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Prologue

◆◆◆

Molly’s Point of View

The Braddock house talked in its sleep.

I’d always thought of it that way — the settling, the creaking rafters, the pipes cooling after the heating shut off at ten.

Downstairs, the grandfather clock in the hall measured out its patient, mechanical heartbeat. The kitchen faucet dripped once every eleven seconds. I’d counted, on nights like this, when sleep wouldn’t come and the dark pressed in close enough to touch.

Down the corridor, past Dad’s room, where the door was always closed by ten-thirty, past the bathroom with its ancient plumbing, the staff quarters sat quiet at the far end of the east wing.

Maria and Thomas had been with us since before I could remember. They kept their television low after nine. Good people. Kind people. The kind who pretended not to notice when an eight-year-old talked to thin air at the breakfast table.

I held my phone above my face.

11:53 glowed against the ceiling.

Seven minutes.

“In a few minutes, we will be eighteen.”

Why do you do that?

“Do what?”

Talk to me like I’m really there?

“You are really there.”

Yes. I’m in your head. Just like everyone else who has an inner monologue.

“I’m lonely, Bliss.”

I know, darling. We are lonely.

Bliss was right. She was me. I was her. We were one, but not the same. At six years old, I had named her, right after she told me to punch Simon, a kid of nine who’d spent six months putting his hand up my skirt, trying to grab my underwear. Always out of sight. Never any witnesses.

He never got them off, but it got close.

Until I knocked out two of his front teeth.

The headmaster suspended me for a week. He sat behind his desk with his fingers steepled and said that nothing — nothing — excuses violence.

My stepfather disagreed.

Bliss disagreed.

That was twelve years ago. Since then, Bliss had lived rent-free inside my head, absorbing my negativity, my fears, my anger, giving comfort in return.

The therapist Dad sent me to when I was ten — Dr. Rainer, kind eyes, terrible coffee — called it a “persistent imaginary companion” and told Dad it was nothing to worry about. “Most children grow out of them by seven or eight. Molly’s just taking a little longer.”

I didn’t grow out of her. I grew to understand her. I knew what Bliss was — my inner voice, dramatized, given a name and a personality because a frightened six-year-old needed someone who would always, always be on her side. Everyone carries voices in their heads. I just had the honesty to give mine a name.

Molly?

“Yeah, Bliss.”

It’s almost time.

“11:56. I know.”

We agreed, babe. Eighteen is the cutoff.

“I’m not ready.”

You are ready. Simon was twelve years ago. The therapy —

“Was useless. You know that.”

I’m your dramatized inner voice, darling. You know that too.

I did. Of course I did. And we had made a deal.

Bliss would be set free when we were eighteen. The age when you’re supposed to stand on your own.

I pushed back the comforter and swung my feet onto the cold floor. The house creaked around me — just the bones shifting, the way old houses do when the temperature drops. Sneakers, no laces. Phone. My hoodie was draped over the chair by the door.

The hallway was dark. Dad’s door: closed, no light underneath. The staff wing: silent, Thomas’s low snoring just audible if you knew to listen for it. I took the back stairs — the ones that didn’t creak if you kept to the left side — and let myself out through the kitchen door.

The cold hit me like ice water.

It was April, but out here, away from the city, the nights still bit. The grass was wet under my sneakers. I crossed the yard without a flashlight — I could have done it blind, had done it blind, dozens of times. Past the old oak with the tire swing Dad hung when I was four. Past the vegetable garden, Maria kept ruthlessly organized. Past the fence line, where the property opened up into the lower pasture.

The stables sat at the bottom of the hill. Dark. Still. No horses — there hadn’t been horses in seventeen years, not since the morning my mother died in there, and my stepfather sealed the door and never went back.

I had a key. I’d had one since I was twelve, copied from the ring in Dad’s desk drawer while he was at work. He didn’t know I came here. Nobody did.

I unlatched the padlock and stepped inside.

The smell was always the same — old hay, old wood, the ghost of horse and leather underneath everything. I’d made a bed of sorts in the third stall: fresh hay I brought down in a trash bag every few weeks, a sleeping bag, a battery lantern.

It was our place.

The three of us.

The only place in my world that was entirely safe.

I sat down in the hay, leaned against the stall wall, and looked at my phone.

11:59.

“Okay.”

Okay?

“I want you to go to her. To Mom. Stay with her here.”

That’s not how this works, and you know it.

“I know. But that’s what I want. If I need you — if I need either of you — I’ll come here. Can you do that for me, please?”

Bliss didn’t answer right away. The stables creaked. Wind, or maybe just the wood remembering.

I can do that, Molly.

“Thank you.”

For what?

“For twelve years and Simon’s teeth. Every time I wanted to scream, you screamed for me.”

You screamed, Molly. I just told you it was okay to.

12:00.

The silence was instant and total. Not empty — silence isn’t empty. It’s the space where something used to be. Like walking into a room after someone has just left, and the air still holds their shape.

I sat in the stables for a long time. The lantern hummed. Somewhere outside, an owl called twice and stopped. I pulled the sleeping bag around my shoulders and breathed in the hay, and the wood, and the ghost of my mother and the space where Bliss had been, and I waited for the panic to come — the loneliness, the need to call her back.

It didn’t come.

I was eighteen. I was alone in my own head for the first time in twelve years. And tomorrow, Dad was going to set me free.

He had no idea that freedom was the last thing I wanted.

“Goodnight, Mom.”

“Goodnight, Bliss.”

Silence.


Chapter One

◆◆◆

I woke on the morning of my birthday to silence and hay threaded through my hair.

Not quiet. Absence. The place where Bliss had lived for twelve years was a hole, and my mind kept reaching into it the way a tongue finds a pulled tooth. I lay on my side in the third stall, sleeping bag twisted around my legs, and listened for her.

Nothing.

Not even an echo.

The sun pushed through the gap between the stable doors—a warm stripe across the hay and my bare feet. The air smelled the way it always did in here: old wood, dry hay, the memory of leather and horse underneath. But this morning there was dew in it too, and the green bite of April grass, and my own sweat from a night spent on the ground.

I reached for my phone.

6:43.

The panic hit like a slap. Not Bliss-panic—house-panic. Dad would be up by six. Maria would have breakfast going by seven. If anyone checked my room—

I shoved my feet into my sneakers, grabbed the hoodie, and went for the doors.

The note was nailed to the inside of the right one.

A single sheet of paper. Cole’s handwriting—the neat, squared-off letters of a world-famous architect who’d spent thirty years drafting plans and never learned to write like he wasn’t labeling a load-bearing wall.

Breakfast awaits you, Princess.

My stomach fell through the floor.

Busted. Made. However you wanted to say it—Dad knew. Knew about the key I’d copied from his desk drawer when I was twelve. Knew about the hay bed and the lantern and the sleeping bag and every night I’d spent down here, talking to the dark in a building he hadn’t entered since the morning he found my mother on the floor of the fourth stall.

I ripped the note off the nail, slammed the doors shut, padlocked them, pocketed the key, and ran.

The grass was soaked. My sneakers squelched through it—across the scrub, past the old oak with the tire swing he’d hung when I was four, past Maria’s vegetable garden with its ruthless rows of tomatoes and basil, up the slope and across the rear lawn to the house.

I let myself in through the orangery door and pulled it shut behind me, careful, quiet, as if stealth still meant anything.

“Join me, sweetheart.”

I spun around.

Cole stood behind the breakfast table. Morning light poured through the orangery glass and lit him from behind—tall, broad-shouldered, sleeves already rolled to the elbows the way they always were by seven. The table was set for two. Orange juice. Toast. A bowl of cut mango, glistening. Coffee in the French press, dark and untouched. Two mugs.

He’d been waiting. He’d made this himself. He’d known exactly when I’d come through that door because he’d known for six years where I went and when I came back.

“Dad.”

He came around the table, crossed the marble floor, and took me into his arms.

“Happy birthday, darling.”

He smelled like soap and coffee and clean cotton. His arms closed around me and his hands settled into the small of my back—right there, that spot, always there, never lower. Seventeen years of holding me, and his hands had never once been anywhere they shouldn’t be.

I pressed my face into his chest and felt the silence in my head where Bliss should have been narrating this moment.

“Oh, Dad. I’m sorry.”

“What for?”

“I snuck out.”

His chin rested on the top of my head. His heartbeat was steady under my ear.

“You’ve been sneaking out for six years, darling.”

I pulled back.

“You knew?”

He wasn’t angry. That’s what hit me first—not surprise, not hurt, not the tightness around his mouth that meant I’d pushed a boundary. Nothing. Just calm.

“I followed you. Every time.”

“Jesus, Dad.”

“Sit down, Molly.”

He pulled out my chair. I sat because my legs had suggestions about not being vertical.

“Every time I went?”

“Every time.”

“For six years?”

“For six years.”

Then it hit me. Six years. Twelve to eighteen. Everything that happens to a girl between those ages. The nights I couldn’t sleep and went down to the stables and lay in the hay and—

“Did you—”

“I won’t go inside, Molly. You know why.” His voice was quiet. “I slept in the old summer house. Clear view of the stable doors.”

The summer house sat on the rise above the stables. Fifty yards. Close enough to see the doors open and close. Close enough to hear a scream and react in seconds.

Not everything I’d done in those stables had been quiet.

Heat climbed my neck, my jaw, my ears.

“Fuck.”

He gave me the look. The one that had ended arguments since before I could tie my shoes.

“Molly. You promised.”

“Sorry, Daddy.”

It came out before I could catch it. Daddy. Not Dad—the everyday word, the habit, the name he’d been for seventeen years. Daddy. The word I’d used when I was small enough to carry, small enough to tuck in, small enough to believe that if I called him that, nothing bad could touch me.

I hadn’t said it in years. It rose up from the same place the heat was coming from, and it sat in the air between us for a beat too long.

Cole poured my coffee. His hand was steady.

Mine wouldn’t have been.

“Eat your breakfast. We have things to do today.”

I reached for the mango. He watched me eat.

“You look like her, Molly. More every year.”

I glanced up. He never talked about Mom. Not unprompted. Not on an ordinary morning over breakfast. The subject of Lena Braddock lived behind the same sealed door as the stables—acknowledged, respected, never opened.

“Do I?”

“The jaw. The way you hold a fork. She held it wrong too—three fingers, like a pencil.”

I looked at my hand. Three fingers, like a pencil.

“Come with me, Molly.”

“Breakfast—”

“Can wait.”

He stood. I followed him through the kitchen, past the hallway with the grandfather clock still measuring out its patient heartbeat, through the back door, and across the yard toward the garage.

Not the main garage—the one with the Audi and the truck and the bins of sporting equipment I’d stopped using at fourteen. The other garage was my father’s workshop. The one set apart from the house, at the end of the service road past the machine shed.

The one with the padlock.

I’d never been inside. When I was seven, I asked. Cole said it was storage. When I was ten, I asked again. He said the same thing. I stopped asking.

He fished a key from his pocket—not the ring from his desk, a separate one, kept alone—and undid the lock.

“Dad.”

“Just come inside, Molly.”

He pushed the door open. Light spilled across a concrete floor, and I saw her.

Not my mother.

Her car.

A 1970 Chevrolet Chevelle SS. Long hood, short deck, the wide stance of a car built to move and nothing else. The paint was deep red—so dark it was almost black in the shadows, burning where the sun caught the fender. Two black stripes ran the length of the hood. Chrome bumpers. Chrome grille. The rally wheels were polished steel with trim rings that gleamed like they’d been finished yesterday.

“Mom’s?”

“She found it in a barn when she was twenty-three. Rusted through. Seized engine. No interior. She trailered it home and spent two years pulling it apart.” His voice caught. “She was going to finish it.”

I walked around the car. The paint was fresh—not original. The chrome was new. The interior, visible through the passenger window, was black leather, hand-stitched, not factory.

“You finished it?”

“I started when you turned fifteen. I wanted it ready for today.”

I put my hand on the hood. The metal was cold and smooth and real. My mother’s hands had been on this car. Had held these wrenches, turned these bolts, planned what this machine would become.

A woman I never met but owed everything to had stood in this garage and seen what a wrecked car could be, and then she’d walked into the stables one morning and never walked out. A massive wooden beam fell and took her. It took something from Cole, too—something he never got back.

Cole had sealed this door the same way he’d sealed the stalls—locked the grief behind a padlock and driven his daughter to the neighbor’s place to learn to ride.

And then he’d opened it. For me.

“Can I sit in it?”

“It’s yours, Molly.”

I opened the driver’s door. The hinge moved smoothly and silently—new hardware, old steel. I slid behind the wheel. The leather seat creaked under me. The steering wheel was wide and thin-rimmed, built in an era when cars trusted you to hold on, and the dashboard was simple—gauges, needles, no screens, no digital noise. A car that told you how it felt and expected you to listen.

The key was in the ignition.

“Turn it over.”

I turned the key.

The 454 kicked to life with a sound that was less an engine and more a declaration—a low, heavy rumble that I felt in my chest, in my seat, in my teeth. The garage filled with it. The air tasted like exhaust and oil and something underneath that might have been decades of waiting.

I looked at Cole through the open door. He was watching me in a way I’d never seen—open, unguarded, the man behind the father visible for a moment before he put it away.

“You’re a woman now, Molly.”

“I haven’t changed.”

“Darling, you have.”

We walked back to the house. My hands were shaking, and it wasn’t from the cold.

In the orangery, the coffee had gone cool. Cole ordered fresh. I sat down and stared at the mango I hadn’t finished, and tried to make sense of the morning that was happening to me.

“There’s something else.”

“More than a Chevelle?”

He smiled. It was a good smile—rare, and it put lines around his eyes that hadn’t been there five years ago.

“Your mother set up a trust when you were born. Her money, not mine. It matures today.”

“How much?”

He told me.

I set down my fork.

“Molly, it’s enough for you to do whatever you want. Travel. University. Start a business. Buy a house. Whatever you choose.”

“I don’t—”

“You don’t have to choose today. But I want you to understand something.”

He leaned forward, hands around his mug, and looked at me with the full weight of his attention.

“You are eighteen. You have your own money. You have a car. You have no obligations to anyone, including me. You are free.”

Free.

The word hit me like a door closing.

Bliss was gone. My childhood was over. The money meant I didn’t need Cole for anything practical. The car meant I could go anywhere. He was handing me my life—systematically, lovingly, piece by piece—and expecting me to take it and walk.

Freedom was the last thing I wanted.

I picked up my fork and speared a piece of mango. Held it halfway to my mouth.

“What plans do you have, Molly?”

“It’s a big ask, Dad.”

“Go ahead and ask it.”

I paused. The mango glistened on the fork. The fresh coffee was still too hot. Outside the orangery glass, the estate rolled in every direction—the lawns, the paddocks, the lower pasture where the stables sat with their sealed door and their hay bed and Bliss and my mother waiting in the silence.

“I would like to open the estate stables.”

Something shifted in his face. Not a flinch—deeper. A settling, the way a structure moves when a load it’s carried for years, finally finds a new bearing.

“Oh.”

“I know it’s huge.”

“Molly—”

“I don’t mind if you say no, Dad.”

“I don’t want to say no.”

“I know it’s painful for you.”

I set the fork down. The mango could wait. This couldn’t.

“I want to run the stables for highly specialized customers. Riding lessons. Trail rides. It’s a business idea—not me being selfish and wanting to own horses.”

He was quiet for a long time. Long enough for the grandfather clock in the hallway to mark three of its patient beats.

“I’m so sorry, darling.”

“Is that a no?”

He shook his head.

“You have never been selfish, Molly. I have. I should have let you ride here. I should have opened the stables years ago. Instead, I drove you to the Archer’s place and told myself that was enough.”

“Archer’s has been good for me, Dad. I learned there. You watched. We shared.”

He looked at me for a long time. His eyes were the same steady gray they’d always been—warm underneath, the eyes of a man who had spent seventeen years making sure every single thing in his daughter’s life was safe and right and held.

Then he nodded.

“Do it. You have my permission and my money.”

“My trust fund, Dad. I want to use it for good.”

“Mom would be proud.”

The words landed in my chest. I leaned back, picked up my coffee mug, and sipped. Watched him over the rim.

“I know that look, Molly.”

“Sorry.”

“What is it?”

“I need to attend a course.”

“What course?”

“How to manage stables. How to be good at it. Not just riding—the business side, the training, the certification. I don’t want to wing it. If I’m going to open Mom’s stables, I want to be qualified.”

“A course where?”

“Rosehill. It’s a residential program—equestrian estate management, training certification, the whole thing. Four weeks.”

“Where?”

“About four hours south. It’s a working estate.”

“Residential?”

“They offer on-site accommodation. I booked it. Two bedrooms.”

I watched his face. The calculation running behind his eyes—not suspicion, just the architect’s mind doing what it always did. Four weeks. His eighteen-year-old daughter. An apartment on an estate she’d never lived on.

“You’ve already looked into this?”

“I’ve already booked it, Dad.”

He raised an eyebrow. I’d seen that eyebrow end board meetings.

“When?”

“Three weeks ago.”

“Before today?”

“Before today.”

“Before I gave you permission to open the stables.”

“Yes.”

The silence stretched. His coffee mug was halfway to his mouth, suspended, and I could see the thought working through him—not anger, something closer to recognition. His daughter had planned this the way he would have planned it. Research, booking, logistics, budget—everything in place before the conversation started. He was looking at his own architecture in someone else’s hands.

“You’re very like your mother, Molly.”

“Is that a yes?”

“On one condition.”

“Name it.”

“I’m coming with you.”

My heart hit my ribs. Three hard beats.

I’d counted on that.

I’d booked two bedrooms because I knew—the way I knew the stables by feel in the dark, and I knew every creak in the hallway floor—that Cole Braddock would not let his daughter live alone in a rented apartment on another family’s estate for four weeks.

He would come. He always came. He’d slept in a summer house for six years, watching stable doors because that’s who he was—the man who could not let go. And I was the woman who didn’t want him to.

“Deal.”

We left on a Wednesday.

Cole locked the house. Maria and Thomas had their instructions—the grounds, the mail, and to call if anything caught fire. I loaded our bags into the Chevelle’s trunk—small, because the car was built for speed, not luggage—and Cole watched me do it with the expression of a man who’d spent seventeen years packing his daughter’s bags and had just been informed his services were no longer required.

The engine turned over, and the rumble filled the driveway. I pulled out through the estate gate and onto the county road with both hands on my mother’s wheel.

Cole sat in the passenger seat with his elbow on the windowsill and his hand covering his mouth, watching the fields go by.

He looked like a man being driven somewhere he hadn’t agreed to go. Which, in every way that mattered, he was.

The road opened up. Pastures, fences, the occasional farmhouse set back behind a line of oaks. April had turned everything green and raw. The air through the cracked window smelled like cut grass and rain on its way.

Cole fell asleep in the third hour. I let him. His head tipped against the window, and his breathing deepened. I watched the road and listened to the engine and thought about Bliss.

We’d talked about this. In the stables, in the dark, in the years when she was the only one who listened. What I wanted. Who I wanted it from. What it would take, and whether I was willing to pay for it.

I’d told Cole this was an equestrian management course.

That wasn’t a lie. It wasn’t the whole truth, either.

“Dad.”

He woke clean. No grogginess, no delay. A father who’d spent six years sleeping with one ear on a stable door.

“We’re here.”

The sign came through the trees before the gate did. Rosehill. Carved in stone, set into a low wall of weathered brick, half-covered by ivy. The gate was wrought iron, standing open, wide enough for two trucks to pass.

Beyond it, a gravel drive curled through a canopy of old oaks toward a light I couldn’t see the source of yet.

I downshifted. The Chevelle grumbled, settled, and idled through the gate.

Cole straightened in his seat.

I stopped, tires crunching into gravel. Two horses crossed the drive ahead of us, close enough that I could hear the bridles jingle. The riders were girls around my age—bare legs, riding boots, skirts that barely covered their thighs, thin white t-shirts damp with sweat and clinging to everything underneath.

One of them looked over her shoulder at the Chevelle, then at my father, and smiled. The other followed her gaze and did the same.

Dad looked left and tracked them until they disappeared into the tree line to our right. His jaw was set. His hand had moved from the windowsill to his thigh, and his fingers were pressed flat against his knee.

Something clenched low in my belly—not jealousy, not shame. Recognition. I’d seen my father notice women before, the quick glance he thought I didn’t catch, the discipline of a man who’d trained himself not to look.

But this wasn’t a quick glance.

He’d watched them all the way across. He couldn’t help it. Seventeen years of nothing, and two girls in wet t-shirts and bare thighs on horseback had cracked the seal.

Then he looked at me.

“They’re practically naked, Molly.”

“Skirts and t-shirts, Dad. They’re riding. It’s warm.”

“I’ve never seen a woman ride a horse in a skirt that short.”

“I wouldn’t worry about it.”

“You can’t do that.”

“I won’t do anything without your consent, Daddy.”

The word again. Twice in one day. I watched it land—watched his mouth open and close, watched the color come up in his neck. He didn’t have an answer for that sentence. There wasn’t one. Every word in it was innocent, and none of it was.

I set off. The gravel popped under the tires. Dad was silent.

Good.

“Are you sure this is a stable management course, Molly?”

I kept my eyes on the road.

“Trust me, Dad.”

The parking bay was marked with a small wooden sign, hand-painted in green: Student Couple—Braddock.

Dad stared at the sign.

I pulled in, killed the engine, and the Chevelle ticked in the silence.

“Student couple?”

“It’s a couple’s program, Dad. I told you—residential.”

Was that a lie?

Bliss was silent.

I went with a half-truth.

My father looked at me. I looked at the steering wheel.

We got out.

The house was massive and old. Properly old—stone and timber that had been settling into its ground for two hundred years, wisteria climbing the front wall in thick, gnarled ropes, an oak door standing open at the top of three shallow steps. The air smelled like cut grass and warm stone and horse.

A man stood at the entrance. Tall, broad-shouldered, with dark skin over corded forearms, the quiet stillness of someone comfortable in his own body. He held a riding crop loosely at his side—not like a weapon, like a pen. Something his hands reached for out of habit.

“Cole and Molly?”

“Yes.”

He swiped the crop toward the open door.

“Inside. Miss Voss is waiting.”

The hallway was wide, stone-flagged, lit by tall windows that threw long rectangles of afternoon light across the floor. Riding trophies lined the walls—silver cups, ribbons, framed photographs of horses and riders spanning decades.

The older photographs showed traditional gear: helmets, jodhpurs, fitted jackets. The newer ones showed less. A woman in riding boots and a sports bra clearing a jump, her body arched, her face split with joy. A girl my age leading a horse by the bridle in a white skirt that stopped mid-thigh and nothing visible above the waist except tanned skin and a smile.

Dad looked straight ahead.

A girl passed us going the other way—boots, a skirt so short it barely cleared her hips, a cotton top thin enough to see through. She smiled at Cole as she passed. He didn’t smile back. She turned the corner, and I saw it: a long horsehair tail pinned to the back of her skirt, swinging between her thighs with every step, brushing the backs of her knees.

I watched Dad’s eyes follow it. Watched him process what he was seeing. Watched the muscle in his jaw set like a bolt being tightened.

Another girl came down the stairs—barefoot, running shorts, a crop top dark with sweat. She looked at Cole, then at me, and her smile said she’d seen this before. The new couple. The father who doesn’t know yet. The daughter who does.

“Through there.”

She pointed to a door at the end of the hall and disappeared down a corridor that smelled like leather and hay.

Eleanor Voss’s office was paneled in dark wood. Bookshelves floor to ceiling, a wide desk, and two leather chairs facing it. French doors behind her opened onto a view of paddocks stretching to the tree line and, beyond them, the stable block—long and low, red brick, with a covered arena attached.

She stood when we entered. Late fifties. Silver-streaked hair pulled back from a face that had been beautiful once and had settled into something better: authority held lightly, warmth kept in reserve. She wore linen—simple, expensive, the clothes of a woman who had nothing to prove. Her eyes went to Cole first, then to me, and they stayed on me long enough to find what they were looking for.

“Please sit down.”

We sat.

My body was shaking.

Not just my hands—all of me. A fine, continuous tremor running from my scalp to the soles of my feet, as if the chair were vibrating beneath me. I could feel my pulse in my throat, my wrists, lower—a heavy beat between my legs that had nothing to do with fear and everything to do with the fact that I was sitting exactly where I’d chosen to sit, in the room I’d applied to be in, and the woman behind the desk was about to say out loud the thing I had carried silently for three years.

Eleanor noticed. Her eyes narrowed a fraction, and something crossed her face—recognition, maybe. Or memory.

“Ahh.”

The silence pressed. Eleanor picked up the forms in front of her—my forms, the ones I’d filled out at two in the morning with my bedroom door locked and my heartbeat in my teeth—and read the first lines.

She looked at me.

Looked at my father.

Smiled.

“We have a problem. Two problems, actually.”

“What’s wrong?”

She looked at Dad. Then, at me—a quick, thorough assessment, a woman deciding in seconds whether another woman understood what she’d set in motion. She looked back at my father.

“I fear your daughter may have been dishonest, Mr. Braddock.”

“Dishonest how?”

She glanced at me.

I couldn’t meet her eyes.

She looked at Dad.

“Why are you here?”

“I understand how to run a business, Miss Voss. My daughter is staying here for a month—I wanted to make sure she gets good value for money.”

She looked at the form.

“It says stepdaughter here.”

“Yes. Molly is my stepdaughter—mine since she was born. Her mother and I—”

She raised a hand. Not dismissive—just a clean cut, a woman who’d heard enough.

“Stepdaughter.”

“Yes.”

“Have you fucked your stepdaughter yet, Mr. Braddock?”

The silence that followed bent the air in the room.

Dad leaned forward. His hands were on his knees. His knuckles were white.

“I beg your pardon?”

“Have you consummated with the girl yet? She turned eighteen a few days ago. Have you taken her virginity?”

My face burned crimson. Scalp to collarbone. I could feel the heat radiating off my own skin, and beneath it, deeper, that pulse between my legs had doubled its rhythm.

“I don’t understand, Miss Voss.”

“It’s very simple.”

She folded her hands on the desk. Her voice didn’t change—the same warm, measured tone she might use to describe a training schedule or a meal plan.

“Rosehill teaches couples how to run a business with a difference. Our graduates go on from here and establish their own estates. Fanbury Hall. Willowmere. The School for Wayward Girls in upstate New York. We provide the training—equestrian, sexual, discipline, and managerial—and our students provide the aptitude and the relationship.”

Dad was still. The stillness of a structure before the stress fracture reaches the surface.

“There has been a mistake.”

Eleanor looked at the form. Looked at me. Looked at my father.

“The only mistake on this form is that Molly is still a virgin.”

“How is that a fucking mistake?”

His voice was quiet.

That was worse than shouting. I knew that voice. I’d heard it once—when a contractor cut a corner on one of his projects and put a man in the hospital. It was the voice Cole used when the next words out of someone’s mouth would determine whether he walked out of the room or tore it apart.

Eleanor didn’t flinch.

“A girl cannot ride bareback on our saddles until she has been thoroughly deflowered, Mr. Braddock.”

“Why not?”

“Because our saddles have leather friction plates for clit stimulation and dildos to fuck their cunt.”

She said it the way she’d said everything else since we arrived—plainly, without apology, without heat. Equipment specifications from a woman who built the equipment.

“A girl is expected to fuck herself in the saddle if she is going to teach other girls to do the same. A virgin cannot ride our equipment safely.”

She paused and let that settle.

“Your stepdaughter’s application states that she intended to consummate with you prior to arriving at Rosehill.”

She turned the form around and slid it across the desk toward my father.

Dad looked down at the paper.

Then he looked at me.

I couldn’t breathe.

“Molly?”

“Sorry, Dad.”

He stood up. The chair scraped against the stone floor behind him. He looked at me—his face closed, controlled, the expression he wore when a project went wrong and the only option was to walk away before the damage spread.

He looked at Eleanor.

“There has been a mistake. We should leave.”

He reached out his hand. I took it.

And then I cried.

Not gracefully. Not the way women cry in films—single tears, trembling lips, composure held together by pride. I broke. The sound that came out of me was the sound of a girl who had carried a secret for three years and hidden it in a stable and talked to it in the dark and filled out a form at two in the morning and driven four hours with it sitting in her lap, and now the man she’d done all of it for was standing in front of her saying we should leave.

Cole dropped to one knee. He took my other hand—the one I’d pressed against my face—and pulled it away, gently, as he’d done when I was small and crying and hiding behind my fingers.

He stared into my eyes. Lost. Concerned. Terrified.

“What’s going on, Molly?”

“I—I—”

I couldn’t get there.

The words were jammed somewhere behind my ribs, tangled up with the sobbing and the shaking and the heat that was still pulsing between my legs even now, even while I fell apart, because my body had already made its decision months ago and didn’t care that my mouth couldn’t keep up.

Cole held me. He pulled my head against his chest and wrapped his arms around me, and I sobbed into his shirt the way I had when I was eight and the other girls at school decided I was weird, and when I was twelve and the horse at Archer’s threw me and I broke my wrist, and every time the world cracked open and the only place that felt solid was him.

A full minute passed.

Maybe longer.

Eleanor said nothing. She sat behind her desk with her hands folded and waited with the patience of a woman who had seen this scene before—not this couple, but this moment. The cracking point. The place where the secret meets the air.

I pulled back. Wiped my face with the heel of my hand.

“I don’t want to be free, Daddy.”

The word again. Third time today. And this time it carried everything—the breakfast where he’d given me my freedom, and I’d felt the floor drop out, the six years of sleeping in a stable because it was the only place that held me, the form I’d filled out with my pulse hammering in places good girls aren’t supposed to feel their pulse.

Cole leaned back on his heels. He looked at me—really looked, past the tears and the blotched face and the girl he’d raised—and something shifted behind his eyes. Not understanding. Not yet. But the first fracture in the wall he’d built between what she was and what she might become.

He smiled at me. Small, uncertain, but real.

And he nodded.

“Is this a mistake, Molly?”

“No, Daddy.”

“What, then?”

“I don’t want to leave you.”

I held his hands. His thumbs were on my knuckles, tracing small circles the way they’d done since I was old enough to walk.

“I want more.”

“Wow.”

“I like having you in my life—the guiding hand, the advice, the wisdom. You have never once punished me, Dad.”

“You never needed to be punished.”

“I did need it.”

His thumbs stopped moving.

“I needed it, and somehow you knew that disappointing you was the only punishment I couldn’t bear. You never raised your voice. You never grounded me twice for the same thing. You just looked at me, and I felt it—right here—”

I pressed our joined hands against my sternum.

“And I fixed it. Every time. Because losing your respect was worse than anything you could have done to me.”

“You’re a woman now, Molly.”

“Yes. I am a woman. But I am a woman who still needs the hand that got me here.”

“I would never get in your way.”

“That’s the point.”

My voice cracked. I swallowed hard, blinked the blur out of my eyes.

“That’s the whole point, Daddy. You don’t get in my way. You never have. You stand right there—close enough that I know you’ll catch me, far enough back that I have to learn to balance on my own. You let me fall just enough to learn without letting me break.”

“That’s what parents do, Molly.”

“Not like you.”

He didn’t let go of me. But I watched the fear grow across his face like weather moving in—not the sharp fear of a man in danger, but the slow, deep fear of a man who’s just realized that the thing he’s spent seventeen years not thinking about is sitting in front of him, crying, and asking him to think about it.

“Sit back down, Mr. Braddock.”

Eleanor’s voice was quiet, and it was not a request. Cole looked at her. Something in the way she held his gaze—the calm, absolute authority of a woman who had built this place and governed it and knew exactly what was happening in this room because she had been the girl in this chair once, decades ago, before any of this had a name—made him sit.

He sat. But he kept my hand. His thumb kept moving on the back of it, small circles, steady, the only part of him that still knew what to do.

“How can you explain this, Miss Voss?”

“There is a growing number of specialist clubs. Fetish, some call it.” She paused, chose her words. “Free expression is what I call it. Your daughter wishes to open a riding school for those with a need—and the money to pay for it.”

“What need?”

Eleanor looked at my form. She read it as written.

“Pony play. Light spanking. Enemas. Anal play. Breaking in virgins. Managing the journey of love from stepparent to—”

“Fuck. Hold it right there.”

Dad’s hand tightened on mine. I felt the bones compress.

Eleanor didn’t flinch.

“Mr. Braddock. I will overlook the outburst. But speak to me like that again, and you will be dealt with.”

He turned on her—shoulders squaring, the full weight of a man who designed buildings that held up cities brought to bear on a woman behind a desk. It should have been intimidating.

Eleanor met it without moving. Without blinking. Without the faintest concession in her posture. She had sixty pounds and forty years less muscle, and she held the room as if gravity answered to her.

Something in Cole recognized it. He didn’t back down—he went still. The way a man goes still when he meets an authority he can’t dismiss.

“Molly?”

“I want this, Daddy.”

“What, though?”

“The business. The ideas for my own stables.”

I squeezed his hand. Held his eyes.

“And you. I want you.”

The silence that followed was the loudest thing I’d ever heard.

Cole looked at me. His thumb had stopped moving on my hand. His lips were parted. His breathing had changed—shorter, shallower, the breathing of a man whose body was responding to something his mind hadn’t authorized.

He didn’t speak.

He didn’t let go.

Eleanor stood.

“Come with me.”

She led us out through a side door and across the grounds. The path was crushed stone, pale and raked smooth. Paddocks stretched to our left—white fences, two horses standing together under an oak. The stable block sat ahead: red brick, slate roof, a covered walkway running its length.

The doors stood open.

A girl walked out of the nearest entrance. Naked from the waist up, mucky leather boots, riding breeches slung low on her hips. She carried a bridle over one shoulder and a towel in her other hand.

“Good afternoon, Miss Voss.”

“Good afternoon, Cara.”

She passed without slowing. Her breasts were small, tanned, uncovered the way an arm is uncovered—as if the idea of hiding them had simply never occurred to her.

Cole looked. One second. Then away.

Another girl came around the corner of the building. Fully naked. Her hair was wet, and she had a towel in her hand but not on her body, drying between her fingers as she walked. She saw Cole, and her eyes moved over him slowly—appraising, unhurried, the way you’d assess a new horse in the paddock.

“If you need relief later, I am in room 208. Don’t knock, Daddy.”

I gave her a scornful look.

Miss Voss half turned her head on the move.

“Girls come to Rosehill alone more frequently than as couples.”

Her tone was unchanged from the office—warm, informative, the cadence of a guided tour.

“We have more girls than men at any given time. As a result, our riding masters and male guests are kept very well serviced.”

Dad said nothing. His jaw was tight.

Eleanor led us inside.

The stables were nothing like ours. Where ours held ghosts and old hay and the smell of decades, Rosehill’s were immaculate. White-tiled walls. Polished concrete floors with drainage channels running to a central grate.

LED panels in the ceiling cast clean, even light. Each stall had a half-door of sanded oak, and inside I could see the same precision repeated—chrome fixtures, rubber matting, tiled surfaces you could eat off. A girl’s laugh echoed from somewhere deeper in the building, followed by the hiss of a shower.

It was cleaner than a surgery.

A girl passed us in the corridor. Boots, a short skirt, a cotton top. She smiled at Eleanor, glanced at Cole, turned the corner—and I saw it. A long horsehair tail hanging from the back of her skirt, swinging between her thighs as she walked, brushing the backs of her knees.

Cole saw it too. His step faltered. Just half a beat. Then he kept walking.

Eleanor stopped at a stall midway down the row. The door was open. Inside: white tile, a chrome showerhead on the back wall, a wooden bench, and two hooks for clothes. A drain in the center of the floor. Nothing else.

“In here, please.”

We stepped inside. The stall smelled like soap and warm water and, underneath, something fainter—sweat, skin, the salt-sweet musk of bodies that had been clean and then been used and then been cleaned again.

Eleanor pointed at Cole.

“Get undressed, please.”

“What for?”

“Get undressed, Mr. Braddock, and I will run the test.”

Dad looked at me. I looked at the floor. My pulse was hammering in my throat, my wrists, between my legs—that heavy, insistent beat that hadn’t let up since we sat down in her office.

Cole turned away.

For a moment, he felt like a horse about to refuse a jump.

He pulled his shirt over his head—a single motion, grabbing the back of the collar and lifting. His back was broad, tanned across the shoulders from years of site visits, paler below the line where his shirt usually sat.

The muscles moved under his skin as he folded the shirt and hung it on the hook. He was solid. Not sculpted, not vain about it—the body of a man who’d spent his life building things and had built himself the same way. Functional. Durable. Strong where it mattered.

He unbuckled his belt. The sound—leather sliding through loops, the clink of metal—sent a jolt of heat straight through my pelvis.

I pressed my thighs together and felt a slow, hot leakage from my virgin cunt that soaked into my panties.

His pants came off. Then his underwear, pushed down in one motion, as if speed would make this something other than what it was.

He stood with his back to me. Naked. My stepfather. The man who had carried me on his shoulders and taught me to ride a bicycle and slept in a summer house for six years, watching stable doors because he couldn’t let me be alone in the dark.

He turned around.

I saw him.

His chest was broad, lightly furred, the hair running down his stomach in a dark line that widened as it reached his groin. His thighs were thick and hard. And between them, his cock hung heavy, soft, but even at rest, it was long, thick, the weight of it pulling down against his thigh.

I looked away.

My face burned.

Eleanor noted it.

She pointed at me.

“Get undressed.”

“What for?”

“If your stepfather doesn’t get an erection by the time you are fully naked, you’re going home tonight.”

I stared at my Dad.

He stared back.

He didn’t move to hide his magnificent cock.

My hands were shaking so badly that I fumbled the hem of my shirt twice before I got it over my head. The air hit my skin—cool, tile-reflected—and my nipples tightened instantly beneath my bra. I set the shirt on the bench because I didn’t know what else to do with my hands. I didn’t look at Cole.

I could feel him not looking at me.

I reached behind my back and unhooked my bra. The straps slipped from my shoulders. I held the cups against my breasts for one second—the last second of the girl who had never been seen—and let it fall.

My breasts were bare. Small, firm, the nipples red, hard, and flushed. The air touched them, and I felt it everywhere—not cold anymore, electric. My skin prickled from my collarbone to my navel.

I unbuttoned my jeans and pushed them down my hips, then stepped out. I was standing in white cotton underwear—plain, cheap, the underwear of a girl who hadn’t planned for anyone to see.

I hooked my thumbs in the waistband.

I looked at Cole.

He was looking at me.

He couldn’t help it.

His eyes moved over my body—my breasts, my stomach, the line of my hips above the cotton—and the expression on his face was the most devastating thing I had ever seen. Not lust. Not hunger. Anguish. The face of a man watching the last wall he’d built come down, brick by brick, knowing he was the one who’d built it and knowing he could never build it again.

I slid my underwear down and stepped out of it.

I stood naked in front of my stepfather.

The air touched every part of me—my breasts, my stomach, the smooth, freshly shaven skin between my legs, the wetness gathering there, warm and undeniable.

Cole’s cock was no longer soft.

“You shaved.”

“For you, Daddy.”

My stepfather’s cock rose between his thighs in a slow, heavy climb—thickening, darkening, the veins swelling along the underside and branching across the shaft. It didn’t twitch or jerk. It lifted the way a mast lifts when the rigging takes the strain—steady, structural, inevitable.

I judged there were nine inches of him, hard and flushed and straining upward, the head swollen to a deep, dark red, glossy with the first bead of moisture at the slit. The veins stood out like cables under tension, pulsing visibly with every beat of his heart.

He looked down at himself.

Then at me.

The shame on his face broke my heart.

Seventeen years.

Seventeen years of keeping his hands on the small of my back. Of sleeping in the summer house. Of pouring my coffee with a steady hand while I said “Sorry, Daddy” and the words sat in the air between us. Seventeen years of being the right kind of father, and now his body was telling us both the truth.

Eleanor looked at his cock. Looked at me. Looked at his face.

“It seems to me you have a chance.”

Cole’s voice was rough.

“What now? Do we dress?”

“No, Mr. Braddock. Now your daughter must manage your erection, as all good girls must.”

“How?”

“With her hand. Virgins must be deflowered in front of the school, and oral sex requires lessons.”

“Fuck.”

Eleanor shook her head, but she let it pass.

She stepped to the stall door and spoke to someone in the corridor—quiet, unhurried. Footsteps on polished concrete. Bare feet, more than one pair. Three girls appeared at the half-door. The wet-haired girl was now in an untied cotton robe that hung open down the front.

A girl in boots and a riding skirt pushed herself up onto the stall door and sat on it like a fence rail, her chin in her hand. A third girl—naked, freckled, arms folded across the top of the door—looked at my father’s cock and then at me and raised an eyebrow as if to say, Lucky girl.

They watched. Relaxed. Curious. Students observing a lesson they’d already passed.

“This is a new couple, girls. Molly has lied. We can deal with that later.”

“What will you do, Miss Voss?”

“I have decided the couple will stay, but the coming days will be important.”

“Is she a virgin?”

“Yes.”

“So, we get to see her Daddy fuck her?”

“Let’s hope so.”

Miss Voss stared at me.

“Go ahead, Molly. Wank off your Daddy and make him cum. You know that’s why you came here.”

My legs were trembling. My hands were trembling. The only thing that wasn’t trembling was the pulse between my thighs, which had gone beyond trembling into something solid and heavy and constant.

I walked toward Cole.

He didn’t step back.

He didn’t cover himself.

His cock stood between us—hard, thick, a slow thread of moisture running from the slit down the curve of the circumcised head. His hands were at his sides. His chest rose and fell with short, shallow breaths.

I knelt.

The rubber matting was cool under my knees. My face was level with his cock—inches away, close enough to feel the heat coming off it, close enough to smell him. Clean skin. Soap. And underneath that, the warm, dense musk of a man’s arousal, the scent of something held for seventeen years and finally breaking free.

Somehow it smelled familiar, warming, and comforting.

I reached out and wrapped my fingers around my Daddy’s cock.

He whimpered.

Not loud or dramatic. A small, broken exhale from deep in his chest—the sound of a man who hadn’t been touched in seventeen years feeling his stepdaughter’s hand close tightly around the base of his cock.

His cock was rock hard and hot.

That was the first thing I understood. The heat of him, almost feverish, pouring through my fingers. And hard—the skin sliding soft as silk over the shaft beneath, but underneath, the flesh was iron, rigid, pulsing with a heartbeat I could feel against my palm. I tightened my grip and felt the veins press into my fingers—each one distinct, alive, the blood surging through them.

“I can feel your heartbeat, Daddy.”

“It feels—I can’t—not here.”

“Tell me later. Let me make you cum.”

My fingers didn’t fully close around the base. He was too thick. I adjusted my grip, found the angle, and held him—just held him, learning the weight, the girth, the way his shaft curved slightly upward and the head flared wider than the shaft below it, smooth and swollen and slick at the tip.

Cole’s hand came down and rested on the top of my head.

Not pushing. Not guiding. Just there—the same hand that had rested on my head when I was six and crying, when I was ten and scared, when I was fourteen and furious at the world. His fingers settled into my hair, and the tenderness of it—the fatherhood in that gesture, in this moment, in this place—made my eyes sting.

“Do it, Molly. We can discuss everything later.”

I moved my hand.

I stroked his rock-hard cock upward, slowly, feeling the skin shift under my fingers, the shaft sliding through my grip. The head flushed darker as my fist rose over the ridge—glossy, tight, the slit weeping a clear thread that broke and ran warm over my knuckles.

I stroked back down, tightening at the base, and Cole’s hips bucked forward—involuntary, a reflex, his body lurching into his daughter’s hand before his mind could stop it.

I did it again.

And again.

Finding a rhythm—slow, firm, my thumb tracing the ridge where the head met the shaft on each upstroke, pressing the underside where the skin was thinnest and the vein was thickest. His cock throbbed in my grip with every pass.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away from it.

The wetness spread—his precum slicking my fingers, making the slide smoother, and the sound of it filled the tiled stall. Wet. Rhythmic. Obscene.

Dad’s breathing changed, becoming shallow and ragged. His hand tightened in my hair—still not pushing, but gripping now, his fingers curling, knuckles white against my scalp. His thighs were shaking.

The muscles in his stomach clenched in waves.

The tendons in his neck stood taut.

I looked up at him.

“Cum over my face, Daddy.”

“Oh, god—”

“I am sure of it. Please. In my mouth and over my face.”

I wanked his cock faster, gripping tighter, always from root to tip—tip to root.

Again.

Again.

His eyes were closed. His head was tipped back. His mouth was open, and the sounds coming out of it were small and wrecked—not words, not moans, just the broken breathing of a man coming apart under the only hands he’d wanted for seventeen years without admitting it.

I quickened again. Tightened more. Twisted gently at the crown, my thumb pressing the spot where the head was most sensitive, and I felt his cock swell—harder, thicker, the veins straining against my fingers. His hips drove forward in short, helpless thrusts, fucking my fist, and I could feel it building in the shaft—a tension, a gathering, the whole length of him going rigid.

He came.

I opened my mouth and aimed his cock at my parted lips.

The first pulse hit my tongue before I was ready—landing hot, thick, the salt-mineral burn of him flooding my mouth and coating the back of my throat. I gasped, and his cock kicked in my grip, and the second jet caught my upper lip and chin, a thick rope that ran warm down my jaw. I sealed my lips around the head and held on—felt the shaft spasm in my fist, felt each pulse travel its full length and release into my mouth, heavy and slick, pooling behind my lower lip faster than I could swallow.

I swallowed.

The taste was sharp, dense, not what I’d expected—not bitter, not sweet, just him, concentrated, the essence of seventeen years of denial hitting my tongue in a warm flood. I swallowed again, and his hips drove forward, his cock pushing deeper against my lips, and I took it—the head sliding across my tongue, the slit pulsing against the roof of my mouth as more of Daddy’s seed leaked out in thick, slow surges.

He groaned.

The sound filled the stall, bounced off the tile, and I pulled back—just far enough to breathe, just far enough for the next pulse to miss my mouth and hit my cheek. It ran warm and white down the line of my jaw.

“That’s it, Mr. Braddock. Anoint your Princess.”

Another rope of his cum splashed across the bridge of my nose. Another on my forehead, sliding into my hairline. His cum on my face—my eyelashes, my lips, the crease beside my nostril—warm and heavy and marking me with the scent and taste and evidence of him.

It burned in my throat.

I spread my legs wider, and the coolness hit my wet, throbbing cunt. I leaked. Messy, warm, and thick.

I looked up at Cole through the blur of it.

He looked down at me. His daughter. On her knees. His cum inside her mouth, on her chin, her cheeks, her forehead. Her hand was still wrapped around his cock. Her lips were swollen, wet, and parted.

The shame was gone.

What replaced it was worse and better and bigger than anything I’d seen on my father’s face before. Not hunger—recognition. The look of a man seeing something he’d spent seventeen years refusing to see, and finding it kneeling in front of him with his cum inside her and on her face, and understanding—finally, completely, irreversibly—that he had wanted this all along.

One of the girls at the door—the one in the open robe—smiled and nodded. The quiet approval of a woman who remembered her first time doing exactly this.

“Older men are the fucking best.”

Cole’s hand stayed in my hair. His cock softened slowly against my palm—three more pulses, weaker, slower, the last of him sliding warm across my fingers. I held him until the shaking stopped. Until his breathing caught and steadied. Until his fingers loosened in my hair and stroked once, gently, across my scalp.

I knelt there with his cum drying on my face and his hand in my hair and the taste of him still thick on my tongue, and I felt—for the first time since Bliss left—not alone.

I looked up at Eleanor.

She stood against the wall with her arms folded, her expression unchanged.

“Well done, Molly.”


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

The spiral staircase to our apartment was a pain in my calves, but I said nothing when my father upgraded our rooms. The house had a tower, five stories tall, and Cole insisted we have it.

Dad refused to stay in what amounted to dorm rooms in the main house where girls were being fucked in doorways, or taking all-comers on their hands and knees in the corridor.

I saw cum dribbling and pooling underneath one girl as we stepped past her and a man driving his cock balls deep inside her on our way to the staircase.

I couldn’t blame my father for wanting privacy.

We hadn’t spoken since I’d swallowed his cum.

Inside the small apartment, our luggage had already arrived. A glass elevator sat against the outer wall. I turned to Miss Voss.

“What—”

“The walk upstairs gave you time to think, Molly.”

“Yes.”

“Use the elevator or stairs from now on. The rooms are yours for the duration of your course.”

Dad walked past me to the window.

Miss Voss looked at me.

“You have some straight talking to do, young lady.”

“I lied.”

“About this place—yes. About how you feel for your stepfather—not so much. I can forgive that.”

“I’m sorry, Miss Voss.”

“Don’t apologize to me. Absolution comes from your Daddy.”

“And what if he won’t give it?”

“You can’t be a virgin here. The saddles have dildos mounted to them. I would hesitate to—”

“Daddy will do it. Me, I mean… Daddy will do me.”

She nodded and closed the door.

Daddy will do me.

The click of the latch left a silence I could feel on my skin. The apartment was small, warm, the late afternoon light filling it from the single window where Cole stood with his back to me. I could hear him breathing. I could hear myself.

Between my legs, the ache that had been building since the stables pulsed in time with my heartbeat—heavy, insistent, the soaked cotton of my underwear pressed against my cunt like a warm hand.

I turned to my father.

“Dad.”

He shook his head.

“Don’t apologize, Molly.”

“But—”

“We have one bedroom in this apartment. I didn’t realize. Sorry.”

“I thought—”

He turned and looked at me.

“I have been looking at my daughter grow into a woman, and I have behaved shamefully, and now—I’ve broken every rule.”

I ran and leaped into his arms, wrapping my legs around his waist. I kissed him on the lips, but he pulled away, gently.

He set me down on the floor.

“I can’t go from one place to another as easily as you can, Molly.”

“What does that mean?”

He looked at the bedroom door. He looked at me.

“My semen is inside you. I can’t get that image out of my head.”

“It tasted great, Dad.”

He winced and shook the image out of his head.

“It’s not right, Molly. Nobody outside this place will think it’s right.”

The heat climbed my neck before the words came.

“I don’t give a fuck what anyone thinks.”

“I know that. You lied about this place. I get it.”

My shoulders dropped. The breath I’d been holding left me.

“I lied. That’s true. I knew everything about Rosehill. I’ve researched this school and others like it for two years.”

“You were always such a good girl.”

“Only because of you. And today—this morning, your gift was freedom.”

“I thought you wanted that, darling.”

“No. I want my Daddy. Always.”

The silence that followed was the kind that fills a room from the floor up.

“I shaved my pussy for you, Cole.”

That landed. I saw it in his shoulders.

Cole stood by the window. The late afternoon light came through at a low angle and hit the side of his face—his jaw, the stubble coming in, the lines at the corner of his eye that hadn’t been there five years ago.

Behind him, the estate rolled outward in every direction—paddocks, the stable block, the tree line. From the fifth floor, Rosehill looked like a painting of a life someone else was living.

He didn’t answer me. He didn’t move toward me or away. He stood the way I’d seen him stand on construction sites when a design wasn’t working—still, calculating, running the numbers on something that couldn’t be solved with numbers.

“I have no problem calling you Cole. I don’t want to. I want you to be my Daddy, transition from Dad.”

He half turned, looked at me, then looked away.

“Aside from me, what do you want here, Molly?”

“To open a fetish club in our stables next year. Miss Voss uses her terminology for it. I’ll use mine.”

“In the stables where Mom died?”

“Yes. It sounds disrespectful, but I think this is necessary.”

“Why?”

“Would Mom want the building locked and disused?”

“No.”

“We’ll run discipline weekends. Pony play days. Step-parent weeks—not just Daddies and their little girls, Moms too. Sibling weeks, courses, learn to ride and love your beloved in an environment that won’t judge.”

“Where is this all coming from?”

I sat on the edge of the bed. The mattress was firm, and the sheets smelled like lavender and starch. I pressed my palms against my knees because my hands needed something to hold. Between my thighs, my underwear clung—warm, wet, the cotton molded to every fold. I shifted and felt the fabric peel away from my skin and resettle, and the sensation sent a slow pulse through my clit that I ignored with effort.

“You remember the week before my seventeenth birthday? When you grounded me?”

“For sneaking Maria’s car.”

“The last time. The last time you ever grounded me. I sat on my bed and felt the walls close in the way they always did when you were disappointed—that feeling, Dad, the one where your voice doesn’t change and your face doesn’t change, but something shifts, and I know I’ve let you down, and the whole world shrinks to the distance between what I did and what you expected of me.”

“That’s just parenting, Molly.”

“No. Listen. I sat on my bed, and I felt it. The containment. The walls you put around me—not punishment, not cruelty, just you saying here is the edge, and you crossed it, and now you sit inside this boundary until you understand why it matters. And my body—”

I stopped. My throat was tight. My thighs pressed together under my palms, and the pressure against my swollen cunt was so specific, so precisely the wrong thing to feel while I was trying to explain myself, that my voice caught.

“My body responded to it. Not to being punished. To being held. To you being strong enough to say no when I was pushing every limit I could find, because every time I pushed a limit, I was looking for the same thing.”

“What thing?”

“The wall that wouldn’t move. You. You were the wall that wouldn’t move.”

Cole’s hand was on the windowsill. His knuckles were white.

“That isn’t what I—”

“You didn’t mean it that way. I know. But that’s what it was. Seventeen years of you being the firmest, gentlest, most consistent hand in my life, and I built my entire self inside that structure. I didn’t rebel against your authority, Dad. I craved it. And the night before my birthday, when I felt that craving in my body for the first time—when the containment made my pussy wet—I understood what I was.”

The word sat between us. I didn’t say it. I didn’t need to. My body was saying it for me—the flush on my chest visible above my neckline, the heat between my legs so present that I could smell my own arousal underneath the lavender and starch.

“I masturbated hard after shaving my pussy, Daddy—not inside, just my clit, but I came so hard replaying the moment you grounded me that my sleeping bag got wet.”

“And then you were eighteen.”

“And then you set me free.”

“Molly—”

“You set me free, and the floor disappeared this morning. No more boundaries. No wall. No firm hand. Just space in every direction and nothing to hold on to. That’s what freedom felt like, Dad. Falling.”

“So you brought us here?”

“I panicked. I had it all planned out. Wait a few months, show you that I was staying first, and then explain these feelings.”

He was quiet for a long time. The grandfather clock we’d passed on the second-floor landing measured four beats into the silence.

“How have you become so mature?”

“Bliss.”

“Bliss told you this?”

“Bliss and I talked about it for years. In the stables. In the dark. Every night I went down there, I was trying to understand why I was different—why the girls at school wanted freedom, and I wanted structure, why they dreamed about being wild, and I dreamed about being held.”

“You want discipline?”

“Yes. More than anything.”

“And the business?”

“Came from the same place. I’ve been riding since I was seven, Dad. Archer’s place—you sat on the fence and watched every lesson. You know what riding teaches?”

“Discipline.”

“Posture. Commands. A firm hand on the reins. A horse trusts the rider because the rider earns it—consistent, patient, never cruel. And the horse doesn’t lose anything by trusting. She gains everything. She gains the partnership.”

I looked at my hands on my knees.

“I’m the horse, Dad. I’ve always been the horse. And you’re the rider I trust. And when I understood that—when Bliss helped me name it—I looked around and thought, I’m not the only one. There are other girls like me. Other daughters who feel this. Other stepfathers and stepmothers who’ve been doing it without knowing what it is. And there’s nowhere for them. Nowhere safe. Nowhere that says this is normal, this is healthy, this is structure, not sickness.“

“So you rushed headlong into Rosehill.”

“I drove us here. And I lied about what it was because I was terrified that if I told you the truth, you’d look at me the way Dr. Rainer looked at me when I was ten—like something that needed to be fixed.”

Cole crossed the room. He cupped my face in both hands—the way he’d held it when I was crying at eight, when I was furious at fourteen, every time the world cracked open, and his hands were the only things that held it shut.

“You don’t need to be fixed, Molly.”

“I know. I need to be held.”

His thumbs traced my cheekbones. His eyes were wet. I could feel the warmth of his wrists against my jaw, and under my jeans, my cunt clenched around nothing—a slow, involuntary contraction that answered his touch the way my mouth couldn’t.

“I could no more strike you than I could take my own life.”

“I’m not asking you to strike me. I’m asking you to hold me the way you always have—firmly, gently, with everything you are. And to stop pretending that what you feel when you hold me is only fatherly.”

His hands trembled against my face.

“Why didn’t you date, Dad?”

“Because I had you.”

The words landed in my pelvis before they reached my brain. Because I had you. Not because of grief. Not because of Lena. Because of me. I felt the wetness let go between my legs—a fresh rush of slick that had nothing to do with friction and everything to do with what he’d just said, without hearing himself say it.

“You could have been with women. You could have paid for company, taken a hotel room while I was at school, been back to collect me by three-thirty.”

“I didn’t want to.”

“So you’ve been jacking off?”

“Jesus, Molly.”

I leaned back and held his wrists, keeping his hands on my face.

“I can still taste your cum in my mouth. It’s salty, and it burns, and I love it. Miss Voss knew what she was doing—the test got us into this tower.”

I let that settle.

“Honesty will set us free.”

“What do you want with me, Molly?”

“I want to see you, Dad.”

“You’ve seen me.”

“Eleanor’s test. That was for her. I want mine.”

His eyes narrowed.

“Your test?”

“You’ve seen me naked. Once in the stables when you were told to look. And in your mind, every day, for years.”

I stared at him, waiting.

“Yes. True.”

He flinched. Small. A man who didn’t flinch at hearing the truth of his own confession played back to him.

“I want to see you. Not because someone told me to. Because I’m asking.”

“Molly—”

“Take your clothes off, Daddy. If you can stand still while I look at you, while I touch you, while I learn what my father’s body feels like under my hands and my mouth—if you can do that without touching me back—then you’re right. It’s not right. And I’ll stop.”

I held his eyes.

“But if you can’t resist me, then you have to stop pretending this is only my idea.”

The silence pressed against the glass. Somewhere below, a horse whinnied. The sound of hooves on gravel. The world continuing.

Cole pulled his shirt over his head.

The same motion from the stables—grabbing the back of the collar and lifting—but slower. This time, he wasn’t a man being told to strip. My stepfather was a man choosing to. He folded the shirt and set it on the chair by the window.

His chest was broad, lightly furred, the hair running in a dark line from his sternum to his navel. The muscles underneath were powerful.

His belt. The leather sliding through the loops again hit me like a finger dragging through the slick between my cunt lips. The clink of his buckle landing on the shirt when he dropped it.

I watched him the way I’d watched the Chevelle that morning—with the knowledge that something built to last was being revealed to me, and the responsibility of that was enormous.

His pants came off, then his underwear. He pushed them down together, quickly, as he had in the stables, as if speed could make it less than what it was.

He stood naked in front of me.

His cock was half hard. Not the full, straining erection from the stables—something more controlled. It twitched, his body responding to his daughter’s eyes on him without the urgency of performance. It hung heavy, thickening, the circumcised head smooth and flushed, a vein pulsing along the underside.

I started at his throat.

“You have an enormous cock, Daddy.”

“Your Mom— Sorry.”

“I’m glad Mom enjoyed you. I don’t feel jealous. I hope wherever she is, she approves of this—of us.”

“Celia told me you have a big cock.”

“Fuck!”

He looked afraid.

“Aunt Celia?”

“Yes. Mom told her.”

“Jesus. How on earth did you end up dragging that out of her?”

“She helped me understand myself. How I was moving from the emotional to the sexual.”

“She knows?”

He looked afraid.

“That I have tasted your cum? Of course not. That was just today, and don’t worry. I won’t tell her what this is.”

“What is it, Molly?”

“We should find out, Daddy.”

My lips found the hollow at the base of his neck—the place where his pulse was visible, fast, betraying everything his face was trying to hold steady. I kissed the skin there and tasted salt. Clean sweat. The soap from this morning underneath, and beneath that, something I didn’t have a name for.

The smell of my father’s skin, close enough to taste now, and I was greedy.

I kissed down the ridge of his collarbone, through his shoulder. The deltoid flexed hard under my lips, the muscle jumping when my tongue dragged across it.

He moaned.

My Daddy’s cock flexed and grew.

His hands stayed at his sides. I could see his fingers—straight, pressed against his thighs, the tendons standing taut from wrist to knuckle. Holding. But as I watched, his right hand opened—fingers spreading, then closing again, a fist that formed and released, formed and released, the rhythm of a man fighting his own reflexes.

I moved to his chest.

The hair was coarser here, and my tongue combed through it, catching the taste of salt and warmth. His left nipple was flat and dark, and when I closed my lips around it and sucked, his breath caught—a short, sharp inhalation through his nose, controlled, the sound of a man refusing to make the sound he wanted to make.

His cock jumped. I saw it from the corner of my eye—a full, visible twitch that lifted the shaft and dropped it, and a bead of clear fluid swelled at the slit and ran in a slow thread down the underside of the head.

I licked across his sternum, pressing the bone under his skin. The ridge where his ribcage met his stomach. His body was warm—not feverish like in the stables, just warm the way stone is warm after a day in the sun. Holding the heat. Radiating it.

“How can you be so—”

“Porn. I watched a lot. Never touched myself while watching. Just learning.”

His stomach was next. The muscles tightened under my tongue as I traced the line of hair from his navel downward. I felt them clench—a ripple of tension that traveled across his abdomen and didn’t release. His breathing had changed—shorter, shallower, held at the top of each inhale as if letting the air out would let something else out with it.

“Molly.”

“Shh.”

I knelt.

Not for his cock.

I bypassed it—close enough that my breath touched the shaft and it twitched, close enough that I could smell the musk of his arousal, thicker now, the faint salt of the cum I’d swallowed an hour ago mixed with the sharper scent of fresh precum. The thread of clear fluid had lengthened, hanging from the slit in a slow, glistening line that swayed when his cock pulsed.

I went to his thigh.

The inside of his left thigh. The skin was thinner here, softer, the hair finer. I dragged my tongue along the crease where his leg met his groin, and the muscle beneath jumped so hard his knee buckled for a moment. His hands left his thighs—both of them, lifting an inch, fingers reaching—then he caught himself and pressed them back. Flat. Shaking.

I licked down his thigh. The quadricep. The hard, thick slab of a man who climbed stairs instead of taking elevators. A scar on the outside—three inches long, faded white, old enough that the hair had never grown back.

“What’s this?”

“Rebar. Nineteen years ago.”

Before me. Before everything. A wound from a life I’d never seen, healed into his body quietly, without complaint, leaving only the evidence.

“Did Mom kiss it?”

“All the time.”

I kissed it.

His hand moved. I felt it hover above my head—the ghost of the gesture from the stables, his hand in my hair, the fatherhood in that touch—and then he pulled it back and set it against his thigh.

Holding. Barely.

I moved to the other leg. The right thigh. His calf was thick, hard, and covered in dark hair. I traced a line with the tip of my tongue to the back of his knee, where the skin was thin and warm, and his pulse was visible in the vein that crossed the joint.

I licked the crease behind his knee, and a sound came out of him—not a word, not a groan, something in between. The sound of a wall developing a crack. His hands had stopped pretending. They hung at his sides with the fingers curled, not pressed flat anymore, not fighting. Waiting.

I stood. His back. The broad planes of muscle on either side of his spine. The shoulder blades—sharp, moving under the skin as his breathing changed. The dimples above his ass. The small of his back—the exact spot where he’d always placed his hands on mine. I pressed my lips there and let them rest, and I felt the vibration of something moving through his body that he couldn’t name or stop.

Below me, on the floor between his feet, a drop of precum had fallen and caught the light. Then another.

I came around to face him.

“There he is. The cock that’s going to fuck me soon.”

He didn’t reply.

“I’m taking birth control, Dad. Have been since I was sixteen.”

My father’s cock was fully erect now. Standing clear of his body, thick and dark, the circumcised head flushed and glossy. The vein on the underside pulsed visibly. A thread of clear fluid had run from the slit and caught in the hair below his navel. More had dripped to the floor—a small, glistening constellation between his feet, the evidence of every place my mouth had been.

His face was the face of a man being disassembled by the hands of the woman he raised. Not lust. Not shame. Something past both—the expression of a man watching the last structural element removed from a building he’d spent seventeen years constructing, and understanding that the building was going to fall, and that falling was the point.

His hands were shaking. Open now. Not fists, not flat against his thighs. Open, the fingers loose, ready for whatever they’d been refusing to do for the last ten minutes.

“If you can stop yourself from fucking me, you pass. If you can’t, you stop pretending.”

“I know.”

“Your cock is telling me everything your mouth won’t.”

“I know that too.”

“Do you want me to stop?”

He looked at me. Looked at my body—still clothed, every inch of me covered, and his eyes moved over the fabric the way his hands wanted to move under it.

“No.”

“I won’t stop.”

I pulled my shirt over my head. Unhooked my bra. Let it fall. My breasts were bare in the late afternoon light—small, firm, the red nipples already hard, the skin flushed from my throat to my navel. I pushed my jeans down and stepped out of them.

He looked at my cunt.

My underwear was soaked—the gusset dark, saturated, the evidence of everything my body had been doing since the stables mapped into the cotton in a stain that covered the full width of the fabric.

“Wet, Daddy. That happens a lot.”

“You could wear pads.”

“Then you might not have smelled my arousal.”

I peeled them off and stood naked in front of my father for the second time today.

This time, I wasn’t shaking.

“Your turn, Daddy. Resist me.”

He broke.

Not the way a man breaks in anger or grief. The way a structure breaks when the load it was designed to hold exceeds the specification. Quietly. Completely. The engineering giving way to physics.

His hands found my waist. Both sides gripped; the span of his palms covered me from my hipbones to my lowest ribs—I felt his fingers press into the small of my back, and the strength in that grip made my breath stop.

He lifted me off the floor.

Not a sweep, not a carry. He lifted me straight up—his arms extending, his shoulders taking the weight, the muscles in his chest and stomach engaging the way they’d engage if he were pressing a beam into place. I rose past his chest, past his face, and his hands repositioned under my thighs, spreading them over his shoulders as he slid me higher.

My palms hit the ceiling.

I was sitting on my father’s face while he stood like a lighthouse.

I braced.

Plaster and old wood against my palms, his shoulders under my thighs, and the world tilted—I was above him, five stories above the ground, my legs draped over his shoulders, my cunt inches from his face. I could feel his breath—hot, unsteady, the exhale hitting the wet flesh between my swollen lips in a rush of warmth that made my clit pulse.

His hands gripped my thighs. Not gently. The grip of a man holding something he refused to let fall. I felt his thumbs press into the crease where my thighs met my groin—the same place I’d licked on him minutes ago—and the pressure opened me.

“Daddy.”

He didn’t answer.

His mouth found my cunt.

The first touch of his tongue split my world in two. The flat of it dragged through my swollen folds from bottom to top—slow, broad, gathering the wetness that had been building since the office, since the stables, since the morning when he said I was free and I felt the floor drop out. The taste of me hit his tongue, and he groaned—the sound traveling through his mouth into my cunt, the vibration settling against my clit like a second tongue.

I gasped.

This was not my fingers.

I had touched myself a hundred times in the stables, in the dark, my hand between my legs and my mind full of him. I knew exactly how to make myself come—the pressure, the speed, the rhythm I’d perfected alone. I was in control. I was always in control.

This was something else. His tongue moved where it wanted, not where I directed it. The pace was his. The pressure changed without warning—soft, then firm, then a flicker so light it made me chase it with my hips. My body was responding to someone else’s decisions, and the loss of control—the sheer, drowning helplessness of pleasure I hadn’t chosen—was more terrifying and more perfect than anything my own hand had ever done.

My palms pressed harder against the ceiling.

My thighs clenched around my father’s head.

He licked me again. The tip of his tongue this time—tracing the inner folds, finding the seam between my inner and outer lips, following the wet line up to my clit. My hood peeled back under the pressure of his tongue, and the raw nerve beneath was exposed to the soft heat of his mouth.

Seventeen years.

Seventeen years of celibacy, and his mouth was on his daughter’s cunt, and the sound he was making—low, continuous, a groan that had nothing to do with effort and everything to do with relief—was the sound of a man drinking after years in the desert.

I reached down with one hand—the other still braced against the ceiling—and spread my lips apart with two fingers, opening myself wider. I wanted to feed Cole my cunt and the juices that flowed from me.

“Eat me, Daddy. Taste what you’ve been dreaming about.”

His tongue drove inside me.

The penetration was soft and thick and warm—not the rigid intrusion I’d imagined but something alive, muscular, curling against my walls, seeking the taste deeper. My cunt clenched around his tongue, and I felt the flutter travel through my pelvis and up my spine.

His nose pressed against my clit, and the pressure—constant, the bridge of his nose grinding against my swollen bud with every movement of his jaw—sent white sparks across my vision.

My Daddy fucked me with his tongue.

Long strokes reached deep inside me, his chin wet and getting wetter. I could hear it—the slick, rhythmic sound of his mouth working my cunt, the obscene, beautiful percussion of a man feasting on his daughter’s arousal. My juices ran down his chin, down his throat, and he swallowed without breaking rhythm.

I pressed my cunt harder into his face and fed him more. I spread my legs wider until they almost slid off his shoulders, then I arched back and thrust my cunt into his mouth, spreading my lips with both hands.

“Inside me, Daddy. Go deep inside my body—please.”

His grip tightened—his arms locking, his shoulders squaring, holding my full weight with the casual, terrifying ease of a man whose body was built for exactly this.

I trusted his strength. I trusted it completely. I let my weight settle into his hands and his shoulders, and I gave him everything—my cunt spread wide open, my clit grinding against his nose, my juices flooding his mouth, my voice saying his name.

“Daddy. Daddy. Don’t stop. Please—right there—lick me.”

His tongue found my clit. Daddy drew it between his lips and sucked.

The orgasm didn’t build. It arrived.

Not the way it happened when I touched myself—the slow, deliberate climb, the control, the moment at the top where I chose to fall. This was a detonation I hadn’t authorized. His mouth made the decision. His tongue, his pressure, his rhythm—and my body answered something I hadn’t asked. The orgasm tore through me from the outside in, starting where his lips sealed around my clit and spreading outward through my pelvis, my stomach, my chest, my throat in a wave that was nothing like the controlled release I’d given myself a hundred times in the dark.

I convulsed. My thighs locked around his head. My hands slammed back against the ceiling, and I arched—spine curving, belly pushing forward, my body pressing my cunt into his mouth so hard I could feel his teeth against my mound.

He held me with his tongue inside me. Through every wave, every spasm, every clench. His tongue stayed on my clit—lighter now, barely touching, riding the aftershocks, and I felt the orgasm roll through me in long, shuddering pulses that left me blind and breathless and suspended above my father’s head with his mouth still sealed against the center of me.

This was what it felt like to be given.

Not to take. Not to manufacture alone in the dark with my own fingers and my own imagination. To be held by someone stronger and feel pleasure arrive from outside my own body, summoned by a mouth I didn’t control, on a schedule I hadn’t set. I had surrendered, and the surrender had made everything bigger—the peak higher, the fall longer, the aftermath wider than anything I’d built alone.

The world came back in fragments.

Light. The window. My palms on the ceiling, the plaster warm where my skin had pressed against it. Dad’s hands on my thighs, the grip loosening now, the fingers softening from steel to flesh. The wet heat of his breath on my cunt—each exhale sending a shiver through me, the swollen tissue so sensitive that even air felt like a tongue.

I was trembling. Not the shaking from the stables—this was deeper, quieter, the fine continuous tremor of a nervous system that had been overloaded and was still finding its way back. The cool air of the tower room touched the slick skin between my legs, and I felt every millimeter of it—the wetness cooling on my inner thighs, the swollen folds still parted, the clit pulsing in slow, diminishing beats like a bell that had been struck and was settling into silence.

I saw movement below.

Girls stood on the lawn. Six of them with lacrosse sticks, mesh pinnies over sports bras, bare legs. Running, weaving, the stick work quick and practiced. A girl in a green pinny drove past a defender and fired at a makeshift goal—a miss, wide right—and another girl scooped the ball from the grass and cradled it up the field.

One of them looked up.

She stopped.

The ball rolled past her feet. She was looking at the tower window—at me, naked, held aloft, fucking my father’s face, my legs over his shoulders, my cunt against his mouth, my body still trembling from the orgasm he’d pulled out of me with seventeen years of hunger behind it.

She waved.

She elbowed the girl next to her and pointed, and that girl looked up and waved too. Then a third. Then all of them—six girls on the lawn, lacrosse sticks raised, cheering, the sound muffled through the glass but unmistakable. Celebration, acceptance, and approval—the sound of a world that had already decided this was good.

I looked down at Cole.

He was looking up at me. My juices glistened on his chin, his lips, the stubble across his jaw. His eyes were wet. Not crying—overwhelmed. The face of a man who had just tasted the thing he’d denied himself for seventeen years and discovered that the denial had been the cruelty, not the desire.

“Set me down, Daddy.”

He lowered me the way he’d lifted me—controlled, slowly, his arms taking the weight as I slid down his chest. My feet touched the floor. My legs buckled, and he caught me, his arms closing around me, and I stood in his embrace with my face against his chest and listened to his heartbeat—fast, hard, the rhythm of a man whose body had finally outrun his conscience.

My skin was different. Everything was different. The air on my body felt like a second set of hands. The places his stubble had scraped—my inner thighs, the edges of my cunt—burned gently, and the burn was something I wanted to keep, the way you want to keep the ache in your muscles after the first ride of the season. Evidence. Proof that it happened, that his mouth had been there, that the girl who touched herself in the dark had been touched by someone else.

His cock pressed against my stomach. It was still hard and untouched.

“You failed your test.”

“I know.”

“You couldn’t resist me, Dad.”

“I passed your test.”

“Yes.”

He leaned back and looked at my face. His thumb traced my jaw—the same gesture he’d used to wipe chocolate from my chin when I was six, and the tenderness of it, in this moment, after his tongue had been inside me, undid something in my chest that I’d been holding shut since Bliss left.

“I have never wanted to resist you, Molly. I wanted to deserve you.”

I put my hand on his chest. Over his heart.

“You do, Daddy.”

We stood there. Naked, wet, the late afternoon light slanting through the tower window, the cheers from the lacrosse girls fading as they picked up the ball and the game resumed. Below us, Rosehill carried on—horses and training and the ordinary business of a world that had given us permission to stand exactly where we were standing.

His cock pulsed against my belly. My cunt throbbed with the echo of the orgasm. Neither of us moved toward the bedroom.

Not yet.

I pressed my lips to his chest, just above his heart.

“I’m hungry, Daddy.”

“Me too, darling.”

“I meant food.”

He laughed. It cracked something open in the room—the tension, the weight, the seventeen years of silence—and for a moment we were just us. A father and his daughter, naked and ridiculous and starving, five stories above the world.

“Get dressed, Molly. Dinner is in an hour.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

I didn’t move.

Neither did he.

His cock against my stomach. My cunt still swollen and slick and tender. One bedroom behind us, the door open, the sheets smooth and untouched.

He’d tasted me. I’d tasted him. And the next thing—the thing neither of us had said aloud—was him inside me. His cock where his tongue had been. The end of the virginity I’d carried to his doorstep like an offering.

Could he do it? Could Cole Braddock, who had held the line for seventeen years, who had wept looking up at his daughter’s face while her juices ran down his throat, could he be the one to take it?

Or would it have to be structured? Eleanor’s framework. Rhett’s hands, maybe his cock too. The institution doing what my father couldn’t bring himself to do.

I didn’t know.

I pressed closer into his arms and felt his cock throb against my skin, and I didn’t know.


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

Dad sat in his tight black briefs and browsed the curriculum brochure.

I had read it a thousand times. Every kink, every sexual act that Rosehill promoted — I could have recited the table of contents from memory. I’d downloaded it eighteen months ago from a link buried three pages deep on Eleanor’s website, behind a registration wall that took a burner email and a declaration of age to get past.

I’d read it on my phone in the stables at two in the morning with my lantern and my sleeping bag and Bliss whispering keep going, darling while I took notes in the margins of a spiral notebook I kept under the hay.

Cole turned a page. His reading glasses sat low on his nose — he only wore them for small print, and the brochure was full of it.

“Anal?”

“Yes, Dad?”

He looked up from the page.

“It says here that girls doing anal should wear ponytails before and after their—”

“Their what, Dad?”

He sighed.

“After their stepfather stretched their anuses.”

“What’s wrong with that?”

He shook his head. Set the brochure on the arm of the chair and rubbed his face with both hands.

“What’s wrong?”

“I never did it. Not with your Mom.”

“What about others?”

He stared at me.

“There were no others.”

“Fuck.”

He looked mildly embarrassed — not at my language, but at the admission. Seventeen years of celibacy was one thing. A lifetime of one woman was another. Cole Braddock had designed buildings on four continents, managed crews of hundreds, held authority in rooms full of men who thought they owned the world. And he had slept with exactly one woman in his entire life.

I took the four steps from my chair to his and sat in my father’s lap, straddling him. The cotton of his briefs was warm against my inner thighs. His cock was hard underneath me — it had been hard since I came out of the shower in a tank top and underwear, and neither of us had mentioned it.

“There are plenty of other girls for you to fuck here, too, Daddy.”

“What does that mean?”

“Our business needs a resident stallion.”

“Employ one.”

“Why? I have one right here.”

I spread my knees wider apart and ground my cunt against him. The fabric between us was thin — his briefs, my soaking wet underwear — and I could feel the ridge of his cock press against my clit through both layers. I rocked once, slowly, and his hands found my hips. Not stopping me. Steadying me.

“What about us — you and me, Molly? I thought you wanted—”

“I’d like to try girls, too. If I fit a girl with her saddle dildo and she’s tight, you can stretch her. I’ll watch, maybe hold her steady while you fuck her, or I could join in—offer her something to lick while you go to work. We can do fittings right there in the stable.”

“I thought—”

“Monogamy?”

“Yes, Molly.”

His hands tightened on my hips. Not desire — grip. The grip of a man holding on to something he could feel shifting.

“No, Dad. I’m in love with you, and that will never change, and I don’t want any cheating. But I don’t think we would survive a week in our new business if we were totally monogamous.”

He was quiet. His thumbs pressed into the crease where my thighs met my hips, and beneath me, his cock pulsed once against my cunt — involuntary, his body answering me while his mind was still forming the objection.

“Your mother was the only woman I ever touched.”

“I know.”

“And then nothing. Seventeen years of nothing. And now you’re asking me to—”

“I’m not asking you to fuck strangers, Dad. I’m asking you to build something with me where other people’s desires are part of the architecture. You’re an architect. You understand structures. This is a structure.”

He looked at me. The reading glasses made his eyes look larger, and behind them I could see the calculation running — not rejection, not acceptance. Processing.

“This was the conversation I had been dreading.”

“Why dreading?”

“Because I should have been researching majors and filling out college applications. Instead, I spent two years studying this.”

“There will be no university, Molly. Will there?”

“No. I want to open my company. I’m debt-free, and I’ll stay that way. I have Mom’s trust fund, and I have the stability you provide.”

He looked at me cautiously. My father had always nudged me toward further education, but his instinct — the one that made him a good parent — was to let me decide.

“What’s the vision, Molly?”

I shifted on his lap. Sat straighter. This was the pitch I’d rehearsed in the stables a hundred times, whispering it to Bliss in the dark. I’d never expected to deliver it straddling my father’s cock, but everything about us had been rearranged in the last twelve hours.

“The stables are the core. But the business is the estate.”

“Go on.”

“Sixteen bedrooms. The dining room. The orangery. The grounds. We’re not building a school, Dad — Eleanor already has a school. We’re building a destination. Couples come for the weekends. They book a suite. They ride. They play. They go home. Swinging, BDSM, the saddles, group play — whatever the weekend calls for. We vet the clients, we match them, and we build a consent framework so tight that nobody walks into a room they’re not ready for.”

“You’re talking about converting our home.”

“I’m talking about filling it. That house has been empty for seventeen years, Dad. Sixteen bedrooms and two people.”

That landed somewhere I hadn’t aimed. His hands loosened on my hips. His eyes dropped to the brochure on the arm of the chair, then to the window, then back to me.

“I also want a leather worker. Full-time. Someone who can build bespoke harnesses — strap-on rigs for girl-on-girl play, pegging gear for women who want to fuck their men. The equipment on the market is terrible. If we can make it beautiful, we’re not just a club. We’re a brand.”

“You sound like a CEO.”

“I sound like a woman who did her homework instead of her college applications.”

His hands had relaxed on my hips. His palms warm against my skin, his thumbs tracing small circles without thinking. The same gesture he’d made on the backs of my hands since I was old enough to walk.

“The non-monogamy,” he said. “How does that work? For us. Not the clients — us.”

“We decide together who we play with. No surprises. You’re the rule, Dad. Everything else is negotiable.”

“And if I can’t?”

“Can’t what?”

“Watch another man touch you.”

The words cost him something. I heard it in the way his voice dropped — not quiet, not angry. Heavy.

“Then no one touches me.”

“I held your mother. Just her. For six years, just her. And then I held nothing — for seventeen years, I held nothing, because replacing her felt like burning down the house she’d built inside me. And now you’re sitting in my lap telling me that what we’re building together includes other people’s hands on you.”

“Yes.”

“That’s not easy for me to hear, Molly.”

“I know it isn’t. And I’m not asking you to be okay with it tonight. I’m asking you to hear it and understand that the structure protects us. Written rules. Boundaries we agree on before anyone else enters the room. A safeword that stops everything — not just the scene, the whole weekend.”

“You’re talking about a decency engine.”

I looked at him.

“Where did you get that term?”

“I designed a residential development in Dubai where the cultural requirements were more complex than the engineering. We built what the project manager called a decency engine — a set of structural rules that governed behavior across the site so that every tenant, regardless of background, understood the boundaries before they moved in. It worked because it was architecture, not policing.”

“That. That’s what I want. Architecture, not policing.”

He was quiet for a long time. Beneath me, his cock had softened slightly — not gone, just settled, the blood redistributing while his mind took over.

“You would have been wasted at university, Molly.”

“Is that a yes?”

“It’s an acknowledgment that you are your mother’s daughter, and she would have built exactly this if she’d had the nerve.”

“Mom had nerve.”

“She had nerve for cars and horses and telling me I was wrong about load-bearing walls. She didn’t have the nerve for this.”

He gestured at the brochure. At me on his lap. At the room, the world beyond the tower window.

“You have nerve for this.”

“I have nerve for everything, Daddy.”

His hands slid lower and cupped my ass. The heat of his palms through the thin cotton of my underwear sent a pulse through my clit that I felt in my teeth.

“It’s bedtime.”

“And you have the taste of my pussy on your lips.”

His cheeks flushed crimson.

“I’m saying it so you don’t tell me you’ll sleep on the sofa, Dad.”

“I won’t. We’ve gone way past that.”

I lifted the brochure and pointed to the schedule.

“Empty your Daddy’s semen by 10 pm.”

“Jesus — it’s so—”

“Kinky?”

“Yes.”

“It is. But I need to learn how to suck a cock properly, and now is as good a time as any.”

“You’ve never done that?”

“No, Dad. I told you. I saved myself.”

“And now we’re talking about throwing monogamy on the fire of all things I held sacred?”

“Yes.”

He looked at me. His reading glasses had slipped further down his nose, and he pulled them off and set them on the arm of the chair beside the brochure. Without them, his eyes were bare — gray, steady.

“Then teach me, Molly. Teach me what you learned in that stable while I slept fifty yards away and pretended I didn’t know.”

I slid off his lap and knelt between his legs.

The carpet was thin under my knees — commercial, and it felt nothing like the hay in my stables. The tower apartment smelled like soap and the last of the afternoon sun, and beneath those, underneath everything, the salt-musk of what we’d done two hours ago.

“You’re shivering, Molly.”

“I’m about to suck my first cock.”

“Your Dad’s.”

“Yes. Does that bother you?”

“Not as much as it should.”

Cole looked down at me. His briefs were tented — the cotton stretched tight over his cock, the head pressing against the fabric, a dark wet spot where the tip had been leaking since I sat in his lap.

I hooked my fingers into his waistband and pulled them down.

His cock sprang free — thick, hard, the circumcised head flushed dark and glossy. It stood clear of his body at an angle I could feel in my stomach, heavy and straining. The vein on the underside pulsed visibly. A bead of clear fluid sat in the slit, catching the lamplight.

I had jerked him off in a stable with three girls watching. I had caught his cum in my mouth and on my face, and I loved the taste. But I hadn’t done this — this slow, chosen, private thing. My mouth on him because I wanted to learn his body with the part of me that could taste.

I wrapped my hand around the base of my father’s rock-hard cock.

The heat hit me first. Feverish, almost — his skin smooth and taut, the shaft beneath rigid, the veins pressing into my palm like cables under load. I could feel his heartbeat through my fingers — running fast, hard, the pulse of a man who hadn’t been touched in seventeen years watching his daughter wrap her fist around his cock.

His hand came down and rested on my head. The same fatherly hand as always. The same gesture. But his fingers were trembling now.

“I’ve read about how to suck cock, and I’ve watched videos.”

“Where?”

“The brochure. The notebook under my hay bed. Three hundred videos on my phone that I watched with the sound low at two in the morning.”

“Videos.”

“Porn, Dad. I studied it.”

“Christ, Molly.”

“The theory’s perfect. I know your anatomy, the technique, the angles. What I don’t know is the taste of you when you’re in my mouth properly. Not the rushed version from the stables — properly. So tell me if I’m doing it wrong.”

I leaned in and pressed my lips to the head of his cock.

The taste was immediate — salt, clean skin, and underneath, the sharp mineral bite of his precum spreading across my lower lip. My mouth flooded with spit. I opened wider, let my jaw stretch, and took the head past my lips.

Daddy’s cock filled my mouth.

Not the way I’d imagined — not the smooth slide the videos made it look like. His head was wide, and my lips whitened at the corners as they stretched around the rim. My jaw ached at the hinge. The weight of his cock inside me was dense and hot, and the slit pulsed against the flat of my tongue as I settled my mouth around him.

I sealed my lips around his rim and sucked.

Gently — a pull, an experiment. The flesh in my mouth responded. Dad’s cock throbbed, the head swelling against the roof of my mouth, and more fluid leaked from the slit — thicker now, slicker, pooling behind my lower lip. I swallowed around him and felt the muscles of my throat close against his crown.

Cole’s hand tightened in my hair.

“Molly—”

I pulled back. A thread of spit connected my lower lip to his head and broke, falling onto my chin. I licked my lips. The taste was stronger now — the compound of his precum and my spit mixing on my tongue, salt and warmth and something underneath that was just him. Just Cole. The flavor of my father’s cock, and I wanted more of it.

I went back down.

“Good girl.”

I took even more. Two words detonated inside me.

I drove my lips across his head more slowly this time. My tongue moved — I pressed it flat against the underside and dragged it along the ridge where the crown met the shaft. The skin there was different — smoother, thinner, and when my tongue crossed the spot where his frenulum sat, his whole body went rigid.

His thighs clenched.

His stomach muscles locked.

The sound that came out of him was small and wrecked.

I found it. The spot that unmade my stepfather.

I worked it — the tip of my tongue tracing circles over that thin stretch of skin, pressing, flicking, learning the pressure that made his cock twitch and the lighter touch that made his breathing stop.

His hand in my hair had gone from resting to gripping, and I could feel the pull — not pushing me down, pulling me closer, the reflex of a man trying to keep his daughter’s mouth on the place that felt best.

“That — right there, Molly. Don’t stop licking and sucking my cock.”

I didn’t stop.

I sucked the head deeper, my lips sealing past the rim, and took him further into my mouth. One inch. Two. The shaft slid across my tongue — hot, ridged, the veins pressing against my soft palate — and my jaw stretched wider to accommodate his girth.

I breathed through my nose, the way the brochure said, and the smell of him at close range hit me — musk, salt, the warm animal scent of his groin, the soap from his shower underneath. I breathed him in, and my cunt clenched.

My cunt.

While my mouth worked his cock, my cunt was soaking through my underwear — a slow, heavy pulse of sticky arousal that warmed my swollen lips. It had nothing to do with being touched and everything to do with what I was doing. The taste of my father’s precum on my tongue triggered something between my legs, a direct line from mouth to cunt, and every time his cock throbbed against my palate, my inner walls gripped around nothing.

He had to fuck me.

Today.

I went deeper.

Too deep. His head hit the back of my throat, and my gag reflex fired — a violent, involuntary clench that sent spit flooding around his shaft and tears to my eyes. I pulled back, coughing, a mess of saliva and precum running down my chin and dripping onto my tank top.

“Sorry—”

“Don’t be sorry. You don’t have to—”

“Shut up, Dad. I’m learning to suck cock.”

“I don’t want you to get hurt.”

“I won’t stop until I’ve milked every drop of cum out of you.”

I wiped my chin with the back of my hand, smiled at my Daddy, and went back down.

This time, I stopped short of the gag. I found the depth my throat would allow — just past the crown, the first two inches of his shaft — and I worked that space, my head bobbing up and down in Dad’s lap.

My hand covered the rest, gripping around the base, jerking him, twisting gently on the upstroke, the way I’d done in the stables. My mouth and my hand were working together now — wet, rhythmic, the sound of it filling the quiet apartment.

His hips shifted. Not a thrust — a roll, slow and deep, Dad’s pelvis tilting upward to push another quarter inch of rigid, thick cock into my mouth. I let him. I wanted him to fuck my face. I adjusted my angle, tilted my head, and felt his cock slide along the inside of my cheek — the head pressing against my soft tissue there — and the intimacy of that, my father’s cock distorting the shape of my face from the inside, sent a rush of heat through my chest that reached my cunt in seconds.

I could feel myself dripping. The cotton between my legs was heavy, saturated, the gusset clinging to every hairless, swollen fold. I pressed my thighs together and the pressure on my clit sent a jolt through me that made my mouth tighten around him.

“Molly. I’m going to—”

I pulled back. Held him in my fist, his cock slick and dark with spit, gleaming from crown to root. I looked up at him.

“Not yet, Daddy.”

“I can’t — it’s been—”

“I know. Seventeen years. But I’m not finished learning.”

I lowered my head and licked. Not sucking — licking. Long, flat strokes with the full width of my tongue, from the base of his shaft to the tip, painting him with spit. I licked down the underside, following his thick vein, feeling it pulse against my tongue. Down further — to his balls, heavy and tight, the skin drawn taut with arousal. I took one into my mouth and sucked gently, rolling it on my tongue, and Cole’s hand left my hair and gripped the arm of the chair so hard I heard the wood creak.

“Fuck — Molly—”

I came back up and kissed the head. Tasted a fresh drop of fluid sitting in the slit — thicker now, saltier, his body getting closer.

“When you cum, I want it in my mouth. I want to taste you properly this time, Daddy. Not the stables — not catching it while I’m jerking you off. I want your cock fucking my mouth, and I want to feel you cum against my tongue, and I want to swallow every drop.”

“You can’t say—”

“I just did. Tell me when.”

I took his cock in again—deep. I found the rhythm — steady, firm, my lips sealed tight around the shaft, my tongue pressing the underside on every stroke. My hand worked the base in counterpoint. The wet sounds filled the room — spit and suction and the slick friction of my mouth on his cock.

His breathing changed, coming shorter and ragged. His thighs shook against my shoulders. I could feel it building in the shaft — a tension, a gathering, the same thickening I’d felt in the stables when his cock swelled in my fist before he came.

“Now, Molly. Now—”

I took him as deep as I could without gagging, sealed my lips behind the rim, and held.

His cock kicked.

The first pulse hit the back of my tongue — a hot jet, thick and dense, the taste flooding my mouth in a rush that was nothing like the stables. This was concentrated. Salt and mineral, and the heavy, alkaline burn that spread across my palate and coated every surface.

My mouth filled before I was ready. I swallowed — hard, fast, my throat working around his head — and more came, another pulse, then another, each one weaker but thicker, the cum pooling behind my lower lip and leaking from the corners of my mouth.

I held him there. Through every spasm. Through the last pulses that leaked slowly and warm across my tongue. I held his cock in my mouth until his breathing slowed, his hand loosened on the chair arm, and his thighs stopped shaking against my shoulders.

I swallowed the last of his cum and let his cock slide from my mouth — softening now, the head still flushed, still slick, trailing a thread of spit and cum that broke and fell onto my chin.

I looked up at my father.

His face was open. Not the shame from the stables. Not the anguish from the stripping. Something past both — the face of a man who had been taken apart by a mouth that was still learning what it could do, and who understood that the girl kneeling between his legs had just claimed something she would never give back.

“How was that?”

“Unbelievable, Molly.”

“I gagged.”

“You came back and kept going.”

“I swallowed every drop, Dad.”

“And it was the best blowjob I’ve ever had.”

His thumb traced my lower lip — swollen, wet, the taste of him still thick on my skin. He gathered the thread of cum that had escaped the corner of my mouth and pressed it back between my lips. I took his thumb into my mouth and sucked it clean.

“You didn’t learn that from a brochure, Molly.”

“No. That part was mine and a few hundred videos.”

Between my legs, my cunt throbbed. Swollen, soaked, untouched. The orgasm from the tower had been hours ago, and my body had been building toward another one since I straddled his lap and ground myself against his cock while pitching him a business plan.

Cole saw it. Saw me shift on my knees. Saw my thighs press together.

“Your turn?”

“Not tonight.”

He looked surprised.

“I want to hold onto this. I want to go to sleep with the taste of you in my mouth and my cunt aching, and nothing resolved. I want to wake up tomorrow and walk into whatever Rosehill has planned with my body screaming for you and know that the only man who’s been inside me — even just my mouth — is my Daddy.”

His eyes went wet.

“Come to bed, Molly.”

I stood. My knees ached from the carpet. My jaw was sore in a way I’d never felt before — deep, the muscles at the hinge protesting — and the ache was evidence. My lips were swollen. My chin was sticky. The taste of him coated every surface of my mouth, and I could feel it when I swallowed — a faint burn at the back of my throat, his cum settling inside me.

I followed him into the bedroom. One bedroom. One bed.

He didn’t mention the sofa.

The morning came through the tower window like a blade.

I woke with Cole’s arm across my waist and the taste of his cum still coating the back of my throat. A faint burn — alkaline, persistent, the evidence of what I’d learned settling inside me overnight. Between my legs, my cunt throbbed with the ache I’d chosen to keep. Swollen, untouched, the arousal from last night still sitting heavy in my pelvis like a stone I’d swallowed.

His cock — soft, warm — pressed against the curve of my ass through my underwear. One bed. One night. His arm held me the way it had when I was small enough to carry, except now his hand rested on my bare stomach, and his daughter was lying in his arms with his dried cum on her chin.

I shifted, and he woke. His arm tightened around me for a second — instinct, not thought — and then he registered where his hand was and pulled it back.

“Morning, Dad.”

“Morning.”

He lay on his back and stared at the ceiling. I could feel the distance opening between us — the six inches of mattress where his arm had been — and I closed it. Rolled onto my side and put my hand on his chest.

His heart was going fast.

“You okay?”

“I don’t know what I am, Molly.”

“You’re the man who held me all night like you have done all my life. That’s what you are.”

He covered my hand with his. We lay there for a minute and listened to the estate come alive — hooves on gravel somewhere below, a girl’s laugh carrying across the paddock, the distant clang of the stable doors.

“Shower’s through there. I’ll go first. Don’t look at my ass on the way.”

“Molly.”

“You’re going to look at my ass.”

“I’m going to try very hard not to.”

“I hope you’ll fuck me today, Daddy.”

I walked to the bathroom in my underwear and a t-shirt and felt his eyes on my back the entire way. The door had a lock. I didn’t use it.

We came down the spiral staircase together. Cole had dressed — jeans, a shirt he’d buttoned wrong, which I fixed on the landing without comment. He stood still while I did it, looking at my fingers on his chest, and neither of us said anything about the fact that I’d had those same fingers wrapped around his cock ten hours ago.

I wore a skirt that barely covered my ass. I’d chosen it while he was in the shower — held it against my hips in the mirror and decided—yes.

Dad kept glancing as we walked. His eyes dropped to the hem and snapped back up. Dropping again a moment later. I let him do it for one corridor, two, and then I stopped beside a wooden chest, placed one foot on the lid, and lifted my hem.

Two couples were passing. They slowed.

“Fuck. Molly.”

“Watch, Daddy.”

I’d chosen black lace with a seam running down the center, not a tear, not an alteration—it was built in. I reached down with one hand, found where my swollen lips left a damp vertical line against the lace, and parted them.

“Crotchless.”

He stared.

My cunt was swollen from last night, still flushed, the lips slick where they pressed through the open seam. I felt the corridor air on skin that had never been exposed in front of anyone but a mirror and my Dad.

One of the girls from the passing couple dropped to a squat in front of me. Close — close enough that her breath hit my inner thigh. She looked at my cunt the way you look at something in a glass case. Appraising. Hungry.

My cheeks burned. My hand didn’t move.

“She’s got such a beautiful pussy. Maybe I can lick it sometime.”

Dad stared at her. His mouth was open. Nothing came out.

The girl smiled — sweet, casual, like a girl complimenting another girl’s earrings.

“I wear mine all the time so that when my Daddy wants to fuck me, he can do it easily. Anywhere he chooses.”

I let my hem fall and stepped down from the chest, then drew two fingers — the same fingers that had parted my cunt — slowly across Dad’s upper lip and held them under his nostrils.

He closed his eyes and breathed in. The sound he made was low and involuntary, a moan caught behind closed teeth, and his hands stayed at his sides because he didn’t trust what they’d do if he let them move.

I wiped my fingers on his shirt.

“Breakfast, Dad?”

I stopped in the doorway. Cole stopped beside me.

A man in his fifties sat at the near end of the table, reading a newspaper, eating scrambled eggs. A girl knelt between his legs under the table — I could see her bare knees on the stone floor and the back of her head bobbing rhythmically in his lap. He turned a page and reached for his coffee without looking down while his daughter devoured his cock.

As we passed I heard him.

“Good Girl, Melissa.”

Two seats away, a couple ate toast and talked quietly, their voices lost in the hum of the room. Normal. Domestic. The woman, clearly the boy’s stepmother, wore a silk robe, open at the front. The boy wore nothing but boxers and reading glasses.

A girl with her cheeks blown, crossed behind the serving station — naked, barefoot, her hair still wet from the shower. She picked up a plate and spooned fruit onto it and carried it back to a man twice her age, who kissed her forehead and handed her a napkin.

She tilted her head back, opened her mouth, and gargled her words.

“Can I swallow now, Daddy?”

“Yes, darling.”

She gulped and grinned, then wiped cum from her chin with it, folded it neatly, and sat down beside him.

Against the far wall, near the French doors that opened onto the terrace, a man had a girl bent over the end of the table. Her cheek was pressed against the tablecloth, her hands gripping the edges, and he was fucking her from behind with long, slow strokes that rocked the water glasses. The girl next to them moved her orange juice out of the way without looking up from her phone.

Near the serving station, a girl sat eating yogurt in a fitted red dress that stopped mid-thigh. I caught the arm of a girl passing with a coffee pot and pointed.

“Is that a uniform?”

“Period dress. Standard Rosehill. You wear it so everyone knows.”

“Fuck. I need one of those.”

“Don’t forget your ponytail.” She glanced at Cole. “If your dad’s going to fuck you in the ass, hair up means you’re available to others.”

She looked him over — slow, unhurried, the way you check the lines on a horse.

“Maybe you’ll share him.”

“Maybe I will.”

She moved on. Cole had stopped chewing.

The sound of the room was layered — silverware and conversation and, underneath, the wet rhythmic percussion of bodies. The smell was coffee and bacon and warm skin and the unmistakable salt of sex.

Cole’s hand found my shoulder. Not guiding me. Steadying himself.

“Welcome to breakfast, Dad.”

“Is that man reading the Financial Times while—”

“Yes.”

“And she’s just—”

“Eating a banana, Dad. Sit down.”

I took my father’s arm and walked him to seats near the middle of the table. A girl brought us coffee — dressed, professional. I poured milk into mine. Cole held his cup with both hands and looked at the tablecloth.

“Eggs?”

“I don’t think I can eat, Molly.”

“You can. This is normal here. That’s the point.”

I put eggs on his plate. He picked up his fork. I watched him eat the way you watch someone learning to swim — the deliberate, mechanical motions of a man using cutlery to anchor himself to something ordinary.

Around us, Rosehill carried on — a man led a girl past the table by a leather collar, she smiled at me on the way, a couple at the far end fed each other strawberries while the girl beside them came against her forearm and then reached for the orange juice.

Cole chewed, swallowed, and looked at me.

“You’re not even blinking, Molly.”

“I’ve been reading about this world for two years, Dad. You’ve been in it for twelve hours.”

“And you just — sit here?”

“And I just sit here.”

A hand touched my shoulder.

“Good morning, Molly.”

Eleanor Voss stood behind us. Coffee in one hand, the other resting on the back of my chair. She wore white linen, pressed and clean, and she smelled like lavender and authority.

“Good morning, Miss Voss.”

“Good morning, Mr. Braddock.”

Dad nodded. He was still holding his fork mid-bite.

Eleanor sat across from us. She set her coffee down, folded her hands, and looked at me with the steady, measuring gaze of a woman about to spring an exam.

“Have you prepared your induction presentation, Molly?”

“Yes.”

Dad looked at me.

“What induction presentation?”

Eleanor glanced at him, then back at me, the faintest smile at the corner of her mouth. She was enjoying this.

“Part of the course requirement, Dad. Every student has to prepare and deliver an induction — the welcome presentation you’d give to new clients arriving at your own club. Different inductions for different kinks. I submitted six drafts before we arrived.”

“Six?”

“BDSM. Swinging. Pony play. Saddle training. Couples’ discipline. General lifestyle orientation.”

Dad set his fork down.

“You prepared these while I thought you were studying for your SATs?”

“Multitasking.”

Eleanor stood.

“Come with me. Both of you.”

She led us out of the dining hall, through a corridor that smelled like leather and linseed oil, past a row of framed photographs — girls on horseback, girls in harness, girls in graduation robes holding certificates from Rosehill with the same expression of earned pride.

She didn’t slow down. She spoke to Cole without turning around.

“Have you decided when to take her?”

“Take — Molly?”

“Your daughter, Mr. Braddock.”

He looked at me. I nodded. His face didn’t change.

“We have a theater. A bedroom built inside an auditorium — the bed is enclosed in one-way glass. You see a bedroom. The audience sees a stage. You’ll fuck Molly there while the school watches.”

Cole stopped walking.

“Jesus fucking Christ.”

Eleanor stopped. Turned. The corridor was narrow, and her eyes were level and still.

“That’s your final warning, Mr. Braddock.”

“But I can’t — you can’t just—”

She stepped toward him. Then looked past him. At me.

“Shall I get someone else to fuck you, Molly?”

“No.”

She held my eyes for a beat. Then turned back to Cole.

“Then man up and stretch the girl. Give the school a great show — make sure they see the moment your daughter becomes a woman.”

She walked on.

We followed.

Through a heavy door and into a space I hadn’t seen on the tour.

A small indoor paddock. The floor was packed earth and sawdust, raked smooth. The walls were paneled in dark wood to waist height, whitewashed plaster above. Overhead, industrial lights hung from iron beams. Against the far wall, a row of equipment hung on hooks — crops, cuffs, ropes, blindfolds, a paddle with a leather face.

Above us, a gallery ran along three sides — wooden benches, steeply raked, enough seating for twenty. Students were already filing in. Some I recognized from the dining hall. Others were new—couples, singles, a mix of ages. They settled into the benches with notebooks and coffees, the quiet energy of an audience waiting for a performance.

Cole hung back at the door. I took his hand and pulled him in.

“Sit in the front row.”

“Molly, I don’t—”

“Front row, Dad.”

He sat. Eleanor sat beside him. His hands went to his knees. His knuckles were white.

Eleanor pointed to the center of the paddock.

“The floor is yours, Molly. I’ve chosen BDSM.”

She looked at the gallery.

“I need a volunteer.”

A girl stood up in the second row. Early twenties — taller than me, lean, with dark hair pulled back from a face that was beautiful the way a well-made tool is beautiful. Sharp and functional. She wore a tank top, leggings, and boots. No makeup. She walked down the gallery steps and into the paddock and stood in front of me.

“Name?”

“Seren.”

“Have you done this before? BDSM. Submission.”

“Twice. Both times badly.”

“What went wrong?”

“The first time, no safeword. The second time, a safeword he ignored.”

I held her eyes.

“That won’t happen here. What’s your safeword?”

“Red.”

“And your slowdown word?”

“Yellow.”

“Then we begin.”

I turned to the gallery. Twenty faces. My father in the front row, his jaw tight, his eyes locked on mine.

“Welcome to Braddock Stables.”

The name came out before I’d planned it. It sat in the air, and I let it sit. I saw Cole’s mouth open, then close.

“My name is Molly Braddock, and if you’re hearing this, you’ve been vetted, approved, and invited to a BDSM weekend at our estate. You are here because you want to explore power exchange — the deliberate, consensual transfer of control from one person to another. You are not here to be hurt. You are not here to be humiliated. You are here to discover what happens when you place your power in someone else’s hands and trust them to hold it well.”

I took down a pair of leather cuffs from the equipment wall. Soft, lined, buckles that opened and closed smoothly.

“BDSM at Braddock Stables is built on four principles. Consent. Communication. Escalation. Aftercare. In that order. Always in that order. Skip one, you don’t get the next.”

I walked back to Seren.

“Consent is what just happened — safeword, limits, agreement — before I touched her, before I picked up equipment. Consent is architecture. It goes in before the walls go up.”

“Kneel, please.”

Seren knelt. Smoothly — knees finding the packed earth, hands on her thighs, spine straight.

“Hands behind your back.”

She crossed her wrists at the small of her back. I buckled the cuffs — snug, not tight.

“Communication.”

I placed both hands on her shoulders. My thumbs pressed into the muscles at the base of her neck, and I felt her settle — the tension leaving her body in a single exhale. This was the first time I’d touched a woman like this — with intention, with an audience — and something in my stomach turned over.

“Communication is reading the body. Seren just told me she trusts this — her shoulders dropped, her breathing slowed. The body speaks first. The mouth confirms.”

“Escalation.”

I took the paddle from the wall. Moved behind her.

“I’m going to strike your right thigh. Ready?”

“Yes.”

Light — a tap. Seren’s breath caught, then released.

“Now harder. Ready?”

“Yes.”

The smack echoed off the gallery walls. Her head dropped forward, then came back up. Her breathing deepened.

I set the paddle down. Placed my hand on her thigh — the skin warm through the leggings, heat rising from the tissue beneath.

“After every escalation, you check in. How do you feel?”

“Good. Warm.”

I unbuckled the cuffs. Took her hands and helped her to her feet.

“Those are the principles. Now let me show you what they look like when you put them together.”

Against the far wall of the paddock, beside the equipment hooks, stood a piece of furniture I’d studied in photographs but never touched. A mounting frame — padded knee rests set wide on adjustable rails, a leather chest support angled forward, and thigh cuffs bolted to the frame at hip height.

“This is about teaching the student who is in charge. In “this case, Seren will be underneath me, able to reach my cunt with her lips and tongue.”

“I’m licking you?”

“All the way.”

“Until you cum, Molly?”

“Is that a problem?”

“No.”

I ran my hand along the leather of the mounting frame. Warm. Someone had been on it recently.

“At Braddock, we believe in demonstrating what we teach.”

I looked at Seren.

“I’m going to mount this frame. You’re going to show the gallery what service looks like.”

Something shifted in her face. Not fear. Hunger.

“Yes.”

I stepped onto the frame. Knelt on the pads — my knees spreading wide, the skirt riding up my thighs. I lowered my chest onto the support and felt the angle tip me forward, my hips rising, my weight shifting onto my forearms. The spread of the knee rests opened me. I let it.

The crotchless seam had spread wide open. My cunt was already swollen, already wet — I’d been wet since I buckled the cuffs on her wrists, since I felt her pulse beating against my fingertip, since I struck her and heard the sound she made.

“I can get off this frame whenever I choose. Seren can’t touch me until I say. That’s dominance — not the cuffs, not the paddle. The permission to start and the right to stop.”

I looked at the gallery over my shoulder. Twenty faces. Some leaning forward. Some holding their breath.

I looked at Cole. His knuckles were white as his fingers gripped his knees. His eyes were on the lace between my thighs.

“Seren.”

She moved behind me, knelt, and shuffled underneath. I felt her breath on my inner thigh before anything else — warm, close — and then her mouth found my cunt through the open seam of the lace.

The first touch of her tongue — flat, slow, the full width of it dragging from the bottom of my slit to my clit. My hands gripped the chest support, and my eyes closed.

“Good girl.”

A woman’s tongue was nothing like what I’d imagined. Softer. Wider. No stubble, no jaw, no hard edges. She licked me the way you lick something you want to taste slowly — long strokes that parted my lips and found the slick heat between them. Her nose pressed against my perineum. Her chin was already wet.

I opened my eyes. The gallery was watching a woman eat my cunt from behind and below while I rested on a mounting frame.

I was supposed to be teaching.

“This — this is escalation in practice.”

My voice was thinner than it had been. I didn’t care.

“Seren is reading my body. She started broad — long strokes — and now—”

Seren’s tongue narrowed and found my clit. Circled it once, twice, and my thighs tightened against the pads, and I pressed back into her mouth.

A woman’s voice from the gallery, quiet and awed:

“She has Molly’s clit.”

“—now Seren has found what works for me. She’s wrapped her lips around my clit, and she’s sucking gently.”

They watched while Seren worshipped my clit.

“At Braddock, we encourage girls to push boundaries. That’s why this piece of furniture is so adaptable.”

I reached back with one hand and pulled the lace to one side. Held it there.

“Seren can choose to lick one or both of my holes depending on how much she wants to give herself to me.”

A murmur ran through the gallery. Someone drew breath sharply.

Seren looked up from between my thighs. I saw it in her eyes — the want, the flicker of something she hadn’t let herself try.

“Don’t be afraid, honey.”

“I’ve never—”

“Have you wanted to?”

She glanced around the room. Stared at my asshole. Then at me.

She nodded.

“Go on, Seren. Be a good girl and fulfill your potential.”

Her tongue left my cunt. It trailed slowly upward across the strip of skin between my holes — slow, tentative, the tip mapping new ground — and lapped across the ridges of my asshole.

A small round of applause rippled through the gallery.

A single, light stroke. Then another — heavier, more certain. Then her mouth opened wider, and she pressed flat against me and pointed her tongue,, and I felt the whimper leave her throat before I heard it, the vibration running through the muscle she was kissing.

“Stay as long as you like, Seren. We won’t finish until you’re done, sweetie.”

“I love it.”

“Me too.”

She stayed, and in those moments, I discovered the joy of being rimmed. Her tongue worked in slow circles around my asshole while her chin pressed against my cunt, and the combination — the soft persistence on one hole, the pressure on the other — built something in my pelvis that I’d been carrying since last night. The ache I’d chosen to keep. The orgasm I’d refused after Cole’s cock was in my mouth.

“At this point, I would invite my father to fuck the girl while she serves me. Nothing says obedience more than a submissive with a belly full of the master’s seed while she’s dining on the mistress.”

I looked at Cole and winked.

He half smiled.

“My father has an eight-inch cock.”

Twenty heads turned to look at him. He sat very still.

“If you’re lucky, you’ll feel him inside you over the next few weeks.”

A girl in the second row leaned forward.

“And if not?”

“Book yourself in at Braddock Stables. We open in three months.”

My orgasm was building slowly. Here. On a woman’s tongue as she lapped the soft walls of my rectum in front of twenty strangers and my father.

“Seren is warming me up. My father will take my virginity later in front of the school.”

A man’s voice from the back row:

“We’ll see you stretched.”

“You will.”

I stopped teaching. My forehead dropped against the chest support. My hands gripped the frame.

“Hold yourself open, Mistress. I want to lick inside.”

“Such a good girl.”

Before I could reach back, Cole stood up. He walked into the center of the paddock — not hesitant, not embarrassed, his daughter spread open on a frame and a woman’s tongue in her ass, and he walked toward us like he’d been doing this his whole life.

He looked at me. Studied the skirt bunched around my waist, the lace pulled aside, the wet shine of Seren’s mouth on my skin. Then he gripped my ass cheeks with both hands and spread them wide, his thumbs peeling me open.

“Make my daughter cum hard.”

Seren’s tongue pushed inside my asshole — just the tip, just enough to lick inside me — and her hand came up between my thighs and her fingers found my clit and rolled it in slow, firm circles.

I came.

Not quietly. Not politely. My cunt clenched, and my thighs shook against the frame, and the sound that came out of me filled the paddock — raw, open, a sound I’d never made before because I’d never cum with a girl’s tongue inside me and my father’s hands holding me open for her.

“Dad, I’m going to squirt.”

“Good. Unless you hear red, keep going. The girl wants it.”

Cole held me open. Seren sealed her mouth against my cunt, and I felt it leave me — the wet pulse of it, the release I’d been holding since last night, filling her mouth in warm surges that ran down her chin the way Cole’s seed had run down mine the night before.

Seren didn’t pull away. She kept her lips sealed against me, sucking gently in time with each pulse, her tongue softening, her body still. She drank from me until my breathing slowed and the shaking stopped.

I lay on the chest support for a long moment. The paddock was silent.

Then it erupted — applause, cheering, the sound of twenty people who had just watched something they would talk about for the rest of the course.

I lifted my head.

“Aftercare.”

My voice was raw. I didn’t try to fix it.

“When the scene ends, the Dom’s job begins. You rebuild what the scene took apart.”

I climbed off the frame on legs that weren’t steady. Turned to Seren.

Her face was wet. Her eyes were bright. She was still on her knees.

I crouched in front of her. Took her face in both hands — gently, the way you hold something you’ve just asked everything of. Wiped my cum from her chin with my thumb.

“Did you swallow every drop?”

“I hope so. I think so.”

“Are you ready to be a good girl for me?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You did well.”

“Thank you.”

“How do you feel?”

“I feel —” She stopped. Tried again. “I feel like that’s what it was supposed to be.”

I pulled her against my chest and held her. Right there on the packed earth, in front of twenty people, I held her until her breathing matched mine.

Then I leaned back and looked at her.

“Go to your father and have him fuck you.”

“I’m here alone. Learning how to run a business — like you.”

I looked around the room.

“Does anyone have a father to lend Seren? She needs a good fucking—a bit like I do.”

Hands went up everywhere.

I helped her to her feet.

“Choose one. Or more if you need it.”

“I will.”

She went back to her seat.

I turned to the gallery.

“Questions?”

Silence. Then a man in the third row — fifties, gray at the temples, his stepdaughter sitting beside him with her hand on his knee.

“You’re eighteen?”

“Yes.”

“And you’ve never done this before? In practice?”

“No. This was my first time.”

The gallery was quiet.

I looked at Eleanor.

She was smiling. Not the polite, reserved smile she wore in her office. A real one — wide, warm, the smile of a woman who had just watched someone prove they belonged in a room she’d built.

“Well done, Molly.”

Cole stood up. His eyes were wet. He looked at me the way he’d looked at the Chevelle the morning he turned the engine over for the first time — something he’d rebuilt from parts, running true. Except he’d rebuilt a car. I’d rebuilt myself.

He didn’t say anything.

He didn’t need to.


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

When we left the gallery, the girls surrounded me.

Hands on my shoulders, my arms, my waist—the press of warm skin and perfume and the breathlessness of women who had just watched something that rearranged the furniture inside them.

One girl kissed my cheek.

Another squeezed my hand and held it too long, her thumb tracing my knuckles like through her touch I was something she wanted to remember.

“Can I get your number, Molly?”

“Are you really opening your own place?”

“Your father—is he—would you ever let someone else—”

Two of them wanted to fuck Cole. They asked me, not him. Permission sought from the woman who had just mounted a frame, taken a stranger’s tongue in her ass, and squirted on that stranger’s face while announcing her father’s cock size to a room full of people.

I said no. Not a hard no. Just a no for now.

Dad rolled his eyes.

His cock was hard. I could see the line of it pressing against his jeans—the ridge unmistakable, angled left, the denim straining at the seam. He’d been hard since Seren’s tongue found my clit, and the gallery lights had left nothing to the imagination.

Every girl in the corridor had seen it.

I took his hand and pulled him sideways—through a heavy curtain of burgundy velvet that hung floor to ceiling against the stone wall. The fabric was thick and cool against my bare arm, and the weight of it falling closed behind us sealed off the corridor like a door.

There was candlelight.

“We are safe in here, Dad. Nobody is allowed to disturb this room.”

The alcove was small—eight feet square, maybe less. A padded bench along the back wall, upholstered in dark leather that gleamed where the candle flames caught it. The floor was flagstone, worn smooth, warmed from underneath. Three candles in wrought iron holders threw shifting gold across the walls, and the air was different in here—close, still, heavy with the faint residue of sex. Other couples had been here before us. The leather smelled like skin.

Cole looked at the curtain, then at the bench, then at me.

“What the—”

“They call them alcoves. Like a fitting room in a store.”

“What are they for?”

“Fucking your daughter in.”

I let that land.

“A quickie. Casual sex with another girl. You could get your cock sucked in here inside five minutes, Dad. You have admirers.”

“I’m not doing—”

I pressed my finger against his lips. His mouth was warm. I could feel the stubble above his upper lip, and beneath my fingertip, the faintest movement—his tongue, touching the inside of his lip where my finger rested. Tasting the salt of my skin.

“Consent, Daddy. It’s all about consent.”

He took my wrist. His grip was firm—not rough, not gentle. The grip of a man who had decided something.

He moved my finger from his lips, his eyes fixed on mine.

My chest rose and fell rapidly.

“Kneel down, Molly.”

The words dropped through me like a stone into still water.

“And do what?”

“Suck my cock and drain me.”

“Did you enjoy what you saw?”

“Yes. Now get on your knees.”

“Before I do—I have one question, Dad.”

“Ask me anything.”

“Will you take my virginity later?”

He cupped my chin. His thumb sat in the hollow beneath my lower lip, his fingers along my jaw, and he tilted my face up until I was looking directly into eyes that were no longer calculating. They were decided.

He smiled.

“With pleasure.”

“Fuck me hard, Daddy. I want to be yours.”

“We’ll see. For now, practice your cock-sucking technique. On your knees, my girl.”

I kneeled.

I was glad to kneel.

“Good girl.”

Two words. They landed in my chest and detonated downward—through my stomach, my pelvis, my cunt—and something inside me that had been standing upright for the entire gallery presentation sat down.

Not collapsed.

I surrendered.

The part of me that had commanded Seren, run the room, looked twenty strangers in the eye and told them what obedience looked like—that part of me exhaled, and the woman underneath her rose to meet my father’s voice.

I had never felt both at once. The gallery had been exhilarating—the authority, the control, the thrill of being obeyed. And now, kneeling on warm stone with candlelight flickering on my bare arms and my father’s cock straining the denim six inches from my face, I understood that the authority hadn’t left. It was still mine. I was choosing to set it down. The same way you set down a weapon when you’re with someone you trust enough to be unarmed.

“After you drain me—I’m going to see Eleanor.”

“Miss Voss?”

“Eleanor. I understand why she wants the formality, but if we’re doing this, we’re doing it our way.”

“And what is our way?”

He crouched. His face came level with mine—close enough that I could smell the last of his aftershave underneath the sweat, close enough that his breath touched my lips.

“For your first time, I will make love to you privately. This afternoon. In our bed. At home.”

My heart stopped.

“We’re driving home?”

“Two hours there. Two back. We’ll be here for dinner.”

“But Eleanor said—”

“Eleanor said she’d have someone else do it. She won’t. I won’t let her. And I won’t take you because a school says I can, Molly. I’ll take you because you say I can.”

The candlelight caught the wet in his eyes. Not tears—depth. The look of a man who had spent seventeen years building walls and had just drawn the blueprint for the one he was going to take down.

“You can take me, Daddy. Any way you want.”

“Tomorrow, maybe the next day, we can fuck in front of the school. But the first time I’m inside you, it will be us. Just us. In a room that belongs to us.”

My cunt clenched. A hard, involuntary contraction that I felt in my teeth—the thought of him inside me, the word home, the sealed stables, the bed I’d slept in since I was old enough for a bed. His hands on me in a room where every surface held a memory of the father he’d been, while he became something else.

“It’s a two-hour drive, darling, and I don’t want to do it with an erection.”

I looked at his jeans. The ridge of his cock was pressed against the seam, the head visible through the denim—a dark, swollen outline that pulsed once while I watched.

“Then let me fix that.”

I unbuckled his belt.

The leather slid through the loops with a sound that hit my cunt before it reached my ears—the hiss of it, the weight, the memory of every belt I’d ever watched him thread through his jeans on Saturday mornings while I sat at the kitchen table eating cereal and not understanding why the sound made my stomach tight and my panties wet.

I understood now.

He undid his button, then his zipper—the teeth parting over the swell of him, the cotton of his briefs stretched white where his cock pressed outward. The heat coming off him was immediate, animal, the warmth of blood held close to the surface in tissue that had been hard for an hour.

I pulled his jeans to his thighs. His briefs followed.

His cock sprang free.

Thick, long, and rigid, the circumcised head flushed dark and glossy in the candlelight. The vein on the underside pulsed visibly—a slow, heavy beat that I could see from my knees. A bead of precum sat in the slit, trembling with each pulse, catching the candlelight like a jewel.

I wrapped my hand around the base of my father’s cock.

The heat was the same as last night—feverish, taut, the skin stretched smooth over the rigid shaft beneath. But my hand knew him now. My fingers remembered the circumference, the angle, the way the pulsing vein pressed into my palm. Twenty hours ago, I had held this cock for the first time and caught his cum in my mouth.

My body recognized his smell before my brain caught up.

I looked up at Cole.

“Last night I was learning. Tonight I’m serving.”

“Show me how good you are, Molly.”

I leaned forward and pressed my lips to the head of my Daddy’s cock.

The taste hit me—salt, clean skin, the sharp mineral bite of his precum spreading across my lower lip. The same taste as last night, but my mouth met it differently. Not tentative. Not experimental. My lips parted around the rim with the muscle memory of a mouth that had already done this once and spent the hours since replaying every second.

I took him in.

My jaw stretched—the ache at the hinge was immediate, familiar now, and welcome. His head slid past my lips and settled heavy on my tongue, his slit pulsing against the flat of it, leaking a slow thread of fluid that pooled behind my lower teeth.

I sealed my lips around the rim and held, sucking gently, letting his flavor permeate and burn my soft tissues from my tongue to my tonsils.

“I’ll brand you, Molly. Every hole—my tongue, my cock, my seed inside you.”

Thank fuck.

Bliss?

Yes. Suck his cock for both of us.

But what about—

Soon, darling. Suck your father’s cock.

I closed my eyes and felt the weight of him in my mouth, his heat, his pulse. Learning the difference between taking a cock because I want to know what it feels like and taking a cock because I’d been told to drain it and every cell in my body wanted to obey.

My father’s hand came down and rested on my head. The same fatherly hand as I’d felt ten thousand times. The same gesture. But this time his fingers slid into my hair and gathered it—not pulling, not pushing. Holding. The way you hold reins.

I sucked his cock harder.

My head moved a few inches back—a slow, deliberate pull—my cheeks hollowing, the pressure drawing him deeper into my mouth, his head sliding across my tongue toward the back of my throat. The sound was wet and intimate in the small space, amplified by the stone walls, and I heard him inhale sharply through his nose.

I pulled back to the crown. Sucked the head alone—my tongue working the underside, pressing the spot where his frenulum sat, the thin stretch of skin that had unmade him last night. I felt his cock kick against my tongue. His fingers tightened in my hair.

“Molly—”

I didn’t answer. My mouth was full of my father’s cock.

I took him deeper, my lips driving down his shaft, two inches, then three. The shaft slid across my tongue—hot, ridged, the veins pressing against my soft palate. I breathed through my nose, and the smell of him filled me—musk, salt, the warm animal scent of his groin, stronger than last night because he’d been hard for an hour and the precum had been leaking since the gallery.

My hand worked the base of his cock in counterpoint—gripping, twisting gently on the upstroke, a technique I’d learned from videos and perfected last night. My mouth and my hand found each other’s rhythm without negotiation. Wet, steady, the slick sound of spit and pressure filling the alcove.

I wasn’t learning how to suck Cole’s cock anymore.

I was worshiping it.

The difference was in my knees. Last night I’d knelt on thin carpet in an apartment, my mind racing through techniques from videos and brochures, my jaw uncertain of the angles to take him. Now I knelt on warm stone in a candlelit alcove with my father’s hand in my hair, and the taste of his cock settling into a place in my mouth that already knew him, and my knees were steady because I wasn’t performing.

I was home.

His hips shifted. The same slow roll as last night as he fucked my throat gently—his pelvis tilting upward, pushing another inch of rigid cock into my mouth. I tilted my head and let him fuck me deeper.

The head grazed the back of my throat, and this time my gag didn’t fire. My throat opened—not much, not the deep throat I’d watched in videos, but enough that I felt his crown press past the place where I’d choked last night, and the sound he made—low, broken, the sound of a man feeling something he’d been denied for seventeen years—told me I’d crossed a line he hadn’t expected me to cross.

I held him there. My stepdad’s cock in my throat, his hand in my hair, his breathing ragged above me. The tears came—not pain, reflex. They ran down my cheeks and dripped from my jaw onto my thighs. I swallowed around his head and felt the muscles of my throat close and release, close and release, milking the crown in a rhythm my body had found without my permission.

“Christ—Molly—”

I pulled back. A strand of spit connected my lower lip to his head and swung in the candlelight before it broke. I sucked air. My jaw ached. My chin was wet—spit and precum and the salt of my own tears mixing on my skin.

“Tell me when you are ready to cum, Daddy.”

“Don’t stop. Please—don’t stop.”

“Just tap my head three times. I want to know it’s coming. I want to be good and not spill a drop.”

“You are good. You always were.”

“Will you make me better, Daddy?”

“Of course I will.”

I went back down on him, sucking faster now. My head bobbed in his lap with the steady, devoted rhythm of a mouth that had found its purpose. My lips sealed tightly around his shaft, the suction constant, my tongue pressing the underside on every stroke. I tasted him—the flavor changing as he got closer to orgasm, his precum thicker now, more insistent, the sharp salt burn spreading across my palate and coating every surface of my mouth.

Between my legs, my cunt throbbed—swollen, soaked, untouched. The arousal from the gallery had never left. Seren’s mouth on my clit, the squirt all over her face, the orgasm with twenty people watching—all of it was still sitting in my pelvis, compounding, building on itself with every pulse of my father’s cock against my tongue.

My underwear was saturated. I could feel the slick running down the inside of my thigh, warm and slow, and the smell of my own arousal rose to meet the musk of his cock in my mouth—two scents braiding together in the close air of the alcove.

His thighs trembled against my shoulders. I felt the shaft swell in my mouth—the specific, unmistakable thickening of my father’s cock that meant his body was gathering itself for release. The vein on the underside hammered against my tongue. His hand wrapped in my hair went from holding to gripping.

He tapped my head three times.

“Now, Molly. Now—”

I drove my mouth down and sealed my lips behind the rim. I held him deep—his head across my tongue, the crown pressing the opening of my throat—and I felt his cock kick.

He left just enough space for me to swallow.

The first pulse was a hot jet against the back of my throat—dense, thick, the taste flooding my senses before I could prepare for it. Salt and mineral and the heavy alkaline burn that I’d held on my tongue all night and all morning and craved since the moment I’d swallowed the last of it.

My mouth filled.

I swallowed—hard, my throat working around his head—and more came. Another pulse. Another. My father was fucking my throat, and I was milking him. His shaft throbbed between my lips, each spasm pushing cum across my tongue, down my throat in surges that I swallowed as fast as they came. The taste was everything. His cum coated my mouth, my throat, pooled behind my lower lip, and leaked from the corners and ran down my chin.

I held him. Through every pulse, every spasm, every shudder that traveled down his shaft and into my mouth. I held his cock between my lips until the last weak throb delivered the last of his seed onto my tongue, and I swallowed it with the slow, deliberate care of a woman receiving communion.

My father’s hand loosened in my hair. His fingers softened—from grip to stroke, from command to gratitude. He traced the shell of my ear, the line of my jaw, and the corner of my mouth where his cum had escaped and dried.

I let his cock slide free from my tight lips. It was softening now, the head still flushed, still slick. I kissed the tip—gentle, closed-mouth, the way you kiss a sleeping child’s forehead—and tasted the last trace of him on my lips.

I looked up at my father.

“I swallowed every drop, Daddy.”

“Good girl.”

His thumb wiped the cum from my chin. He pressed it to my lips. I took his thumb into my mouth and sucked it clean.

The candlelight shifted. The alcove was quiet. Beyond the velvet curtain, Rosehill moved and breathed—footsteps, laughter, the distant sound of a girl moaning somewhere in the corridor. In here, the world was the size of two people and the taste of what had just passed between them.

Cole pulled his briefs up, then his jeans, and buckled his belt, the leather sliding through the loops—the same sound, reversed. The sound of a man putting himself back together after his daughter had taken him apart.

He held out his hand.

I took it and stood. My knees ached from the stone—a deep, warm ache that I wanted to keep, like the stubble burn from last night still marking my inner thighs. Evidence. Proof of where I’d been and what I’d done and who I’d done it for.

“I need to see Eleanor.”

“What will you tell her?”

“That my daughter’s virginity belongs to me, not to her institution. And that we’ll be back for dinner.”

He pulled the curtain aside. The corridor light hit my eyes.

“Wash your face, Molly.”

“No.”

I shook my head obstinately.

“I won’t brush my teeth or rinse either.”

He looked at me.

“I want them to see I am owned, Dad.”

“I don’t own you.”

“But my freedom is rescinded, right?”

“Only as much as you wish it to be.”

His jaw tightened. Not disapproval. Something fiercer. The look of a man watching his daughter walk into the world with his cum on her chin and understanding that the girl he’d raised had become a woman who would carry his evidence like a flag.

He took my hand.

We walked.

Eleanor’s study was on the ground floor of the main house, behind a door that looked like every other door in the corridor except for the brass plate that read Director in engraved copperplate.

Cole knocked once and walked in without waiting.

The room smelled like beeswax and old leather and something underneath both—stone, dry and mineral, the smell of a building that had been standing long enough to develop its own climate. Bookshelves lined two walls, floor to ceiling, but the books were afterthoughts. The shelves were display cases.

I stopped in the doorway and had a better look this time than yesterday.

I scanned the room and saw artifacts. Hundreds of them. Leather restraints mounted on velvet—some cracked with age, the stitching frayed, the buckles tarnished to a green-black patina. Stone phalluses in lit cabinets, smooth and polished, carved from marble and granite, and something darker that caught the light like obsidian.

I saw bronze rings—cock rings, I realized, sized for men who lived centuries ago. A pair of nipple clamps in early Bakelite, the springs still bright. A riding crop with a handle wrapped in braided horsehair, mounted behind glass with a card that read Wiltshire, circa 1890.

The room was a museum. A history of the things people had done to each other’s bodies when nobody was writing it down.

Eleanor stood by a cabinet near the window, her back to us, her fingers resting on the glass. She wore the same white linen—pressed, immaculate, the fabric moving against her body the way expensive cloth does, with weight and patience.

Cole didn’t sit.

“I will take my daughter’s virginity this afternoon, in the bed I shared with her mother, in the home she will be the lady of.”

The words filled the room the same way a tuning fork fills a cathedral. One note. No overtones. No hesitation.

Eleanor turned.

She didn’t look at Cole. She stared at me—standing in the doorway with his dried cum on my chin and my knees still warm from the alcove floor—and her eyes moved across my face like a jeweler examining a stone. Not judging. Appraising.

Miss Voss strolled around the study, her fingers trailing along the edge of a shelf. Past a leather collar behind glass. Past a set of bronze ankle cuffs on a velvet stand. She moved slowly, deliberately, deep in thought, each step a sentence in a conversation she was having with herself.

I had expected her to push back. To insist on the theater, the audience, the institutional framework she’d spent decades building. Rosehill watching a virgin being fucked. The one-way glass. The performance of deflowering as part of a curriculum.

She didn’t.

“May I ask what happened, Mr. Braddock?”

“Simple. I watched Molly today, and I have never seen anything like it.”

He paused.

“Even you looked captivated by her, Eleanor.”

She didn’t even flinch at that.

Eleanor’s hand found a stone phallus in the nearest cabinet—marble, white-veined, polished to a shine that had survived centuries of hands. She lifted it from its stand and turned it in her fingers, the weight of it settling in her palm like a pestle settled in a mortar.

Her thumb traced the carved glans.

“I have never seen a girl publicly squirt on another girl’s face during a presentation.”

She set the phallus down. The marble clicked against the glass shelf.

“We teach squirting in small classes—how to enjoy the moment of release, for the giver and the receiver. But that—”

She turned and looked squarely at me. Not at Cole. At me.

“I’ve never seen a better presentation, Molly.”

The words landed in my chest and sat there, warm and heavy, the praise of a woman who did not give praise unless it had been earned with the body and the mind at once.

She continued walking. Her circuit of the room was unhurried—past the riding crop, past a cabinet of leather blindfolds arranged by era, past a photograph I hadn’t noticed: a young woman on horseback, dark-haired, unsmiling, riding bareback in what looked like this estate’s paddock.

The photograph was black and white and old enough that the woman in it could have been Eleanor, decades ago, before the linen and the authority and the institution she’d built from whatever that girl had survived.

Cole sat down beside me, the other of two leather chairs facing her desk. My eyes followed Eleanor as she moved. My father’s didn’t. He looked at the desk—a slab of reclaimed oak, scarred and oiled, the surface bare except for a brass lamp and a leather notebook—and waited.

“You are dominating, Molly?”

“Not in the traditional sense.”

“In what sense, then?”

Cole answered before I could.

“I set her free yesterday. Molly doesn’t like that.”

Eleanor stopped walking. Her eyes moved from Cole to me and back.

“And?”

“Her freedom is now constrained by boundaries she sets. I won’t impose them. I will be guided by them.”

“And if she wants discipline?”

“She will make her rules, explain them to me, and I shall implement.”

The room was quiet. The beeswax, leather, and stone. The artifacts watching from their cases—centuries of desire, cataloged and preserved, the evidence of every couple who had stood where we were standing and tried to name what they were.

Eleanor sat on the edge of her desk.

“Good.”

She pointed to the door.

“You may leave.”

I trembled. Not fear—the sudden electric charge of something being given that I hadn’t dared to ask for. Eleanor Voss, who held absolute authority over every couple in this building, who had told Cole she would have someone else fuck me if he wouldn’t, who had built Rosehill because nobody had built it for her, was letting us go.

“Are we—are we leaving?”

“You’d better get going now if you intend to be back for dinner, Molly.”

She looked at Cole.

“Drive carefully, Mr. Braddock. Bring your daughter back whole and well fucked.”


Chapter Five

◆◆◆

The Chevelle was where I’d left it—parked at the far end of the gravel drive, the deep red paint catching the midday sun, chrome bumpers throwing light across the stone wall. My mother’s car. The car Cole had kept in a locked workshop for seventeen years, the engine turning over on my birthday morning like a heart that had been waiting for a reason to beat.

I drove.

Cole didn’t argue.

He settled into the passenger seat as he’d settled into it yesterday—long legs, one arm along the window frame, his head back against the rest. The engine rumbled through the steering column and up my arms, and I felt the vibration in my pelvis where the leather seat met my body—a low, constant hum that pressed against my swollen cunt through the thin fabric of my skirt.

“Shall we talk, Dad?”

“Not yet. I want to make love to you. Not fucking. Make love. If we do this, it will be for the right reasons.”

“And the rest?”

“The business is yours to define. The relationship is ours.”

The road from Rosehill wound through countryside for the first twenty minutes—hedgerows, stone walls, the occasional farm gate. I drove faster than I should have. The Chevelle wanted it. The 396 big-block pulling through the curves with the lazy, muscular certainty of an engine that had been built to move weight at speed.

Cole fell asleep in the first hour.

His head turned toward the window, his breathing deepening, his hands loosening on his thighs. The lines around his eyes softened. The jaw that had been set since the gallery unclenched. In sleep, he looked like the father I remembered from Saturday mornings—the man who made pancakes and read the paper and never once let me see that he was drowning.

I watched the road and thought about what was coming.

His bed.

The bed he’d shared with Lena. The bed where my mother had slept beside him before she died in the stables fifty yards away. The bed he’d lain in alone for seventeen years, the sheets cold on her side, his body turning toward the empty space out of habit and finding nothing.

I was going to lie in that space.

My cunt pulsed.

A slow, deep contraction squeezed inside me like a knot. It had nothing to do with the engine vibration and everything to do with the image of my father’s bed and him fucking me in it—the headboard I’d seen a thousand times walking past his open door, the quilt my mother had chosen, the pillows that still sat two-by-two because he’d never removed hers.

I was going to be fucked in my mother’s bed by the man my mother had loved.

The thought should have felt wrong.

It didn’t.

It felt like inheritance.

Between my legs, the slick that had been building since the alcove had soaked through my underwear and was starting to reach the leather seat. I shifted. The wet fabric peeled away from my swollen, bare lips and resettled with a sound I was grateful the engine covered.

The house appeared at the end of the drive—the stone face of it, the wisteria climbing the front wall, all sixteen windows catching the afternoon light. The grounds stretched behind it—paddocks, the tree line, and there, set back from the main house behind a stand of oaks, were the stables.

Sealed.

It was the door Cole hadn’t opened in seventeen years. The building where Mom died and where I’d been going alone since I was twelve.

I didn’t look at the stables.

Not yet.

I pulled the Chevelle onto the gravel and killed the engine. The silence was enormous—the tick of cooling metal, birdsong, the wind through the wisteria. Home.

Cole woke. He looked at the house for a long moment, then at me.

“Are you ready, Molly?”

“I’ve been ready my entire life, Daddy.”

“You’re home now. It’s okay if you’ve changed your mind.”

“I want you to make love to me here, Cole. I want this place to be ours.”

“It’s already ours.”

He got out. I followed.

The front door was unlocked—it always was. Maria kept the house a home, always ready for us to walk in. The hallway smelled like floor polish and the lavender sachets Maria tucked into the linen closets, and underneath both, the smell of a house that has held the same family long enough to absorb their chemistry.

Maria came out of the kitchen, wiping her hands on her apron. Thomas was behind her—boots, work pants, the smell of cut grass and engine oil.

Cole put his hand on the small of my back.

“Maria. Thomas. I’d like you to meet the lady of this house.”

Maria’s hands stopped on the apron. She looked at Cole’s hand on my back. She looked at my face—flushed, certain, the face of a girl she’d been feeding and cleaning up after for seventeen years. She looked at Cole’s eyes, and whatever she found there made her own go bright and wet.

“Thank God. At last you’ve seen what was obvious to me all along.”

She crossed the hallway in three steps and took my face in both hands—floury, warm, the hands that had braided my hair and bandaged my knees and left sandwiches on my bedside table when I was sick. She kissed my forehead.

“Have you been together yet, Molly?”

“Not yet.”

“Then do it now.”

She looked at my father.

“About damn time, Mr. Braddock.”

Thomas said nothing. He nodded once—the nod of a man who worked with his hands and understood that some things didn’t need words—and went back to the garden.

Cole took my hand.

We climbed the stairs.

His bedroom was at the end of the hall. I had walked past that door ten thousand times—on the way to the bathroom, on the way to my bedroom, on the way downstairs for breakfast. The door was always open. Always. Cole slept with it open like soldiers sleep with one ear on the corridor, and I had seen the room in every light—dawn, dusk, the blue wash of a full moon through the curtains, the yellow stripe of the hallway lamp cutting across the floor when I padded past at midnight on my way to the stables.

I had slept in his bed during storms and nightmares.

This was different.

He opened the door wider and stepped back.

The room was simpler than I’d remembered. A king bed against the far wall, the headboard dark oak—the same wood as the kitchen table, the same wood as the front door, the same wood as the stables. Cole had built the headboard himself. Maria had told me when I was twelve, and I’d pressed my hand against it one day when he was out working.

The quilt was cream and sage—faded at the edges, softened by years of washing, the fabric thinned in the places where two bodies had lain night after night until one of them stopped coming to bed.

Lena’s side was the left. I knew because the pillow on the right was flatter, held its shape less, the down compressed by a head that had rested there every night. Cole had never replaced his.

Two pillows on the left. Two on the right. Seventeen years, and he still made the bed for two.

The window faced the grounds. From here, I could see the paddocks, the tree line, and through the oaks—the stables. The sealed door. The roof where the beam had fallen. Cole had looked at that view every morning for seventeen years. He’d woken alone and seen the building where his wife died before he’d seen anything else.

“I have a view of the stables.”

“Good. I’m glad you watched me, Dad.”

“Me too. It’s time for new memories, Molly.”

The room smelled like my father. Not cologne, not soap—him. The warm scent of a man’s skin absorbed into cotton and wood over years. I breathed it in, and my cunt answered with a pulse so deep I felt it in my spine.

Cole closed the door.

The click of the latch was the loudest sound I had ever heard.

He stood by the door. I stood by the window. The afternoon light came through at a low angle and hit the bed between us—the quilt glowing cream and gold, the pillows casting soft shadows, Lena’s side waiting.

“Molly.”

“Daddy.”

“Come here.”

I crossed the room in four steps. The floorboards were warm under my bare feet—I’d kicked off my shoes downstairs without thinking. I always did, since I was old enough to walk. The boards creaked in the places they’d always creaked, and the sound was so familiar that it comforted.

He took my face in his hands.

“I wanted this for you.”

“No crowds, Dad. Just you and me.”

“And love. I want to tell you that before we start this.”

“What, Dad?”

“That I love you. With all my heart.”

These hands had held my face when I cried at eight, when I raged at fourteen, when I’d come home from school with blood on my knuckles and a suspension letter in my backpack. His palms were warm and rough—the calluses from years of drafting tables and site work, the skin thickened at the base of each finger. His thumbs rested on my cheekbones. His eyes were close enough that I could see the gray of them shift—lighter at the rim, darker at the center, wet.

“I love you too, Cole.”

He kissed me.

Not the way a father kisses a daughter. Not the forehead, or the cheek, not the careful press of closed lips against the crown of her head. He kissed my mouth. His lips parted against mine, and I felt the warmth of his breath enter me before his tongue did—slow, tentative, the first real kiss of a man who had not kissed a woman’s mouth in seventeen years.

I tasted him.

Coffee from the drive. The faint mineral trace of his own biology. And underneath, something I didn’t have a word for—the taste of restraint finally breaking, the chemical evidence of a man allowing himself to want.

My hands found his chest through his shirt. I could feel his heart—fast, hard, hammering against his ribs with the rhythm of a man whose body had outrun his mind. I undid the top button. The second. The third.

My fingers were steady.

His breathing was not.

I pushed the shirt off his shoulders. It fell behind him. His chest was bare—the same chest I’d kissed in the tower, the same dark hair, the same line running from sternum to navel. But here, in this room, in this light, his body was different. Not a body being revealed for a test. A body being offered for something it hadn’t done in seventeen years.

“Your turn, Daddy.”

His hands found the hem of my tank top. He lifted it—slowly, the cotton dragging across my stomach, my ribs, the undersides of my breasts. He pulled it over my head and dropped it on the floor beside his shirt.

I wasn’t wearing a bra.

His eyes moved across my breasts like he was reading blueprints—measuring, learning the structure. My nipples were hard, deep red, and the skin flushed from my throat to my navel.

I watched him look at me with the attention of a man who understood that beautiful things required care.

Dad unzipped my skirt. It fell. My underwear was soaked—the gusset stained dark, the cotton clinging to every fold, showing my vertical slit, the evidence of every moment since the alcove mapped into the fabric. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband and pulled them down, and the wet cotton peeled away from my cunt with a sound we both heard.

I stood naked in his bedroom.

“Lie down, Molly.”

I looked at the bed. At Lena’s side. At the pillow that still held the shape of a head that would never rest there again.

“Which side?”

His jaw tightened. I watched the muscle work—the clench, the release, the decision traveling through him like current through a wire.

“Hers.”

I lay down on my mother’s side of my father’s bed.

The sheets were cool against my back—cotton, worn soft, the thread count of a fabric that had been washed hundreds of times and had given up its stiffness years ago. The pillow beneath my head was flat and soft, and when I pressed my face into it, I smelled lavender and something older.

Cole undressed. Belt, jeans, briefs—the same quick motion, the same refusal to make it more than it was. He stood naked at the foot of the bed, and his cock was hard—not the straining, urgent erection of the alcove. Something quieter. Full, heavy, the head flushed and dark, but the shaft holding steady. The erection of a man who was not rushing toward release. The erection of a man who intended to take his time.

“I want you to cum inside me, Cole.”

“I will.”

“Don’t stop if it hurts me.”

He climbed onto the bed.

The mattress dipped under his weight, and I felt the shift—the tilt of the springs, the redistribution of mass, the bed accepting a second body. He moved over me—his palms spreading my knees until his settled between mine. Then his hands moved to either side of my shoulders, his body suspended above me on arms that could hold a beam in place for hours.

His weight settled.

Not all of it. Enough. I felt the press of his chest against my breasts, the warmth of his stomach against mine, the hard length of his cock resting against my inner thigh—heavy, hot, the head leaving a wet trail of precum on my skin as it found its place against my cunt.

The full length of my father’s body was pressed against mine.

I had never felt anything like it. Every inch of him was touching every inch of me—chest to chest, stomach to stomach, his thighs inside mine, his cock pressed against the wet heat between my legs. The weight of him was enormous and exact, and beneath it I felt the thing I’d been looking for since the night before my birthday.

Containment.

The wall that wouldn’t move.

“I love you, Molly.”

“I know, Daddy.”

“This will pinch a little.”

“I know that too.”

His hand moved between us. His fingers found my cunt—parting the hairless, swollen lips, sliding through the slick that had been building for hours, finding my clit and circling it once, slowly, with the pad of his thumb. My hips bucked. The sensation—after hours of aching, untouched arousal—was so acute that my vision blurred.

He worked me gently. Cole’s thumb on my clit, his middle finger sliding along the seam of my entrance, gathering the wetness, spreading it. He pressed one finger inside me—just to the first knuckle—and my walls clenched around him. Tight. My muscles gripped his finger with the involuntary desperation of a body that had never held anything inside it except its own emptiness.

“You’re tight, Molly.”

“I’m a virgin, Dad.”

“I know. I’m going to be careful.”

He withdrew his finger, and I watched him lick it, smiling, taking his time before finally sucking every drop of me off.

“How do I taste?”

“Like nectar.”

My father positioned himself to fuck me. I felt the head of his cock press against my entrance—wide, smooth, his circumcised crown slick with his precum and my arousal. The rim sat against the trembling edge of my opening, and the heat of it radiated inward.

He looked at my face.

“Tell me to stop, and I stop.”

“Don’t you dare stop, Dad.”

He slid his cock forward.

The head spread my lips open.

He went slowly. So slowly. His rim dragged against the inside of my swollen, throbbing lips as they stretched around him. His cock was so much wider than his finger, wider than anything I’d imagined, the circumference of his crown forcing my entrance to yield in a way it had never yielded before.

The stretch burned.

Not sharply. It felt deep and structural, the burn of tissue being asked to do something for the first time. My lips whitened where they gripped his rim, the skin pulled taut, and I felt every nerve ending in the ring of my entrance fire at once.

I gasped.

“Daddy—”

“I’m here. Breathe, honey. Let your body stretch around my cock.”

“It’s so fucking big.”

“I still haven’t broken you in.”

“Do it… fuck! Please, do it. I need this.”

I breathed.

He held still—his head half inside me, the widest point of his crown stretching my entrance to its limit, his arms trembling with the effort of not moving. I could feel his cock pulsing against my flesh—the slit leaking against my inner walls, the heat of his precum spreading inside me, easing the way.

I bore down. The way the Rosehill brochure said. The deliberate relaxation of muscles that wanted to clench—opening from the inside, choosing to let my father inside me. I felt the ring of my entrance slide over the ridge of his crown and close behind it, gripping the shaft below the head, and the stretch eased into a deep, heavy fullness.

The head of my father’s cock was inside me.

“Molly.”

“More. I want more cock. Fuck me, Daddy.”

He gave me another inch, reaching the place where his finger had been, and then he pushed past it—into the space that had never been touched, the depth that belonged to no one until now. My walls gripped him and yielded and gripped again, the swollen tissue clamping around his solid girth as he pressed deeper.

The resistance was sudden.

A thin, specific tightness—not my entrance, deeper—and then, when he pushed through, I felt the tear. Not a pinch. A bright, clean sting that radiated outward from a place inside me I’d never felt before, sharp enough to make my breath catch and my fingers dig into his shoulders.

I felt it give—the membrane splitting around the width of his crown, yielding as a seal yields when you press through it—and then it was gone, and the sting softened into a raw, open tenderness that spread along my walls like heat from a new wound.

My eyes watered. Not crying. Reflex—my body’s response to something irreversible happening inside it.

“You’ve broken me in, Daddy.”

His forehead pressed against mine. His breathing was ragged, held, the breathing of a man who had felt the resistance and stopped and then felt it give and understood what he’d just taken from me.

“Are you okay?”

“Don’t stop. Please fuck the innocence out of me.”

“Molly—”

“Don’t stop, Daddy. I’ve been waiting my whole life for this to be yours.”

He slid his cock deeper inside me.

“Oh God—Daddy—”

“Tell me.”

“I can feel you everywhere. I can feel your cock inside me and it’s—it’s—”

I couldn’t finish.

His cock reached a depth that made my breath stall in my chest—a pressure against my cervix, gentle but definite, the head nudging the deepest part of me with a weight that was nothing like pain and everything like arrival.

My Daddy was all the way inside me.

His pelvis pressed flush against mine. His pubic bone ground against my clit—the pressure constant, devastating, the rough hair at his base scratching the swollen, hairless skin of my mound. I could feel the heat of him from my entrance to my cervix—the full length of my father’s cock filling a space I hadn’t known was empty until it was full.

He didn’t move.

He held himself inside me and looked at my face, and what I saw in his eyes was not lust. It was the expression of a man who had placed the final stone in a structure he’d been building for seventeen years without knowing he was building it.

“You’re balls deep inside me, Daddy.”

“I know.”

“In your bed.”

His eyes went wet. Not tears—recognition. The brightness of a man holding two truths at the same time and discovering they didn’t cancel each other out.

He started fucking me.

The first stroke was slow—a withdrawal that dragged his head along every inch of newly awakened tissue, the rim catching against ridges I hadn’t known existed, each nerve ending firing in sequence like lights coming on down a hallway.

My walls clung to his cock—the friction of wet skin on wet skin, the suction of a body trying to hold what was leaving it. He pulled back until only the head remained inside me, his rim stretching my entrance from the inside, and then he pushed forward again.

The second stroke was deeper.

His cock filled me completely on the push—the head finding the same place against my cervix, his shaft pressing my walls apart with the slow, patient certainty of a man who had waited seventeen years and would not be rushed.

The pleasure hit me from the inside out—not the sharp, focused spike of a tongue against my clit but something wider, deeper, a wave that started where his head met my cervix and spread outward through my pelvis and my stomach and my chest.

I wrapped my legs around his waist.

My heels locked against the small of his back. My hands found his shoulders—the muscles tensing and releasing with each stroke, the skin hot beneath my palms. I pulled him closer and felt his cock reach deeper. I wanted his weight on me—all of it, the full mass of him pressing me into Mom’s side of the bed, the mattress yielding beneath us, the bed frame holding.

He found a rhythm, fucking me slow and steady, the wet sound of his cock moving inside me filling the bedroom—a sound I had never heard with my own body, the intimate percussion of a man and a woman fitting together.

His breathing was rough against my neck. His lips found the hollow of my throat and pressed there—not kissing, breathing—and I felt his exhale against my pulse and his cock inside me at the same time, and the two rhythms synchronized, and I stopped being able to tell where his body ended, and mine began.

“Daddy—I’m going to—”

“Let it come, Molly.”

My orgasm built from the place where his head met my cervix—a gathering, a tightening, a heat that compressed into a single point of pressure and held. His thumb found my clit—reaching between us, and, as he fucked me faster and harder now, he pressed the swollen bud with a firm, circular stroke that added a second frequency to the wave already building inside me.

Two sources of pleasure rippled through me. His cock and his thumb. Interior and exterior. The pleasure from both converging in a place behind my pubic bone that I had never known existed—a knot of sensation that pulled tighter with every stroke, every circle, every breath.

The knot broke.

My orgasm tore through me from the inside—not the detonation from the tower, not the squirt from the gallery. Something deeper and slower—a wave that started where his cock was buried deep inside me and traveled outward through my cunt, my pelvis, my stomach, my chest, my throat—reaching my mouth as a sound I didn’t recognize. Not a scream. Not a moan. A low, continuous note—the sound of a body discovering what it was built for.

My cunt clenched around his cock. Hard, rhythmic contractions that gripped the shaft and pulled him deeper with each pulse. I felt the muscle spasms milk him—my walls working his cock the way my throat had worked his head in the alcove—and Cole’s breathing broke.

“Molly—I can’t hold it—”

“Inside me, Daddy. Cum inside me.”

His cock swelled. I felt the thickening—my Dad’s shaft expanding inside me, the head pressing harder against my cervix—and then the kick. The first pulse of his cum hit the deepest part of me. A hot jet, dense and thick, spreading outward from his crown in a rush of warmth that filled the space he’d opened.

I felt his cum pool where his head met my cervix—thick, warm, more squirting in with every pulse—and my cunt clenched around each spasm, holding him, milking him, drawing every drop into the place where it belonged.

Cole came inside me for a long time.

Pulse after pulse, his cock throbbing between my walls, his cum filling me in surges that I felt as heat and weight and completion. His forehead dropped against mine. His breath was ragged against my lips. His arms trembled on either side of my shoulders, the muscles giving out, and his full weight settled onto me—chest to chest, stomach to stomach, his cock still inside me, still pulsing, still emptying the reserves of seventeen years into his daughter’s body.

I held him.

My arms wrapped around his back instinctively. My legs wrapped around his waist. My cunt around his cock. Everything I had, wrapped around everything he was, in the bed where my mother had loved him and where I would love him now.

His breathing slowed. His weight became something I carried willingly—the heaviness of a man who had finally set down what he’d been holding and discovered that the woman beneath him was strong enough to bear it.

I could feel his cum inside me. Warm, heavy, pooling deep. When he softened—slowly, the shaft losing its rigidity in small increments—I felt the seal of my entrance loosen around him, and the first trickle of cum leaked from where his cock met my body and ran warm down the crease of my ass onto my mother’s sheets.

He lifted his head.

His eyes were open and clear. The calculating look was gone. The shame was gone. The seventeen years were gone. What remained was a man looking at a woman who had just held him inside her body and received everything he had to give, and understanding that the girl he’d raised had become the woman who would keep him.

“Molly.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“You’re bleeding.”

I looked down. On the quilt—cream and sage, faded and softened by years—was a small stain. Dark red, almost brown, mixed with the white of Cole’s cum and the clear slick of my arousal. The evidence of what I’d been carrying and what I’d given away. The blood and the cum on my mother’s quilt, together, indistinguishable.

“I know.”

“Are you okay?”

“I am the most okay I have ever been.”

He kissed my forehead. The same kiss he’d used all my life. The same gesture. But his lips were wet with sweat, and his cock was still inside me, and his cum was leaking from my body onto sheets that were mine now.

I turned my head on the pillow.

Through the window, I could see the stables. The sealed door. The roof where the beam had fallen.

Don’t rush him. It takes time.

Are you back?

Not yet.

“We should shower, Dad. We’ll be late for dinner.”

“Let me hold you for one more minute.”

“One more minute.”

He held me.

His cock softened and slipped free, and the warm rush of his cum leaving my body soaked into the sheets beneath me, and I let it. I let the bed take the evidence. Let the cotton absorb what had just happened the way it had absorbed everything else this room had held—love and grief and silence and now this.

This was the beginning of something that would fill sixteen bedrooms and heal a sealed door and make a home out of a house that had been waiting for a woman to walk back into it.

One more minute became five.

We showered together. I watched his cum and my blood run down my legs and swirl around the drain—pink and white, diluting in the hot water, disappearing. The evidence gone. The fact of it permanent.

I dressed. My father dressed. We walked downstairs.

Maria had left sandwiches on the kitchen counter. A note in her careful handwriting: Drive safe. I’m proud of you both. The house needed a lady. Now it has one.

I ate standing up. Cole ate beside me. Neither of us sat down. My cunt was sore—deep, structural, the tenderness of tissue that had been stretched for the first time—and the ache pulsed with every step, every shift of my weight, every breath.

I wanted to keep it.

Like the stubble burn. Like the taste of his cum I’d carried all night. Evidence. Proof. The soreness between my legs was the first thing Cole Braddock had built inside me, and I would carry it back to Rosehill like a foundation stone.

“Are you ready, Dad?”

“I’m ready.”

I drove us back to Rosehill.
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Cuckolding My Husband
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Not Just Another Hotwife Story

I Had No Choice

Cuckold Dilemma
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Cuckoldress
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A Burning Desire
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Getting Pregnant
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Age Gap

Shaved For My Stepdad

Book One

Book Two

Book Three

The Stepmom Who Stayed

Book One
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Book One

Book Two
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Book Two

Book Three
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Stormbound Stepdaddy
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Bare & Shaved
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The Fiancee

The Wife

Come Home With Us

Book One
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Book Three
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I Will Survive
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Learning How To Please Her
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