myself onto it — slowly, the head pressing against my entrance, my lips parting around his crown. I felt the rim drag against the inside of me as I sank — nine inches of my father’s cock balls deep inside me, opening me up, the shaft filling me from entrance to the deepest part of my body.

My eyes stayed on his.

His hands came to my hips — warm, broad, his thumbs in the hollows above my ass. He didn’t push. He didn’t thrust. He held me and let me take him, and I sank until his pelvis pressed flush against mine and the head nudged my cervix and my breath stalled.

I sat there. Full of my father’s cock buried inside me, his pulse beating against my walls.

“This is where she died, Daddy.”

“I know.”

“This is where I grew up.”

“I know that too.”

“Are you all right?”

“I’m inside you, in the place I sealed for seventeen years. I don’t know what I am, Molly.”

“You’re home.”

Then I fucked him.

Slowly.

It began as a rolling grind — my hips forward, then back, his cock shifting inside me with every motion. I was riding him, not thrusting. Keeping my father deep inside me, using the angle to drag his shaft across my front wall where every nerve ending I owned was clustered and swollen, and paying attention.

Dad’s hands tightened on my hips. His thumbs traced circles on my hip bones — the gesture he always made when he was inside me and wanted me to feel him without needing to thrust. I ground down harder, tilting my pelvis, and felt his cock press against the spot that made my thighs shake.

Nell and Angie were watching. I could see them at the edge of the lamplight — kneeling on the hay, one of their hands still joined, their t-shirts rucked up over their thighs. Their spare hands were covered by fabric, but I could see and smell what they were doing underneath.

Nell’s eyes were on the join of our bodies — where my swollen cunt lips stretched around Dad’s shaft, the slick shine of my arousal coating him, the slow roll of my hips pulling him almost out and taking him back to the root.

Angie’s eyes were on Dad’s face.

I fucked him slowly. Long, deliberate strokes — lifting my body high, until only his crown was inside me, then sinking back down, feeling every inch of rock-hard cock re-enter, the ridged skin of his shaft dragging against my walls.

The hayloft was quiet except for the wet sound of our bodies meeting and separating and meeting again, and the horses below, and my breathing, and the creak of the bales under us.

“Molly.”

“Yeah.”

“I can feel you trying to make this last.”

“I want it to last.”

“It doesn’t have to. I’m here all day.”

“You have bookings, Dad.”

“I can cancel.”

“You can’t. This is why now matters. Angie and Nell came here for that reason.”

“I know. But right now I want to feel the three of you.”

“I’ll plant you inside them, Daddy.”

My father’s cock swelled — I felt it thicken inside me, the shaft stretching me wider as he got closer. His breathing changed. His thumbs pressed harder into my hips. His jaw tightened, and the tendons in his neck stood out in the lamplight.

Three taps on my thigh and a look of desperation.

“I’m—”

“Good.”

I bore down and ground my clit against his pubic bone and felt the first pulse of his cock deep inside me — a hot jet of cum hitting the back of my cunt, spreading outward, filling the space between his head and my cervix. His hips drove up once, hard, and I took it — the spasm lifting me, his shaft throbbing between my walls as he emptied.

I clenched around his twitching cock and held—milking him. Feeling the cum pool where it always pooled inside me — warm, thick. The last pulse kicked against my cervix, and I felt the overflow — his cum leaking around the seal of my lips, running down the crease where his shaft met his balls.

I stayed on him. I wanted to feel him soften inside me, wanted to feel his cum settling into the deepest parts of me before I gave any of it away.

“Molly.”

Angie’s voice was quiet. Not rushing me.

“I know.”

“We’re ready.”

I lifted off Dad slowly. His cock slid out — softening, slick, the head flushed and wet. I felt the rush the moment he left me — his cum spilling from my cunt, warm and thick, running down my inner thigh. I clenched, holding what I could inside me.

“Come here, Angie.”

She lay back on the hay and pulled her T-shirt over her head — bare underneath, her breasts rising with her breathing, her nipples hard in the cool air. She spread her legs and looked at me.

I moved to her.

I lifted my leg, and she hooked hers over mine, and we drew together — thigh over thigh, hips shifting until I felt the heat of her cunt pressing against mine. Her lips were slick and swollen, her arousal mixing with mine and Dad’s cum that was leaking from me.

The contact made both of us gasp. Her clit pressed against the crease of my thigh, mine against hers, and between us — the warm compound of my father’s cum, coating both of us, spreading with every movement.

I ground against her. Angie ground back. The friction was wet and obscene — the sound of two cunts sliding against each other through a man’s seed, the tissue catching and slipping, her inner lips folding against mine, our clits bumping with a sharp jolt every time the angle found them.

I looked at her.

“Can you feel it?”

“Daddy’s cum. Yeah. I can feel it, Molly.”

“That’s what you asked for.”

“I know what I asked for.”

“Are you happy?”

“More than you can imagine—I belong to you, to him, and to Nell.”

“Yes.”

She pulled me closer. Her hand gripped my ass and drove my hips forward, pressing our cunts together harder. I felt her entrance against mine — open, hot, our rims touching, mine gaping, hers tighter, and Dad’s cum flowed between us, thick and warm, passing from my body into hers with every thrust.

“More, Molly. Fuck me harder.”

I rolled her onto her back and ground down with my full weight. The cum was everywhere now — coating her cunt lips, running down the crease of her ass, pooling on the sleeping bag beneath us. I could feel it transferring. Not see it — feel it. The warmth passing from me to her, his seed moving from the woman who took it to the woman who wanted it.

Angie’s back arched. Her fingers dug into my hips. She bucked against me — her clit grinding against mine, the wet friction sending shocks through both of us that had nothing to do with performance and everything to do with the transfer.

“Enough.”

She opened her eyes. Looked at me. Her cunt was slick with his cum, and mine and hers, and her face was calm.

“Nell. She needs it too.”

Nell had already taken off her T-shirt. Her dark hair fell over her small breasts, her nipples hard, the tack harness absent — she’d taken it off for bed. She knelt on the hay and waited.

“Come here, Nell.”

She lay back and spread her legs wide open. She looked at me with her steady gaze — the one that said I trust you — and I settled against her the way water fills a shape.

My cunt ground against hers. Dad’s seed still inside me — less now, but warm, still there. Carried from his body to mine to Angie’s, and now to Nell’s. Her dark pubic hair brushed against my shaved mound. Her clit was smaller than Angie’s, harder to find, but when I angled my hips and pressed, she gasped — sharp, startled, and she swallowed.

“Keep swallowing like that, Nell.”

“What?”

“The sound. Let me hear it.”

She gasped again. Louder. I ground against her — slower than with Angie, gentler. Nell’s body was slight and pale, and the cum between us caught the lamplight as it spread across her cunt lips. Her entrance opened against mine. I felt the warmth pass — the last of what Dad had put inside me, shared between two women who’d come down a hill in the dark because they were worried and me.

Nell’s hand found mine. She squeezed.

“Molly.”

“Yeah.”

“I can feel Daddy.”

“Good. Is that what you wanted?”

“Yes.”

I looked at Dad.

He was sitting against a hay bale, his softened cock resting against his thigh, his arms around his knees. His eyes were wet. Not from crying — from watching. His hands were still. Three women had passed his cum between their bodies, and his face said the same thing Angie’s speech had said twenty minutes ago.

The Swiss man was in the house. A biological fact with a claim I hadn’t agreed to.

This was the answer. The truth. My father’s cum inside all of us, the hay in our hair, the horses shifting below. Family. Built, not inherited. Chosen, not assigned.

Dad’s eyes met mine across the lamplight.

He knew.

The hay stuck to my back and my thighs and the underside of my arms where the sweat hadn’t dried. Angie’s chin was wet. Nell knelt beside her with her eyes closed, her throat working on the last of what she’d drawn from me, and Dad sat against the stall post with his pants unbuckled and his cock resting against his thigh, softening, watching the two of them finish what he’d started.

Nobody spoke for a while. The horses shifted below us. I could hear hooves on packed earth and the rhythmic pull of hay from a net — Beast, probably, the only one who ate like he was angry about it.

Angie wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and lay down beside me. Her hip against mine, her skin cool where the air found it. She smelled like Dad and me and hay dust and the faint vanilla of whatever she put in her hair.

“Molly.”

“Mm.”

“That’s already settled, Angie.”

“Good.”

“Then stay.”

She kissed my shoulder. Not a lover’s kiss. A decision.

Nell opened her eyes, found my hand, and held it. Her fingers were still damp. Below us, a horse nickered — low, questioning — and another answered from the far stall.

Dad stood and buckled his belt. The leather through the loops. The sound that meant the room was closing, that whatever we’d opened was being folded and set aside for the next time.

Rhett came in, saw what he saw, and smiled.

“Room for one more tonight, Molly?”

I looked at Dad.

He smiled.

I looked at Rhett.

“Yes. Tonight. Five of us. Up here.”

He grinned and pointed out the doors.

“There’s a man waiting in the house.”

I’d known it was coming. Two days of knowing since Angie first said the words at the breakfast table, since I’d felt the weight of it pressing against the edge of every conversation and pushed it away because there was always something closer, warmer, more urgent than the cold fact of a stranger who said he was family.

“The Swiss man?”

“He’s patient. He’s quiet. He sat in the orangery and read last night. He doesn’t ask for anything except to see you.”

“What’s his name?”

“Ralph.”

The name landed in the hay dust between us and sat there.

“Ralph, what?”

“He didn’t give a surname. Tess ran what she could. Swiss passport, Bern address, booked through the website with a note that said ‘family matter — private.’ Paid the full weekend rate and hasn’t used a single service.”

“He’s the friend of the man who fucked me.”

“Yes.”

“He hasn’t fucked anyone?”

“He hasn’t left the orangery except to eat and sleep. Maria feeds him. She says he’s polite and eats everything and thanks her in German and then in English as though he’s not sure which one she needs to hear.”

I sat up.

Hay fell from my hair, my shoulders, the dip of my lower back. My cunt was clean — Nell and Angie had seen to that — but the ache of Dad was still there, the deep soreness that meant nine inches and no apology.

“What does he look like?”

“Go and see for yourself.”

I dressed in the hayloft. Pulled my shirt over my head, stepped into my shorts, brushed the hay from my knees. Nell braided her hair and re-buckled her harness. Angie found her sundress crumpled beside the water trough and shook it out and pulled it on without underwear because she’d left hers somewhere between the second stall and the ladder.

Dad looked at me.

“What’s wrong, Dad?”

“Are you meeting him dressed like that?”

“Of course.”

“He might be your—”

I pressed my finger to his lips.

“Whatever he is, he isn’t my father. You are.”

We climbed down. The horses watched us pass — dark eyes, wide nostrils, the patient regard of animals who’d heard everything and would never tell anyone.

Dad walked ahead. The stable yard was quiet — late afternoon, the floodlights not yet on, the gravel warm under my bare feet. The house rose at the top of the hill, and the orangery glass caught the low sun and turned it back at us.

Nell fell into step beside me. Her hand found mine — brief, firm, a squeeze, and a release. Angie walked behind us with her arms folded across her chest, barefoot, her wet sundress clinging to her thighs.

The orangery door was open.

He was sitting on the cream sofa — the same one Simone had claimed weeks ago, the same one Beth had fed me on last night. A book was open on his knee, a cup of Maria’s coffee on the side table, half finished, gone cold.

He looked up.

My lungs locked.

He was lean, mid-twenties, dark blond hair pushed back from a forehead I recognized because I saw it in the mirror every morning. His jaw was narrower than mine but set the same way — the slight forward jut, the tension in the masseter that meant he was holding something behind his teeth.

His eyes were green. Not my brown. But the shape — the slight downward slope at the outer corners, the heavy lids — was my face looking back at me from a man’s skull.

He stood. The book fell from his knee, and he didn’t pick it up.

“You are Molly.”

“Ralph.”

Dad stepped into the orangery behind me. His hand found the small of my back — not pushing, not guiding. Anchoring. My grandmother joined us.

I said nothing to her.

I kept staring at Ralph. My body had gone still — not frozen, not afraid. Listening—as you go still when you hear a sound in an empty house, and your skin decides before your brain does whether it belongs there.

“You aren’t my father.”

“No. I am not.”

“We look alike, but you’re too young to be my father.”

“I am your brother.”

I narrowed my eyes. I didn’t need to judge his claim by looks. The recognition had landed before he stood up — in my chest, in my hands, in the place behind my ribs where Bliss used to sit. My body knew him as it knew the third stall and the hay and the east-facing window. Something that had always been there, waiting for me to walk in and find it.

I stepped forward and hugged him.

He was warm and rigid, and he smelled like Maria’s coffee and clean cotton and something faintly alpine — cedar, maybe, or pine soap, something from a country I’d never been to that my blood had come from.

“You aren’t Lena’s son.”

I stepped back and looked at my grandmother, who looked terrified. She’d been studying him since he walked into the room, her face white and set, her hands gripping the belt of her robe.

He shook his head.

It wasn’t a claim either way.

“My name is Ralph.”

“Who are you, Ralph?”

“Did your daughter run away when she was fifteen, Miss Voss?”

“She did.”

“And when she came home — was she different?”

“She was seventeen. Girls age ten years between fifteen and seventeen.”

“Did she tell you where she had been?”

“No.”

“She was in Switzerland. With my father. She was pregnant with me. Lena Voss gave birth to a baby boy in a Swiss clinic when she was sixteen years old, and then she left me with my father.”

Eleanor’s knees gave. Dad caught her — one arm around her waist, the other bracing her shoulder, holding her upright like a fence post that’s come loose from the ground. She gripped his forearm, and her fingernails dug in, but she didn’t make a sound.

I cupped Ralph’s cheek. He felt like me. He looked like me — not half like me. Like me. The skin under my palm was warm, and his jaw clenched once against my hand and released, and I felt the tremor run through him, the effort of standing in a room full of strangers and saying the thing he’d carried across an ocean to say.

“How did this happen, Ralph?”

“Our father loved Lena Voss. After I was born, he learned where she worked and booked a night with her. She didn’t want to do it. She was over him. Past me too—”

He looked at Eleanor, who was barely standing. Dad’s arm was the only thing between her and the floor.

“Our grandmother ordered our mother to breed with him. I am told you are the result. My sister.”

“I fucking did not!”

Eleanor’s weight collapsed against Dad’s chest. Her legs buckled, and he held her there — her silver hair against his shoulder, her fists clenched at her sides, her breathing coming in short, torn pulls that shook her whole body.

I stared at Ralph.

“You’re really my brother?”

“Yes. I came here to ask if we can be tested. I came here for her and for you.”

“Why?”

“I want the truth. Not my father’s truth. The actual truth.”

“Okay. I think we all need that.”

“Where is Lena Voss? I want to meet my mother.”


Chapter Six

◆◆◆

The orangery went still.

Ralph looked at the three of us. His eyes moved from my face to Dad’s to Eleanor’s — reading the silence like weather, waiting for the thing he already knew was coming.

“Lena is dead, Ralph.”

Dad said it. Not me. His voice was steady, but I heard the cost of steadiness in the way the last word clipped short — the d bitten off, swallowed, put away.

“Who was my mother to you?”

“My wife.”

“Oh. I’m sorry.”

“Lena died seventeen years ago. In the stables here, on this property. A beam fell. She was pronounced dead on arrival at the hospital. I buried her in the clearing where the deer graze.”

Ralph sat down. Not a collapse — a decision. His knees bent, and he lowered himself onto the cream sofa with the precision of a man who knows that if he doesn’t sit now, he will not be standing in thirty seconds.

His hands found his thighs and gripped.

“Seventeen years ago.”

“Molly was one.”

“I was six.”

Eleanor’s legs gave out completely. Dad walked her to the armchair, and she went down into it like water finding its level — boneless, gray, her silver hair falling across her face. She was looking at Ralph, but I don’t think she was seeing him. She was seeing Lena at fifteen — a daughter who ran and came back two years later and never said where she’d been and never said she’d left a baby behind.

I looked at Ralph.

“I need to go.”

“Now?”

“I have a business to run. And I need to think. You’re welcome here — stay as long as you want. Maria will feed you. We’ll talk tonight.”

“You’re leaving?”

“I am exactly where I belong, Ralph. You’ve given me a brother. Thank you. Now let me live the life I love.”

“I mean nothing?”

I kissed his forehead. He smelled like Maria’s coffee and clean cotton and a country I’d never been to.

Dad caught me at the orangery door.

“Are you okay, Molly?”

“I have a grandmother, a biological donor to my mother, and a brother. That’s it, Dad. You raised me. I am happy. I have room in my life for these new family members, but not if it squeezes you or Braddock’s.”

“Where are you going?”

“I’m testing a new saddle Rhett built.”

“Care to tell me more?”

“Come and watch.”

“Are you being fucked?”

“I hope so.”

His jaw tightened. Not jealousy — recognition. His daughter walking away from a family revelation to get fucked on a horse was not avoidance. It was me. The body processes what the mind hasn’t caught up with, and my body already knew what it needed.

I found Rhett in the stable yard.

His saddle looked less like tack and more like something an engineer had built after losing an argument with a horseman. It was long and low — black leather stretched over a widened tree that carried the weight across the strongest part of the horse’s back instead of dumping it behind the ribs.

His seat was conventional enough — deep, upright, with high knee rolls and a raised cantle — but everything forward of it had been flattened into a broad, heavily padded shelf that tapered along either side of the withers.

There was no pommel in the usual sense. Rhett had replaced it with two leather-covered handholds set low and forward, close enough to the horse’s head that I could lie almost flat on my stomach without putting my weight on his neck. The reins ran through small guides beside them so I could keep both hands forward, steer normally, and still brace myself when the horse changed gait.

My thighs fit into shallow channels along the sides, with padded blocks beneath them to stop me sliding backward.

“You’ll be naked, Molly.”

“And you?”

“I can’t fuck you if I am not naked.”

I laughed.

Underneath, the girth was wider than anything we normally used, backed up by a breastplate across the horse’s chest and another stabilizing strap behind the saddle. Nothing moved independently. When I shoved the thing sideways with both hands, the horse moved before the saddle did.

I stared at it.

“You built a tandem saddle.”

Rhett shook his head.

“No. Tandem saddles put two people upright. You’d move against each other and ruin the horse’s balance.”

I ran my hand along the flat section in front of his seat.

“So I go here.”

“Chest down. Hips back. Legs spread wide.”

“Open?”

“To be fucked. Yes.”

“And you sit there.”

“Yes.”

“You’ll be fucking me very hard. I will be spread wide, no control over the depth or pace.”

“Of course.”

“And the more the horse moves, the harder I get fucked.”

“That’s the idea… so, in a way, you can control your fuck with the reins.”

I looked at Beast — the bad-tempered bay who ate like he was angry about it — then at Rhett.

“I love it. Let’s go.”

I stripped from the waist down in the stable yard. Shorts, underwear — kicked them off and left them on the mounting block. The afternoon air hit my cunt, and I felt the swelling from the morning, the low ache of Dad’s cock still pressed inside me, shaping my tissues, and under it the anticipation that was already making me wet.

Rhett mounted first.

He settled into his seat, adjusted the stirrups, and unbuckled his belt. His cock was already hard — eight inches, thicker than Dad through the middle, the head blunt and broad and flushed dark. He sat upright with his shaft resting against the leather in front of his seat and waited.

I climbed up.

The shelf was lower than I expected — my chest settled onto the padded leather, my breasts pressing flat, the material warm from the sun. I slid my hips back toward Rhett and felt the channels catch my thighs, the padded blocks locking me in place.

My hands found the handholds, and I gripped. The horse’s neck was inches from my face — the coarse mane, the heat of muscle under skin, the sweet-rank smell of horse sweat and hay.

Rhett’s hands found my hips.

“Are you ready?”

“No. How could anyone be ready for this?”

“True.”

“Has it ever been done?”

“This is unique to Braddock’s.”

“If it works, let’s keep it that way.”

I lost all control of the situation.

I loved that.

Rhett tilted my pelvis — the same patient adjustment Dad made, but different hands. They knew how to fuck me deep. His grip was broader across the palms, callused in different places. His thumbs pressed into the small of my back, angling me until my cunt was open and aimed backward at the head of his cock.

“Your father lubed you perfectly.”

“You could almost be brothers.”

He laughed.

I looked back.

“Sometimes I go too far, Rhett — sorry.”

“Not too far at all.”

His crown pressed against my entrance. Blunt, wide — wider than Dad’s cock at the rim, the head a flat pressure that didn’t taper to a point but spread me from the first touch. My swollen, cum-coated lips stretched around him, and the difference registered before he was an inch inside me.

Where Dad’s length found the deep places, Rhett’s girth found my walls — pressing outward against tissue that was still tender from this morning’s fucking, stretching me wider through the middle of my cunt where the nerve endings clustered.

He pushed in. Slow, steady. His shaft was thicker than anything except the fantasy horse’s cock, and my walls gripped the width and yielded and gripped again — the slick resistance giving way as he filled me from entrance to depth.

He was an inch shorter than Dad, and I felt the difference — the space at the back that Dad’s nine inches reached and Rhett’s eight didn’t. But what he lacked in depth, he replaced with pressure that filled. My cunt was full in a way that was horizontal, not vertical — stretched wide around his girth, every wall in contact with his shaft.

“Up to you, Molly.”

I stretched up. Rhett’s cock followed me, balls deep.

I whispered in the horse’s ear.

“Walk on, Beast.”

Rhett’s heels touched Beast’s flanks. The horse stepped forward.

The first stride changed everything.

Beast’s walk was a four-beat roll — each hoof landing in sequence, the motion traveling through his spine and up through the saddle like a wave. The saddle rocked. My hips rocked with it. And Rhett’s cock, buried inside me, moved with the horse’s rhythm — not thrusting, not grinding, but shifting. A slow, deep roll that pulled him half an inch back as Beast’s hindquarters dropped and pushed him half an inch deeper as they rose.

The horse was fucking me.

Not Rhett. He sat still, hands on my hips, steady as a post. The horse’s gait was doing the work. Every stride a stroke that filled and stretched me. Every footfall was a pulse of movement inside my cunt that dragged Rhett’s thick shaft against my walls in a rhythm I couldn’t control, couldn’t predict, and couldn’t stop.

“Oh God, Rhett.”

“Breathe.”

“Rhett.”

“I know. Breathe.”

“It’s fucking amazing.”

“Don’t get overconfident.”

“I’m almost cumming.”

“This saddle is for multiples.”

The paddock stretched out ahead — the packed-earth track that circled the lower pasture, the fence rails, the oaks at the far end. I could see the house on the hill. Dad was standing by the orangery door, watching, his arms folded, feet apart, the stance of a man watching his daughter get fucked on a horse by another man and choosing to stand there and enjoy watching.

Beast walked.

The rhythm was relentless, as was my fucking — not fast, not hard, but constant. Each stride pushed Rhett’s cock deeper inside me with a grinding pressure that caught the front wall of my cunt and dragged across it.

The girth meant there was no escape from the friction. Every inch of my walls was in contact with his shaft, and every step the horse took moved him inside me in a way no man could replicate with his hips — smooth, rolling, four-beat, the ancient gait of a thousand-pound animal translated through leather and bone into the wet interior of my body.

My clit pressed against the edge of the padded shelf. Each roll of the saddle ground me forward onto it — dimpled leather, warm and sun-heated, with enough give to absorb the pressure and enough resistance to build it.

The friction climbed.

My arousal soaked the leather beneath me, and I could hear it — the wet drag of my cunt against the saddle, the slick sound of Rhett’s cock shifting inside me, the steady four-beat rhythm of Beast’s hooves on packed earth.

“Trot on, Beast.”

“Already?”

“Am I ready?”

“You’re ready. Hold the handholds.”

Rhett squeezed his calves. Beast gathered himself — I felt the muscles bunch beneath me, the back lifting, the stride shortening — and then the trot hit.

Two beats. Up-down. I was fucked much faster than the walk, sharper too, the horse’s back rising and falling in a rhythm that bounced me against the shelf and drove Rhett’s cock balls deep inside me with a force the walk had only hinted at.

“No virgins on this. Girls must be well fucked before they get on here.”

“Your father and I said three days. Day one, we both take turns fucking them. Days two and three we ride the girls hard.”

“Lucky girls.”

Each downbeat slammed his girth home. My cunt took the full width — the thickest part of his shaft spreading me open on every stroke, my walls gripping and releasing in time with the horse’s stride as I moaned into its mane.

Each upbeat pulled Rhett’s cock back — the blunt rim of his head dragging against my entrance, almost clearing my lips before the next downbeat drove him balls deep inside me again.

I stopped thinking.

The trot became the fuck.

Beast’s stride was Rhett’s thrust. My body softened and opened and let the motion reach deeper. The slick between us was everywhere — coating the saddle, running down my inner thighs, pooling where my clit met the leather. The sound was obscene. Wet percussion, rhythmic, matched to hoofbeats.

My fingers gripped the reins, my knees gripped the saddle, and my cunt stayed open, pounded fast, hard, and deep.

Rhett’s hands tightened on my hips. Not guiding — holding. He was keeping me from sliding forward with each impact, keeping my cunt aligned on his shaft. His breathing changed behind me — heavier, the composure cracking at the edges.

“Rhett.”

“Yeah.”

“Do you feel what the horse is doing to us?”

“I feel everything.”

“Then let him run.”

Beast trotted down the long side of the paddock. The oaks blurred. The fence rails blurred. Dad’s outline on the hill blurred. My vision narrowed to the horse’s mane and my white knuckles on the handholds and the relentless, pounding rhythm of a cock that was being driven deep inside me by an animal that didn’t know and didn’t care.

He wanted to run.

My orgasm built from the clit — the leather friction, the grinding pressure, the saddle doing what Rhett’s hips didn’t need to. It climbed through my pelvis and tightened around his shaft, and I came with the sound of hooves at full gallop in my ears and the smell of horse sweat in my nose and Rhett’s hands gripping my hips hard enough to leave marks.

My cunt clamped around Rhett’s cock. The walls contracted — tight, rhythmic, pulling on his girth — and I felt him let go. His cock kicked inside me. The first pulse was deep and hot, his cum hitting the back of my cunt with a force the horse’s stride amplified. He came in time with the gallop — each pulse matched to a downbeat, each spasm driving his cock deeper as Beast’s stride pushed him forward.

I held the handholds and took it. His cum filling me, the horse still galloping, the rhythm not stopping — because horses don’t stop when you cum. They stop when you tell them to, and neither of us was telling him anything.

“Whoa.”

Rhett’s voice was quiet and cracked. A command given to the horse that was also a surrender to everything else.

Beast slowed. The trot dissolved into a walk, and the walk softened into a halt, and we stood in the middle of the paddock — me flat on the shelf with my cheek against sun-warm leather, Rhett still inside me, his cock softening in the mess of his cum and my arousal, his forehead resting between my shoulder blades.

The horse dropped his head and started eating grass.

I laughed. The sound came out broken — half breath, half sob, the sound a body makes when it has been used by two forces at once and can’t decide which one to thank.

Dad was still on the hill.

I lifted my hand from the handhold and waved.

He waved back.

“Gangbangs, Rhett.”

“How?”

“A girl strapped in. Riders swap when each is done. The girl goes down the line until she’s had enough.”

“Fuck. Molly. Where do you get this from?”

I looked at him.

“I ask myself the same. I wish I’d known my mother.”

I swung my leg over Beast’s neck and dropped to the ground. My legs were shaking — not exertion, but the gait that had fucked me raw. The muscles along my inner thighs had been holding me in the channels for twenty minutes, and they were done holding anything.

Rhett’s cum ran down my left thigh as I straightened. I didn’t wipe it off.

Rhett dismounted behind me. He buckled his belt, ran his hand down Beast’s neck, and said nothing. That was Rhett. He’d just cum inside me at a gallop, and his face looked exactly the same as it had before he’d put his cock in me.

“That saddle works, Rhett.”

“I know.”

“Build two more.”

“We will need more staff.”

“We’ll need a bigger house too.”

He nodded and led Beast toward the stable block.

I walked up the hill.

The house grew larger with every step, and the thought grew with it — not arriving all at once but assembling, like a building assembling in one of Dad’s drawings. Foundation first. Then structure. Then the thing you can finally see from the road.

Ralph had run to us. Not from something — to something. He’d crossed an ocean to find a mother he’d never stopped looking for.

Lena ran from a son she’d left in Switzerland at sixteen. From Rosehill at six weeks pregnant. From her own mother’s instruction.

Running was the thing Lena did. Not cruelty — a pattern. A woman who loved and left and loved and left, and every time she ran, she left someone behind who spent the rest of their life looking for her.

“Why should I care, Bliss?”

“Why indeed? Why should anyone care about anything?”

Dad was where I’d left him — by the orangery door, arms folded, his outline sharp against the late afternoon light. He’d watched the whole ride. I could see it in his face — the complicated math of a man who’d just watched his daughter get fucked on a horse by another man and was now watching her walk toward him with cum on her thighs and a look he hadn’t seen before.

“You need to see your brother, Molly.”

“Why, Dad?”

“Because… because…”

He ran out of words.

“Dad. I am fed up.”

“Why?”

“No offense to Mom, but every secret: a grandmother, her best friend, a biological donor whom I will never call Dad, a brother — everything is her life crashing into mine.”

“I’m sorry.”

“That’s what I mean, Daddy. You are the only constant. The only anchor I have. I want to be here, with you, and discuss this.”

“Discuss what?”

I inhaled deeply.

I bit my bottom lip.

“When Mom died, did you see her?”

“Yes. I was there a minute after the beam fell. I heard it. I rushed inside. I dragged her out. I called for an ambulance and held her.”

“Was she still alive?”

“She was breathing, but unconscious.”

“And?”

“And what?”

“What happened after that?”

“I went to the hospital, where she was pronounced dead on arrival.”

“Did you see her body?”

“I was asked to identify her body — yes.”

“What did she look like?”

He flinched. Not the question he’d expected.

“The beam came down across her back and shoulders. Her face was swollen and bruised. There was blood in her hair. But it was her, Molly.”

“You were sure?”

“I buried her.”

“On our property. Not in a cemetery. Not after a funeral with two hundred people looking at her in a casket. You put her in the ground yourself?”

“I couldn’t let her go somewhere else. She belonged here.”

“Who else saw her?”

The silence hit the hill like a change in weather.

“Who else identified her, Dad?”

“The hospital staff. The — I signed papers. There was a doctor.”

“But who else looked at her face and said, ‘That’s Lena’?”

His hands dropped from his chest to his sides. I watched the answer arrive in him before his mouth could form it — the slow rearrangement of a fact he’d carried for seventeen years shifting under a weight it had never been tested against.

“Nobody. She had no family here. No friends except Simone, and Simone was in New York. I identified her, and I took her home.”

“And you’re sure she was dead?”

His eyes widened.

“Did you see her after the hospital? In the coffin?”

“No. It was a closed casket. She wished for that. It was in her will. What are you saying, Molly?”

“I’m saying Mom got pregnant, gave birth, and ran once. At sixteen. She left a baby in Switzerland and never looked back. That’s not a woman who stayed anywhere she didn’t choose to stay.”

He fell to his knees.

I dropped there with him.

“There is a way to find out, Dad.”

“Fuck.”

“We have to dig up Mom’s grave.”
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