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Chapter One

◆◆◆

Molly’s Point of View

I woke up feeling sore.

My cunt had been well fucked on our last day at Rosehill. Rhett and my father had filled and stretched me one after another — Rhett’s thickness first, his blunt head spreading me wider than Dad’s, grinding against places Dad’s length passed through on its way deeper.

Then Dad fucked me, reclaiming me in his own cum and Rhett’s, his nine inches reaching the back of me and pressing there until I came with both men’s seed inside me.

That was yesterday.

The soreness was still here. Deep, structural, the tissue between my legs swollen and tender in a way that pulsed when I shifted my weight.

I raised my head and looked around.

Dad’s bedroom.

The dark oak headboard he’d built with his own hands. The window facing the paddocks and the tree line and, through the oaks, the stables. Morning light coming in low and gold across the quilt — not the cream and sage one. That was in the wash. This was a spare, white, already wrecked.

Nell spooned into my father. Her slight body curved against his chest, his arm across her waist, her dark hair fanning across his bicep. She was wearing one of his t-shirts and nothing else. Her breathing was slow and even, and I could see the edge of her tack harness on the nightstand where she’d set it before bed — buckles open, braided tail coiled beside it.

Rhett held me. His arm heavy across my ribs, his chest warm and broad against my back, and I could feel his cock — soft, thick even at rest — pressed against the curve of my ass. His breath moved my hair.

I held Angie. Her back pressed against my front, my arm across her stomach, my hand resting between her breasts. She smelled like sex and soap and the coconut oil Nell had rubbed into the brush marks on her ass the night before.

Five people were spread across two king beds, the second one disassembled in a guest room in half an hour, carried through the hallway by Rhett and Dad, reassembled and pushed flush against Dad’s bed frame. Maria had appeared in the doorway with an armful of sheets, looked at the arrangement, looked at me, and gone back downstairs without a word.

The men had fucked each of us through the night.

Dad had taken Nell first — slowly, on his side from behind her, his hand on her hip and his mouth against her ear. I’d watched from three feet away while Rhett’s fingers worked inside my cunt, his thumb circling my clit with the patient precision of a man who understood rhythm the way he understood horses.

Nell came quietly — a held breath released, I watched her stomach and knew her cunt clenched around Dad’s cock in slow, visible contractions. He came inside her and stayed. I heard him whisper “sweetheart” against her neck, and the word landed in my chest the same way it always did when he said it to her — not jealousy. Recognition. My father had room for both of us, and Nell needed that word from him more than I did.

Then Rhett had fucked me while Dad held Nell and watched. Angie had climbed onto Rhett’s face while his cock was balls deep inside me, grinding her cunt against his mouth, her hands gripping the headboard, her ponytail swinging.

We’d fallen asleep tangled as five people. No ownership. The sheets were stiff in places.

But I still wanted more.

My cunt was sore and swollen, and I could feel the residue of both men inside me — thick, cooling, the seed of my father and his riding master pooled against my cervix — and instead of satisfaction, what I felt was the specific, focused hunger of a woman who had discovered that two men were still not enough.

Not for the business. Not for the house. Not for me.

Rhett kissed behind my ear. His lips were warm and dry, and I felt the scratch of stubble against the soft skin below my earlobe.

“Good morning, princess.”

I pressed back against him. His cock stirred — not hard yet, but thickening, the shaft fattening against my ass.

“We need more men, Rhett.”

I kept my voice low. Nell and Angie were still asleep, and Dad’s breathing hadn’t changed.

“You and Dad are wonderful lovers, but I see a line forming that no amount of morning wood can solve. Simone Hardaway wants a gangbang. Six men plus my father.”

“We need a good supply of regular bulls. Fortunately, I know exactly where to get them.”

“Where?”

“Fort Beckley.”

“Naval base?”

“Yes. I’ll call in a few hours and sign up twenty. You can interview them over the next few weeks.”

“Interview?”

He held my eyes and smiled.

“I think you know what I mean, Molly?”

“I do.”

His hand moved from my ribs to my hip. His thumb found the hollow above my hip bone and pressed.

“Your father and I were discussing a few things last night. Horses. We need to buy a few. I know a couple of stable lads. Eighteen. Strong. Big cocks.”

“How do you know that?”

I turned my head, and he smiled. Close. His eyes were dark brown and steady, and I could smell myself on his breath from the night before.

“Do you compare cock size?”

“Same way as you ladies compare breasts, but we do it out loud.”

“Call them. Did Dad mention anything else about the stables?”

“Only that it’s my domain. He doesn’t see any reason he would be in there. Not sure I agree.”

“Why not?”

“Take this Simone lady. If she wants to be gangbanged properly — we need her to be fucked in at least three different locations over a weekend. Each needs to be set up. You have to consider three teams of men, their races, body types, skin color, cock sizes, her holes to be fucked, cock sizes for that. Ladies must give preferences and the bulls’ choices must be respected.”

“That’s a lot of work.”

“It can be done. We need medical equipment, aftercare, enemas, toys — there is a place I know where we can buy most of it. Online.”

“We can do this, Rhett.”

“Of course we can, darling.”

Darling.

That landed somewhere unexpected.

Rhett’s cock was fully hard now. I could feel the head pressing against the crease of my ass — blunt, broad, the heat of it radiating through the thin layer of arousal and dried cum that still coated my skin.

“I’m feeling you want to be fucked a lot, Molly.”

“I do.”

I reached back and found his shaft. Wrapped my fingers around the thickness of him — wider than Dad, my fingertips barely meeting around the middle.

Darling indeed.

“I love Dad. I want other lovers. I want him to have other lovers.”

“And me?”

“I want as much of you as you can give without commitment.”

He rolled me onto my back.

The movement was unhurried, one hand on my hip guiding me over, and then his weight settled between my thighs. I spread my legs wide apart and felt the cool air hit my cunt — swollen, tender, the lips parted and slick with what was left of last night. His cock pressed against me, the head notched into the seam of my entrance without pushing in.

“Are you sore?”

“Yes.”

“Do you want me to stop?”

“Fuck me, Rhett.”

He slid his cock inside me.

The head spread me open — slow, thick, his rim dragging against the inside of my lips as they stretched around him. The soreness flared and then dissolved into something else, something deeper, the tender tissue gripping his girth and pulling him in.

His shaft was wider through the middle than Dad’s, and I felt the stretch increase as he went deeper — the walls of my cunt yielding around him, my swollen flesh whitening at the entrance where his width held me open.

He bottomed out at eight inches. Shorter than Dad but the girth filled me differently — spread me wider, pressed against the sides of my cunt where Dad’s length bypassed on its way to the back. I felt full. Packed. The ridged skin of his shaft seated against every surface inside me.

“You’re still wet.”

“That’s your cum from last night, Rhett. Yours and Dad’s.”

“That doesn’t bother me.”

“Me neither.”

He pulled back — slowly, the head dragging against my walls, catching on the ridges — and then he drove inside me again. The sound was obscene. Wet, thick, the slick percussion of his cock displacing the fluid inside me.

I wrapped my legs around his waist and pulled him deeper.

His strokes were shorter than Dad’s. More grinding than thrusting — his pelvis rolling against mine, the base of his shaft pressing my clit on each push, his pubic bone hard against my swollen mound.

The friction was blunt and constant. Not the long, reaching strokes that hit my cervix. Something wider. Something that worked the first five inches inside me with a pressure that built in layers.

I gripped his shoulders. The muscle under my fingers was dense and warm, and his skin was slick with the sweat that had started between us.

Nell stirred.

I turned my head. She was blinking awake, her dark eyes finding me through the blur of sleep, and then focusing on what was happening three feet from her face. Rhett’s broad back rising and falling. My legs locked around him. The wet sounds of his cock fucking me.

She didn’t speak.

She watched.

Her hand slid down her stomach beneath Dad’s t-shirt, and I saw her fingers find her cunt — the dark triangle of hair that Dad hadn’t shaved yet, the soft curls parting around her fingertips as she touched herself.

“Come here, Nell.”

She climbed over Dad’s sleeping body with the careful, quiet movement of a girl who had spent years learning not to wake men. Crawled across the gap between the two beds. Her t-shirt rode up — the scars on her ass were pale and silver in the morning light, the thick one from hip to crease pulling tight across her skin as she moved.

She knelt beside my head.

“Sit on my face.”

Nell cocked her leg and straddled me. Her knees on either side of my head, her cunt lowering toward my mouth. I could see everything from below — the dark curls matted with the dampness of her own arousal and someone’s cum, the pink slit glistening between the hair, the small swollen bud of her clit emerging from its hood. She smelled like sleep and musk and the faint residue of Dad’s cum from the night before.

Her cunt touched my lips.

I opened my mouth and pressed my tongue flat against her entrance, dragging upward through the folds. The taste hit — salt, warmth, the deeper mineral tang underneath, and there, fading but present, my father’s cum. She was still carrying him inside her. I sealed my lips over her clit and sucked gently, and her thighs trembled against my cheeks.

Rhett fucked me harder. The sensation split me — his cock filling my cunt, each thrust pushing my hips into the bed, and Nell’s wet cunt riding my mouth, her weight settling more firmly as she found her rhythm. My tongue worked her clit while Rhett’s pelvis ground against mine, and the two rhythms — his thrusts, her hips — merged into one continuous, building pressure.

Nell’s hands found the headboard. She gripped the dark oak and began to rock back and forth — small movements at first, riding my tongue, her clit dragging across my upper lip, squeezing against my nose. Her breathing changed. Shorter, higher.

“Molly.”

I answered with my mouth. Tongue inside her, then back to her clit. Her cunt clenched against my chin.

Dad woke up.

I knew because the sound of his breathing changed — the slow, even rhythm breaking into something sharper. I couldn’t see him past Nell’s body, but I heard the bed shift under his weight. Heard him exhale through his nose the way he did when he saw something that hit him before his brain caught up.

“Morning, Dad.”

My voice was muffled against Nell’s cunt. He didn’t answer. I heard Nell gasp — his hand, probably. On her back, or her hip, or the place between her shoulder blades where he put his hand when he was steadying her.

“Ride Dad’s cock, Nell. I’ve warmed you up.”

Nell lifted off my face. I saw the wet trail she left on my chin — her arousal and Dad’s old cum, glistening in the morning light. She moved toward him with the certainty of a girl who knew exactly where she was going.

I heard it — the sound of Nell lowering her cunt onto Dad’s cock. A slow intake of breath, and then her voice, small and raw.

“Daddy.”

Not exclusively my word. It was hers now too. She’d started using it in the second week at Rosehill, but it had never sounded the same as when I said it. Mine was heat and history bath time, and bedtime and years of wanting. Hers was the sound of a girl who had never had a father worth the word, trying it on for the first time and finding that it fit.

Angie woke up.

She rolled toward me, her eyes heavy, her ponytail half undone, loose strands stuck to the sweat on her neck. She looked at Rhett between my legs — his cock driving into me, the wet mess of my cunt visible around his shaft — and then at Nell riding Dad’s cock three feet away, Nell’s small breasts bouncing under the t-shirt, Dad’s hands on her hips guiding the rhythm.

Angie smiled. Lazy, certain, the smile of a girl who had found her place and didn’t need to be told what to do.

She climbed over my body and settled her cunt onto my mouth.

Angie tasted different from Nell. Sharper, cleaner — she’d washed before bed and Nell hadn’t. Her pussy was smooth where Nell’s was furred, and the lips were fuller, softer against my tongue. I found her clit — larger than Nell’s, easier to locate — and sucked, and her hips rolled forward with a groan that vibrated through her whole body.

“Good morning, Master.”

She was talking to Dad. I couldn’t see his face, but I heard his voice — low, rough with sleep and arousal.

“Good morning, Angie.”

Four bodies working. Rhett inside me, his strokes quickening, the wet slap of his pelvis against mine carrying in the room. Nell riding Dad — the creak of the bed frame, her breath in short gasps, the sound of his cock sliding in and out of her. My mouth on Angie’s cunt, my tongue tracing the swollen folds, tasting the arousal that had gathered while she slept. Angie grinding against my face, her hands gripping my hair, her weight settling until my nose pressed against her mound and my chin was soaked and my mouth was full of her.

The room smelled like five bodies and sex and the faint drift of Maria’s coffee from downstairs.

Rhett’s hand found my breast. He squeezed — firm, not rough — and rolled my nipple between his thumb and forefinger. The sensation shot straight from my chest to my cunt, and my walls clenched around his shaft.

“I’m close, Molly.”

“Inside me. Every drop.”

He drove balls deep — three hard strokes, the last one grinding his pelvis against my clit — and I felt his cock swell and kick inside me. The first pulse hit the back of my cunt, hot and thick, spreading outward from where his head met my cervix.

His hips jerked with each spasm, and he groaned, his shaft throbbing between my walls. I clenched around him and held — milking his cock, pulling the cum deeper, feeling it pool in the space that had already been filled the night before.

Two men’s cum inside me in twelve hours. Dad’s and Rhett’s from last night, and Rhett’s again now. My cunt held it all — warm, full, the slick compound of the two men I’d brought home.

Angie came on my face. Her thighs clamped against my ears and her cunt pulsed against my mouth — fast, rhythmic, the contractions squeezing my tongue. She cried out — not words, just sound — and her arousal flooded across my chin and down my neck.

Nell came next. I heard it — the held breath, then the release, then Dad’s groan as her cunt gripped his cock. The bed frame creaked once, hard, and then the sound of his hips driving upward, burying himself inside her as he came.

I lay there.

Rhett’s cock was softening inside me. Angie’s weight on my face easing as she lifted herself off, her cunt leaving a wet, warm print on my lips. The taste of two women on my tongue. The feel of cum — thick, warm, more than I could hold — leaking around Rhett’s softening shaft and running down the crease of my ass onto the sheets.

The grandfather clock in the hallway downstairs counted eleven seconds of silence.

The faucet dripped.

I was home.

I showered first. I leaped ahead of any line that might form.

The hot water hit the soreness between my legs, and I stood under it until the last of Rhett’s cum ran down my inner thigh and swirled the drain. I washed my hair. Brushed my teeth. Put on clean underwear and one of Dad’s t-shirts that hung past my ass. At eighteen years old, I was scrubbing another man’s cum off my body in my father’s bathroom before going downstairs to talk to the cook.

Rhett hadn’t scared me, but I now knew there was much to do.

Maria was in the kitchen.

The coffee was made — the French press on the counter, two mugs already out, the way she’d set it every morning since I was four. The faucet dripped its eleven-second rhythm. She stood at the stove with her back to me, stirring something in the heavy iron skillet — eggs, from the smell, and the sausage links she bought from a German butcher in town.

Her shoulders were set heavy. She’d been thinking about something for longer than she wanted to.

She’d delivered the bed linen. Saw the beds pushed together. She’d heard us fucking. Five people in two king beds directly above her kitchen ceiling, and Maria was not a heavy sleeper.

“Five, is it?”

She didn’t turn around. The wooden spoon kept moving.

“Plus you and Thomas.”

“We’ll eat separately.”

I looked at her.

She turned from the stove and looked at me. Her face was careful. Not angry — careful. The face of a woman deciding how much of what she already knew she was willing to say out loud.

“I don’t want to be part of what you’re doing here, Molly.”

I sat on the kitchen stool and pulled my knees up. The granite was cold under my bare feet.

“The estate will become a playhouse. A sexual, kink-driven playhouse for men, women, and couples to fuck until they drop on their knees and beg for their beds.”

The wooden spoon stopped.

“Sorry, Maria. I’m not going to lie to you. Never have, and there is no soft landing for what this is.”

She waved the spoon at the ceiling. A drop of egg fell on the counter, and neither of us wiped it up.

“Up there?”

“That’s why the contractors are here. Extending the house.”

“I thought —”

She paused. Set the spoon down on the rest and gripped the edge of the counter with both hands. Her knuckles went white, and when she spoke again, her voice had dropped — not quiet, but lower, the register she used when she was trying to hold something steady.

“I thought you and Mr. Cole —”

“We are together, Maria, but it’s complicated. There may be babies one day — but until then, my father has resigned from his work, and we are committed to making this happen. Here. The grounds, stables, and all.”

“Horses?”

“Yes.”

“And people will eat in here?”

“Once it’s extended, yes. There won’t be any play in the breakfast room or kitchen. For formal dining there will be, so we can hire staff to deliver food from the kitchen.”

She leveled a stare at me that could have sunk a destroyer at Fort Beckley.

“What are you saying, Molly?”

“That you can stay. You and Thomas. There is no need to leave.”

“Live in a fucking whorehouse?”

Her hand went to her mouth the moment she said it — not because she was sorry, but because the word had come out louder than she meant it to. The kitchen held the echo. The faucet dripped.

“Label it how you wish. I don’t have time to care. If you’re staying, I need breakfast, lunch, and dinner buffet menus to be served communally, and three themed dinner nights a week.”

“Jesus, Molly. Where —”

“That’s how Rosehill did it. High carb, good protein, well-cooked food. If you need staff, you can get them.”

“For how many mouths?”

“Within a month, I expect fifty guests at weekends, plus twelve staff.”

She laughed. The laugh of a woman waiting for the punchline.

I didn’t laugh.

“You’re not joking?”

“No.”

“And what if I won’t do it?”

I slid off the stool and went to her. Took both of her hands in mine. Her fingers were warm and rough — thirty years of kitchens, of kneading bread and scrubbing pans and peeling vegetables, lately, for a man who never remarried and a girl who never left. These hands had fed me every day of my life.

“You will, Maria. Maybe you’ll disapprove for a while, but you and Thomas are fifties, not nineteen-fifties. This is fun. We won’t be the first or the last — but we will be the best.”

My phone rang.

I slid it from my pocket. Maria pointed at it.

“Saved by the bell.”

“Which one of us?”

I went outside to take my call.

The morning air hit my bare legs. I stood on the porch in Dad’s t-shirt and my underwear, the gravel cold under my feet, the mist still sitting in the low field between the house and the stables. The contractors’ trucks were parked along the service road — three of them, mud-spattered, waiting for the crew to arrive at eight.

“Simone. Hi?”

“When can you be ready for my event?”

Her voice was the same as last time — fast, warm, the kind of woman who started conversations in the middle because beginnings bored her.

“In a few weeks.”

“Day after tomorrow. I’m streaming it on my OnlyFans.”

My hand tightened on the phone.

“Your fucking what?”

“You heard me, Molly. Don’t get prudish with me. Not after Rosehill and your father.”

“I had no idea you — of any of this about you.”

She laughed — short, knowing, the laugh of a woman who had been underestimated her whole life and found it entertaining.

“I had no idea you’d turn out to be a slut either, darling — but you did. I have three thousand seven hundred paid subscribers. If you want to get Braddock Stables’ name out there — six guys, two days, they fuck me nonstop.”

I sat down on the top step. The stone was damp through my underwear. My pulse was doing something it hadn’t done since Eleanor Voss told my father to get hard or go home.

“I have to find the men. What do you —”

“Black, white, or brown. I don’t care. Six-inch to ten-inch cocks. This isn’t my first rodeo, Molly. I know what fits nicely in my ass and throat.”

“Simone —”

“Don’t, honey. I have a few things to explain to you the day after tomorrow. Don’t let my gangbang get in the way of that.”

“Okay — I guess.”

“I’ll email you photographs, my last medical checkup, and my profile. I don’t care who you share it with. The guys have to sign disclaimers, or I can’t fuck them.”

“Disclaimers?”

“I’m streaming, darling. I don’t care if they want to wear masks. I want cum inside me and a bukkake, all three holes well fucked, including by your Dad. All three for him. He can go first if you like. I don’t mind if you watch.”

“Jesus.”

She was rattling things off so fast my brain couldn’t process one before the next arrived. Did I have towels? What thread-count sheets? Could she start in the stables and move to the house on her second day? What brand of toiletries did I comp? Each question landing before I’d finished thinking about the last, and beneath all of it, the steady hum of a woman who had done this before — not the sex, the production. She wasn’t booking a gangbang. She was booking a porno movie.

“Do you at least have lube, darling?”

“I will have it by tomorrow.”

“Good. I’ll bring the rest. I’ll hook you up with my suppliers and a tech guy for your website.”

“Website?”

“Darling. You sound like a parrot.”

“Sorry.”

“You’ll have to stream — OnlyFans and your own site.”

“I see.”

“I’ll message you a list. Start a WhatsApp group, and I’ll invite my contacts in. Eleanor Voss won’t know what fucking hit her.”

“You know Voss?”

“I do.”

A beat. The mist shifted across the lawn.

“So did your mother.”

The words sat in the cold morning air between us. I heard a crow lift from the oak at the bottom of the hill. I heard the faucet dripping through the kitchen window behind me. I heard my own breathing, and it had stopped.

“What?”

“I’ll explain everything.”

Her voice softened for the first time — not gentle, but deliberate. The voice of a woman choosing how much to say and when.

“Bye — oh, before I go. You and me, Molly. No cameras and it’s not for show. I’d like Cole in that too. A private matter. Call it family fun.”

My phone clicked.

I sat on the step with the dead screen in my hand. The mist was rising from the lawn in slow, thin sheets, burning off as the sun found the low field. The stables were dark shapes at the bottom of the hill — the sealed doors, the padlocked entrance, the place where my mother died and where I’d slept alone for six years talking to a voice I’d named at six years old.

My mother knew Eleanor Voss.

My mother’s best friend was a woman with three thousand seven hundred subscribers who wanted to watch six men fuck her on camera in my father’s house.

My mother had a life I knew nothing about.

Rhett came through the front door behind me. Jeans, white cotton work shirt untucked, black boots unlaced, a bacon sandwich in one hand. He bit into it as he crossed the porch — grease on his thumb, a strip of fat hanging from the bread.

He waved the other hand at me without stopping, mumbling something I couldn’t understand. He was heading for the stables, his stride already the stride of a man with a morning’s work mapped in his head. The boots found the gravel and crunched a steady rhythm down the drive.

I watched him go. Broad shoulders, easy gait, the shirt pulling across his back as he moved. Two hours ago he’d been inside me. Now he was walking to work with a sandwich. That was what this life looked like now, and I wanted more of it.

I could feel my cunt still sore from him and my Dad fucking me. I could feel the damp stone under my thighs. I could feel the phone warm in my hand from a conversation that had lasted eight minutes and changed everything.

I wasn’t ready.

The house wasn’t ready.

The east wing was stripped back to the studs, the plumbing wasn’t connected, and the first guest — the first real guest — was arriving in forty-eight hours with a camera crew and a list of cock specifications.

I stood up. My legs were cold, and my underwear was damp from the step, and my hands were shaking.

But I was smiling.

Dad’s car started in the main garage — the Audi, not the Chevelle. I heard the engine turn, the tires on gravel, the sound thinning as he pulled down the drive and through the gate. He hadn’t said where he was going. I hadn’t asked. There were mornings when Cole Braddock needed to do his thing, and this was one of them.

I went inside.

Nell and Angie were sitting at the kitchen table with Maria. Three heads bent over a legal pad, Maria’s handwriting filling the page in tight, slanted rows. She had her reading glasses on — the ones she usually kept on the windowsill above the sink — and she was writing faster than either of them could talk.

“Use Costco. I have a card. You’ll take Thomas’s van but drive yourselves. He’s busy with Rhett at the stables. Anything you don’t understand, call me from the store. Don’t come back until you have everything on that list.”

They nodded. Nell took the list, folded it once, and slid it into the back pocket of her jeans. Angie grabbed a piece of toast from the counter and ate it standing up. They left through the kitchen door to find Thomas and the keys.

The table was wrecked. Scrambled eggs cooling on plates, half-eaten toast, a coffee mug with a lipstick print on the rim — Angie’s — knives and forks abandoned where they’d fallen, chairs pushed back at angles. Five people had eaten fast and left in different directions. The house was already running, and it was seven forty-five in the morning.

Maria stared at me.

“Keep the sex out of my kitchen and the breakfast room.”

“Deal.”

The front door opened. I stepped into the hallway and watched the construction crew come through — eight men, maybe nine, filing past the grandfather clock with their tools. Drills, nail guns, spirit levels.

Two carried planks of lumber on their shoulders, the raw pine smell cutting through the floor polish and lavender. One had a hod of bricks balanced on his hip, the tendons in his forearm standing out under the weight. They were young — early twenties, most of them — and they were strong, and they filled the hallway with the smell of sawdust and cold morning air and work.

I decided to go find the foreman.

His name was Brad. He was six-two, older than my Dad, and built the way a working horse is strong — not sculpted, not maintained, just decades of lifting and hauling written into the shoulders and forearms.

His hands were wide and scarred across the knuckles. His hair was gray at the temples, cropped short, and he had the permanent squint of a man who spent his life reading measurements in bad light.

I took him outside. He stood on the porch looking at me — Dad’s t-shirt hanging to my thighs, bare legs, bare feet on the cold stone — and his nostrils flared. Not a leer. Something closer to assessment. The same way he’d look at a site before deciding where to start.

“Do you understand what we’re doing here?”

“Bath specs, tiled shower rooms for up to ten people, a dungeon in the basement with four suites, four benches handmade for strapping people in for a thrashing or a fucking — yeah.” He folded his arms. “I’d say so.”

The heat rose through me. Cheeks first, then ears. He looked entertained. Whether he could see the damp patch on my underwear or just smell what five people had done to each other last night, I didn’t know. Either way, I still looked like what I was — freshly showered and still glowing from a morning fuck.

The shower had cleaned me. It hadn’t hidden me.

“How soon will we be ready?”

“Three weeks.”

“Fuck.”

“Why?”

“I have someone coming the day after tomorrow.”

“First guest?”

“Yes. She’s family and won’t be put off.”

He scratched the back of his neck. The gesture was practical, not nervous — a man reorganizing a schedule in his head.

“And you want a space for her to be — ahem — serviced?”

“I do.”

“Anything else you need?”

I looked toward the house. The crew was still filing through the hallway, lumber and tools, young men with wide shoulders filling the doorframe one after another.

I grimaced.

He laughed. Low, knowing, the laugh of a man who’d seen this coming since he walked in.

“My guys?”

“Yes.”

“How many?”

“She wants six for three days.”

“I’m sure we can accommodate that.”

“There are terms. Yours. The client’s. It must be ethical and consensual. Can you come and see Rhett in the stables so we can discuss?”

“Let’s go now.”

“I’m not dressed.”

He looked at my bare feet, my bare legs, the t-shirt that was one movement from showing everything I owned. His mouth twitched.

“You’re dressed well enough, girl. Let’s go.”

He was off the porch before I could answer. Long strides down the gravel path, past the contractors’ trucks, onto the grass where the ground sloped toward the lower paddock and the stables beyond.

I followed barefoot, the wet grass soaking my feet, the morning dew cold between my toes. Small stones bit into my soles on the path. I didn’t slow down. If I was going to run a business in my father’s t-shirt and no shoes, I was going to do it at the foreman’s pace.

Rhett was in the stable yard. He’d pulled open the double doors of the equipment barn — not the sealed stables, not those, not yet — and he was hauling saddle racks into the morning light, arranging them along the stone wall. The bacon sandwich was gone. His sleeves were rolled to the elbows, and the muscles in his forearms shifted under the skin as he worked.

He saw Brad and straightened. Saw me behind him and didn’t comment on the t-shirt.

“Brad, this is Rhett. Our riding master. He runs this side of the operation.”

They shook hands. Two men who sized each other up by the grip and decided they could work together.

“Molly says she’s got a guest arriving in forty-eight hours. Six men required. Three days.”

Rhett looked at me.

I nodded.

“Then we need to cover the framework.”

Rhett leaned against the saddle rack and crossed his arms. His voice was calm, level, the same tone he used with horses — no urgency, total authority.

“Every man on this property who takes part signs a consent agreement. Safeword system — red stops everything, yellow slows down. No exceptions, no negotiations. The guest’s limits are on file before she arrives, and every participant reads them.”

“That’s easy.”

“No recording without written consent from every person in the room. Medical checks current within thirty days.”

Rhett looked at me.

“Condoms?”

“She wants them to cum inside her — every hole. And she asked for bukkake.”

He looked at Brad, who nodded.

“Any man who ignores a safeword is off the property inside the hour and doesn’t come back.”

Brad listened without moving. His arms stayed folded. When Rhett finished, he nodded once.

“Same rules as a site. You don’t cut corners, and you don’t skip the safety brief.”

He held out his hand. Rhett took it.

“Now.” Brad turned to me. The squint softened into something warmer. “How about you hold this young lady up so she can show her gratitude?”

I looked at Brad.

At the scarred hands and the gray temples and the chest that was broader than it should have been on a man his age. He wasn’t Rhett. He wasn’t Dad. He was a man who built things for a living and had just agreed to let his crew fuck a stranger for three days without blinking.

“You want to fuck me?”

“Yes. I know. I know. Old enough to be your Dad — I have a daughter older —”

I held up a hand, and he was silenced.

I looked at Rhett. He was watching me — not waiting for an answer, not directing. Watching. His dark brown eyes steady, his body still, his cock a visible ridge behind the denim of his jeans.

I thought about my father. His car on the road somewhere, doing his bit for the benefit of Braddock Stables.

Then I bent forward, hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my underwear, and peeled them down.

The cotton stuck to my cunt — warm, damp, clinging to the swollen lips before pulling free with a sound I didn’t try to hide. I stepped out of them on the stable yard cobblestones and stood in nothing but Dad’s t-shirt and the cold morning air.

I looked around. Brad pointed to a huge nail driven deep into a wooden pole. I hung my stained panties on it like a flag.

Brad undressed as he would on a job — efficiently, no performance. Shirt over his head, belt unbuckled, jeans pushed down and stepped out of. His body was what I’d expected — hard from work, not from vanity.

His chest hair was thick and gray, a belly that was solid underneath, legs heavy with muscle. His cock was hard already. Shorter than Dad’s and Rhett’s — seven inches, maybe, and not as thick — but it stood straight and flushed, a workingman’s cock, honest about what it wanted.

He stared at my cunt. The lips swollen and puffy from the morning, the skin flushed, Rhett’s cum still glossy on the inside of my thighs where the shower hadn’t reached.

“Sloppy seconds.”

Not a question.

“Thirds, if we’re counting last night. I have been fucked a lot lately.”

“Exactly as I love it.”

His cock twitched.

Rhett stepped behind me. His hands found my waist, then slid down to the backs of my thighs. He gripped and lifted — the same way he’d lift a saddle onto a rack — and my feet left the ground. My back settled against his chest, his arms hooked under my thighs, and my legs spread wide in the air.

The position opened me completely. I felt the cool morning air on my cunt, on the swollen tissue, on the slick mess of cum and arousal that was already leaking from me.

I was sitting in Rhett’s arms with my cunt exposed to a man I’d met ten minutes ago.

“Go ahead and fuck me. Take all the gratitude you want.”

“Thank you.”

Brad stepped between my legs.

His hands went to my hips — rough, calloused, the grip of a man who held things steady for a living. He looked down at my cunt. At the flushed, swollen lips parted around nothing, the wetness catching the light, the evidence of Rhett’s morning load still visible at my entrance.

“Christ.”

He said it quietly. Not to me. To himself.

He notched his cock against my entrance and pushed.

His cock head slid inside me without resistance. My cunt was so wet, so stretched from Rhett’s girth an hour ago, that Brad’s smaller cock entered me like a hand sliding into a glove that’s been worn all day — easy, warm, the walls barely gripping.

I felt him inside me, but the sensation was different from Rhett or Dad. Less stretch. More slip. His shaft moved through the cum that was still pooled inside me, and the sound it made was thick and obscene — a wet, sucking noise with every stroke, the acoustic evidence of a woman who’d already been fucked and filled.

Brad loved it.

I could see it on his face — eyes half closed, mouth open, the expression of a man who had found exactly what he was looking for. He fucked me with short, grinding strokes, his pelvis pressing against my clit on each push, his cock sliding through the slick compound of Rhett’s cum and my own arousal.

Every thrust forced a small amount of fluid out around his shaft, and I felt it running down — warm, viscous — dripping from where his cock entered me onto my legs or the cobblestones below.

Rhett held me steady. His arms didn’t shake. His chest was warm and solid against my back, and I could feel his cock — hard, straining against his jeans — pressed against the base of my spine. His breath was even in my ear.

He wasn’t fucking me.

He was holding me in place for another man, and his self-control was something I could feel in the steadiness of his grip.

“Fuck her harder.”

Brad drove his cock deeper inside me. The angle changed — Rhett tilted me back, adjusting his grip under my thighs, and Brad’s cock found the front wall of my cunt. The head pressed against the spongy tissue and dragged, and the sensation shot through my pelvis like voltage. My hands found Rhett’s forearms and gripped. The muscle under my fingers was rigid, locked.

“She’s tight for a girl who’s already been fucked today.”

“She’s eighteen.” Rhett’s voice was flat. Professional. “Molly recovers fast.”

Brad came inside me.

No warning.

His face went blank, his hips slammed forward, and I felt his cock pulse inside me — shorter pulses than Rhett’s, faster, the cum hitting my walls in quick, hot jets. He ground his pelvis against mine through the last spasms, his cock twitching inside me, and then he exhaled — a long, rough breath that fogged in the morning air.

He pulled out.

The withdrawal was wet. I felt his cock drag free, the head pulling through the mess of cum inside me, and then the air hit the open space he’d left. My cunt clenched around nothing. The cum — Dad’s from last night, Rhett’s from this morning, and Brad’s from right now — leaked from me in a slow, warm trickle that ran down the cleft of my ass and dripped onto the cobblestones.

Rhett held me up. His arms hadn’t moved. My legs were still spread wide in the air, my cunt open, the evidence of three men dripping from me in the cold morning light.

Nell came around the corner of the barn.

She was carrying a bucket — horse grooming supplies, brushes and combs — and she stopped when she saw us. Her dark eyes went from Brad, naked and softening, to me, suspended in Rhett’s arms with cum running down my thighs.

She set the bucket down.

Rhett nodded at my cunt. A small movement, chin dropping half an inch. Nell didn’t need more than that.

She knelt on the cobblestones and put her mouth on me.

Her tongue found the seam of my lips and licked upward — slow, flat, gathering the cum that had leaked to my entrance. The taste must have been everything — Rhett’s seed from this morning, Brad’s from thirty seconds ago, my own arousal layered underneath.

She sealed her lips over my opening and sucked gently, and I felt the cum release from inside me in a warm, thick rush — drawn out by her mouth, pooling on her tongue.

She swallowed.

The sound was small and wet, and it traveled through my body like a tremor.

Her tongue probed deeper. Inside me now, working the walls, finding the cum that had settled in the places Brad’s cock had pushed it. She licked me clean with the thoroughness of a girl who had learned this ritual at Rosehill and carried it home. Every fold. Every crease. The cum on my inner thighs, caught with the flat of her tongue. The drop that had run to the cleft of my ass, onto my pucker, traced back with the tip.

When she finished, my cunt was clean and throbbing and empty, and Rhett lowered me to the ground.

My feet hit the cobblestones. My legs were shaking. Nell stood up and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. Brad was already dressed — jeans, shirt, boots, belt buckled. He looked at me the way he’d looked at me on the porch, except now his assessment had a conclusion.

“I’ll have a room ready for your guest by tomorrow night.”

He walked back up the hill toward the house.

Rhett handed me my underwear. Nell picked up her bucket. The three of us stood in the stable yard — two women and a man — and the morning was still cold, and the mist was still burning off the low field, and the sealed stables were dark and quiet fifty yards away.

“I need coffee.”

We went inside.

The van was still loaded from the shopping. Nell had come to ask me about storage and ended up on cleanup duty.

They unloaded in the kitchen while I rested — the efficient, focused silence of two girls who had been given a task and taken it seriously. Costco bags lined the counter: towels, sheets, cleaning supplies, toiletries, cases of water, enough food to feed a battalion. Maria inspected each item against her list, checking things off with the stub of a pencil, and said nothing about the quantity.

She’d made the list for fifty.

The afternoon passed in noise. The construction crew hammered and drilled above us, dust filtering down from the ceiling in the breakfast room. Thomas dragged furniture from the east wing bedrooms, clearing space, stacking bed frames in the hallway.

Rhett worked the stable yard — I could hear him through the kitchen window, the scrape of equipment being moved, the steady sound of a man building something from nothing.

I sat at the kitchen table with my laptop and made calls. Lube supplier — Rhett’s recommendation, bulk order, overnight delivery. A medical supply company in the city for aftercare kits. The WhatsApp group Simone had demanded — I created it, added her number, and watched the contacts pour in within the hour. Photographers, lighting technicians, a woman who specialized in set dressing for adult content. Simone’s world arriving in my phone like water through a crack.

Brad appeared at four with a set of keys.

“Ground floor, east wing. Two rooms. Bathroom between them. Tiled, grouted, drained. Not pretty — but functional.”

“Already?”

“You said the first lady client arrives in forty-eight hours. I heard you.”

I took the keys. The metal was warm from his hand.

Dad came home at six.

The Audi pulled through the gate and stopped beside the contractors’ trucks. He sat in the car for a long time — I watched from the kitchen window, his silhouette behind the windshield, his hands on the wheel. Then he got out, walked to the trunk, and lifted out two boxes of wine and a bag from the hardware store.

He came through the kitchen door and set everything on the counter. His sleeves were rolled to the elbows. His jaw was tight.

“Maria told me about your conversation this morning.”

“Which part?”

“The whorehouse part.”

“That was her word.”

“She’s not wrong, Molly.”

He opened the wine. Poured two glasses — red, heavy, the kind he drank when he was thinking. He slid one across the counter to me.

“Simone called this morning.”

He went still. The glass was halfway to his mouth.

“She’s coming day after tomorrow. Six men. Three days. She’s streaming it on OnlyFans.”

He set the glass down. His hand was steady, but I could see the vein in his temple — the one that showed when something hit him before he was ready.

“She wants you there, Dad. All three holes. She said you can go first.”

“Christ.”

“That’s not the part that scared me.”

He looked at me.

“She knows Eleanor Voss.”

“Lots of people must know Eleanor Voss.”

“Mom knew Eleanor Voss.”

The kitchen was quiet. The faucet dripped. The grandfather clock counted its eleven seconds. Somewhere above us, a drill stopped, and the sudden absence of noise pressed down on the room like a hand.

Dad didn’t move. His eyes were on me, but he was somewhere else — seventeen years ago, or further, in a place I couldn’t follow.

“Dad.”

“I heard you.”

“Did you know?”

He picked up his glass and drank. A long swallow. When he set it down, the wine had left a dark line on his upper lip.

“No.”

One word. But his hand — the hand that had held mine every day of my life, the hand that had built this house and sealed the stables and gripped my hip while he was inside me — his hand was shaking.

I took it.

We stood in the kitchen, my fingers wrapped around his, the wine going warm on the counter and Maria’s dinner cooling on the stove and the construction crew packing up above us, their boots heavy on the stairs.

Through the window, the stables were going dark. The sealed doors. The padlocked entrance. The place where my mother died, and where I’d slept alone for six years, and where something I didn’t understand yet had started long before I was born.

Simone was coming in forty-eight hours. She had things to explain.

And my father’s hand would not stop shaking.


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

“I’m worried, Dad.”

“What about, baby girl?”

I looked around. The workmen were gone. The house was quiet except for the low rumble of an industrial food mixer being tested for the first time — Maria’s territory expanding into a demand she’d spent the morning pretending she hadn’t already accepted. Thomas was at the stables with Rhett. Maria kept Nell and Angie busy in the kitchen.

Two grooms had arrived an hour ago. Rhett’s new stable lads — eighteen, strong, smelling like sweat and leather. They waited downstairs for their interviews. Interviews that would leave my cunt full and my assessment complete.

There was nobody around.

“I’m worried about you and me, Dad.”

His smile dropped. The lines around his eyes flattened, and his jaw set — the face I’d seen at site meetings when someone delivered news that changed the plan. He took both of my hands. His grip was warm and certain, the calluses on his palms rough against my fingers.

“Above, below, and on both sides — there is always you and me, Molly. I thought you knew that.”

“Brad fucked me.”

“And Nell cleaned up the mess. I know.”

“I like it, Dad. The freedom and spontaneity of it. Peeling down my soaking wet panties like it was a favor returned.”

“It was. Nothing wrong with that. We chose this, darling — both of us.”

Steady. Measured. The words arriving without heat.

“You don’t mind?”

“It didn’t bother me, Molly. It doesn’t change the fact I love you.”

“Rhett fucked me more than you did last night.”

“And I fucked Nell and Angie more than he did.”

He shrugged and smiled.

I looked at him. The gray eyes, steady, lighter at the rim. The vein in his temple was quiet now — not like last night, when it had pulsed under the weight of a dead woman’s secret.

“When Brad fucked me, I felt like I drifted away from you.”

He held my gaze. Didn’t flinch. Didn’t soften.

“This is about Mom. This is about Simone dropping in your lap something that would floor anyone.”

“Why would Mom know Miss Voss, Dad?”

“I have no clue.”

He let go of one hand and rubbed his jaw — sorting the load-bearing walls from the partition in his head.

“Mom landed in my life six months pregnant. We were in love. We married in a quiet, closed ceremony because you were getting big. She died a year after you were born. Simone knew her better than I did.”

“What about the guy who got her pregnant?”

“I never asked. It was over before I met your Mom.”

“Anything else?”

“Nothing. We never discussed our families. She knew Celia well. My parents were dead. Hers were too. You never had grandparents.”

He paused. His eyes moved to the window — the paddocks, the tree line, the stables dark at the bottom of the hill.

“I loved your Mom, Molly. But I barely knew her. Fifteen months — from the day she arrived to the day she died. I hate saying this, but I know you better. Eighteen years. Every day of your life.”

“You raised me, Daddy.”

“I did. But I also love you like no other. I’m not disrespecting Mom—”

“I know.”

He pulled me against him. His arms wrapped around my waist, his chin on the top of my head. I pressed my face into his chest and breathed — clean cotton, the faint trace of wine from last night, and beneath it, the smell that was just him.

His cock was soft against my stomach through his jeans, and I could feel his heartbeat — slow, certain, the rhythm of a man who had decided something.

My cunt still held Brad’s cum and Rhett’s from this morning. His cum was inside Nell and Angie — he’d fucked them both more than me in the last twenty-four hours. The two people who started this were fucking everyone except each other, and the math had crept up on us without either of us noticing.

“We need to make love to each other, Dad.”

“I agree. I have just the thing.”

“What?”

“Tell Nell and Angie to interview the grooms — in the stables where Rhett can join in and assess properly. Thomas will run.” He paused. “Or at least I hope for his sake he does.”

I laughed. The sound surprised me.

“And what about us?”

“Meet me in the basement.”

Nell and Angie were only too happy to take two gorgeous, strong guys to the stables and fuck them.

The grooms had arrived in a mud-spattered pickup — Rhett’s contacts, both eighteen, both built for the work. The first was taller, dark-haired, wide through the shoulders, with the easy posture of a man who spent his days lifting hay bales and leading horses.

The second was leaner, blond, quieter, his forearms roped with tendon and his hands rough at the knuckles. They stood in the hallway looking at me in Dad’s t-shirt and bare feet, and I could see the moment they understood what kind of interview this was.

I didn’t want either of them. Not for any reason except that I needed to make love to my father.

“Take them for a shower first, ladies. Hygiene first.”

“Can we fuck them in the shower, Moll?”

Nell had her arms around the dark-haired one already, her face pressed against his chest, her fingers hooked into the waistband of his jeans.

“No. This is serious, Nell. You too, Angie. These guys need to be excellent grooms and better lovers. They’ll be in demand. Do this properly. They shower, you wait, they fuck you in front of Rhett.”

“And then we keep them?”

“Ask Rhett.”

She nodded and led both men away by the hand.

Angie hung back.

“Daddy issues?”

“Sort of.”

“I can solve that, Molly.”

“How?”

“Use the master suite as yours and his base. Have a communal room for staff — massive bed where everyone can fuck, even you and him. Each staff member has their own bedrooms too. Privacy and community in one.”

“And if Dad or I want someone to join us for a night?”

“Invite them.”

“Sounds reasonable.”

She turned to follow Nell, then looked back over her shoulder.

“Go fuck your Dad, Molly. You need it more than I need stable boys.”

She was gone before I could answer.

The house settled. The back door opened and closed, and the kitchen went quiet for the first time since six in the morning. Plates in the sink. Coffee cooling in a mug with my lipstick on the rim. The afternoon light had shifted — it came through the west window now, catching the edge of the counter where Dad had set his keys.

His keys. He was home, and I was glad.

I found him at the basement door. He was standing with one hand on the frame, watching me come down the hall, and something in his face had changed — not a smile, not the tension from the truck. Something settled. Patient. The look he gave me when I was twelve, and he’d built something in the workshop and wanted to show me but wouldn’t rush it.

“Come downstairs, Molly.”

Three words. Not a question.

The basement stairs were narrow, older than the rest of the house. I’d been down here a hundred times as a kid — his drafting space, the long tables covered in blueprints, the smell of graphite and wood shavings and the cool that lives underground in old stone houses. Dad’s place. The place where he designed things.

He’d redesigned it.

The drafting tables were gone except one — the oldest one, the walnut one, the one I’d done my math homework on while he worked at the larger table beside me. It sat in the center of the room now under a single overhead light, and it wasn’t a drafting table anymore.

The surface had been sanded and sealed — I could see that. New finish, smooth, the grain brought up dark. But the pencil marks were still there. My pencil marks. A child’s doodles. The faint grooves of long division and state capitals pressed into the wood nine years ago, sealed under the new finish like fossils.

He hadn’t sanded them out.

He’d sealed them in.

The table sat at waist height — his waist, not mine. Padded at the edges with dark leather. And at the far end, bolted through the wood with hardware that hadn’t come from any catalog, two cuffs. Sheepskin-lined. Positioned exactly the width of my shoulders apart.

“Crudely speaking, it’s a fuck table.”

“It’s perfect, Dad.”

“It’s for couples like us. A daughter who wants to remember what her formative years felt like while she’s being fucked.”

My father had built a fuck table. And he’d built it on the desk where I’d learned to spell my name.

“When did you build this?”

“Yesterday. It was easy. I ordered everything while we were at Rosehill. I had the design sorted and the materials here, so I—”

“Built it for us to use first.”

“Yes, Molly. You’re my girlfriend and my daughter — nothing has changed.”

He was behind me. Close. I could feel the heat of him through my shirt.

“I measured the distances while you were sleeping.”

While I was sleeping. In his bed. He’d lain there after fucking me and measured the distance from my wrists to my shoulders, from my hips to the edge of the mattress, and then he’d come down here and built this.

“Lie down, darling. I’m going to fuck you — then I’ll take you to our bed. Just us.”

“Thank you, Daddy.”

I walked to the table. The leather felt cool under my palms. I pressed my fingertips into the surface and felt the ghost of my own handwriting — a ridge where I’d pressed too hard on a spelling test in third grade.

Then I lowered myself onto the leather, face down, and my cheek found the wood beyond the padding where the surface was bare and smooth and still smelled faintly of graphite.

He fastened the cuffs to my wrists — snug, not tight, the sheepskin soft against my bones. His fingers checked the fit like he’d checked my seatbelt every morning for twelve years until I could do it myself. By feel. By pressure. The small nod that meant I was safe. The same gesture. The same hands. Twelve years of buckling me into the passenger seat of the truck before school, and now he was strapping me to a table he’d built to fuck me on.

I heard his belt.

Not the slide of leather through loops — the sound of the buckle. The metal click I’d heard in doorways and living rooms and the front seat of the truck my entire life. The sound that meant Dad was home, Dad was getting comfortable, Dad was settling in. It meant something different now.

It meant he was getting his cock out.

It meant I was going to be fucked by the only man who mattered.

His palm pressed flat between my shoulder blades. Heavy. Warm. Controlling me. Pinning me against the table — not force, just weight. His other hand pushed my skirt up over my hips. No underwear. He already knew.

His thumb traced the crease where my thigh met my ass, and I heard him breathe — a slow exhale, controlled, the sound of a man looking at something he built and finding it exactly right.

“My little girl. My good little girl.”

Then his cock pressed against me. The blunt head dragging through my folds, opening me, collecting the wet, finding the angle. The upward curve nudged my entrance. He didn’t push. He waited.

“Daddy.”

“I know.”

“I need you to fuck me. I want to be yours — every night, before bedtime. This is the story I need.”

He slid his cock inside me.

Nine inches filled me.

My father’s cock — the cock I’d first held in a stall at Rosehill with three girls watching, the cock that had broken me in on my mother’s side of the bed — filling me in the room where he’d drawn buildings since before I was born.

Not Rhett’s width. Not Brad’s efficiency. The long, reaching stroke that belonged to the man who had driven me to school and tucked me in at night and was now balls deep inside his eighteen-year-old daughter on his own drafting table.

The upward curve found the back of me. His crown pressed past the place where other men stopped — past Rhett’s depth, past Brad’s — into the space that had only ever been his. My cervix ached, and his pelvis settled flush against my ass, and for a moment neither of us moved. Just my Dad’s cock, fully inside me, and his heartbeat pulsing through the shaft against my walls.

My cheek pressed into the wood. I could feel the groove of a letter under my skin — a B or a D, something I’d carved into the surface when I was small enough that it seemed important to mark things.

My fingers curled inside the cuffs.

The sheepskin held.

He pulled back — slowly, the ridge of his crown dragging against my upper wall — and then he drove in again. Harder. The table didn’t move. He’d bolted it to the floor. Of course he had. He was an architect. He’d calculated the load.

He drove his hips forward and filled me again. Deeper this time. His hands gripped my hips, pulling me back onto him as he pushed forward, and the double motion drove him past the place where I usually gasped and into the place where I couldn’t think.

The head of his cock pressed my cervix flat, and the pressure bloomed into something that wasn’t pain and wasn’t pleasure but was both — the deep, internal ache that meant he was inside me all the way, that meant every inch of him was buried inside his daughter, that meant there was nothing between his body and the back of mine.

“Fuck me harder, Dad.”

“I’ve got you, Molly.”

“I want to sleep with your shape inside me.”

“I love you, Molly.”

Four words. The same words he’d said when I fell off the tire swing at seven and split my chin on the root. The same words he’d said when I woke up screaming from a nightmare at twelve, and he sat on the edge of my bed with his hand on my forehead.

He said them now with his cock balls deep inside me and his hands on my hips, and my cunt stretched around every inch of him, and they meant exactly what they’d always meant.

I wasn’t the CEO of Braddock Stables down here. I wasn’t the woman who’d handled Eleanor Voss or made a deal with Brad or ordered lube in bulk or told Maria how to run her kitchen. I was my father’s daughter. His girl. The one he’d built a table for — pencil marks sealed under varnish and sheepskin inside the cuffs so the leather wouldn’t bruise my wrists.

He fucked me properly.

He hadn’t — not since we came home, not since the phone call, since Simone, since the weight of whatever my mother had done settled into his shoulders and wouldn’t leave. He fucked me like he was trying to reach the other side of me, and the table held, and the cuffs held.

I pressed my face into the wood, letting my childhood out — I was a good girl. I had always been a good girl, and this was my reward. I let feral sounds come out of me — the high, broken sound that I could only make when it was my father fucking me, when the cock inside me belonged to the man who had raised me.

His thumb.

I didn’t expect it. His right hand left my hip and his thumb pressed against my asshole — dry at first, just pressure, a question.

I flinched. He paused.

“Do it, Dad. Please. That hole is yours too.”

“Relax.”

One word. The voice he used when he was teaching me to drive and I’d stalled in the intersection and frozen. Calm. Absolute. Not a request.

His thumb pressed again. Slick now — he’d gathered the wet from between my legs, from the slick coating his cock. The tight muscle resisted and then didn’t, and his thumb slid inside my ass to the first knuckle while his cock filled my cunt, and I made a sound I’d never heard myself make.

Both holes felt full. His thumb fucked my ass, and his cock fucked my cunt, and his other hand pressed on the small of my back — the hand that had steadied me on a bicycle at six, guided me through a crowded parking lot at nine, held my shoulder at fourteen when I cried over a boy whose name I couldn’t remember now.

Those hands. His body was inside me, stretching me open in a basement neither of us would have imagined five weeks ago.

My father fucked me with his thumb inside my ass, and his cock inside my cunt, and the rhythm was slow now, deliberate — each stroke pressing his crown against my cervix while his thumb pressed deeper, and the two points of pressure found each other through the thin wall between.

I could feel him touching himself inside me. His cock against his thumb through the membrane. The architecture of my body reduced to the space between his two hands.

My mouth opened against the wood and the sound I made wasn’t a word — it was something older, something from the back of my throat that I didn’t recognize and couldn’t control. My thighs shook against the edges of the table, and my fists pulled at the cuffs, and the leather creaked under my hips.

I came on my Daddy’s cock on the table where I’d done my homework and he’d drawn skyscrapers, and every version of me that had ever existed — the girl on the tire swing, the teenager in the stables, the woman who’d been fucked in front of a gallery of strangers — collapsed into one body, and that body belonged to him.

“Good girl.”

Two words. Quiet. His mouth against my shoulder blade. The same words from the alcove at Rosehill — the first time he’d said them — except now they landed on the surface where he’d drawn his life’s work, and I felt them in my cunt, in my chest, in the place behind my eyes where tears start when something is too true to hold.

“I need this so badly, Dad.”

“I’m filling my little girl up.”

“I love you.”

He came inside me with those words lingering on my tongue. I felt it — the swell, the pulse, the heat spreading deep inside me. His hips pressed flush against my ass and stayed. His thumb slid out of me slowly, and his hand came to rest on my lower back, beside the other. He stood there, still inside me, breathing against my shoulder, his cock twitching and decanting every drop of his seed.

The basement was so quiet I could hear the furnace clicking on two rooms away.

Neither of us moved for a long time.

When my father finally pulled his cock out, I felt the loss — the sudden emptiness inside my gaping cunt, the cool air where he’d been, his cum beginning the slow slide down my inner thigh.

He unfastened the cuffs one at a time, rubbing each wrist with his thumb, checking the skin for marks. Carefully. Thoroughly.

I reached between my legs before he could step back. Two fingers, sliding through the mess of him — warm, thick, already starting to spill down my thigh. I brought them to my mouth and sucked them clean.

His taste and mine together, salt and copper and the faint sweetness underneath that I’d learned to crave the first time I’d taken his cock in my mouth. I swallowed and went back for more — greedy, shameless, licking my fingers the way I’d lick a spoon.

Dad watched me.

He always watched me when I did something like this, and the look on his face was the same every time — not surprise, not anymore. Something closer to confirmation. His daughter, on a table he’d built, eating his cum off her own fingers like it was something she’d been hungry for all day.

I rolled onto my back. The ceiling was bare joists and old wiring and a single bulb. My legs hung off the edge of the table. Between them, I was a mess — swollen, gaping, his cum pooling on the leather beneath me.

“Why?”

He was buckling his belt. He looked at me.

“Your thumb, Daddy. My — there. Why?”

He finished with the belt. Leaned against the table beside me. His hand found my knee, and his thumb — the same thumb he fucked my ass with — traced a small circle on my skin.

“Because I want to fuck you there.”

He said it simply. No embarrassment. No negotiation. A man stating the dimensions of a room.

“My ass?”

“Yes.”

“You want to fuck my ass?”

“I want to be the first man inside every part of you.” His hand moved up my thigh. “I want to prepare you and stretch the ring. Slowly. So when I do fuck you there, it doesn’t hurt.”

I looked at him. Belt buckled. Shirt untucked. His cock still wet with me, softening inside his jeans. My father. The man who’d just fucked me on a table he’d built with his own hands in a basement where I’d learned to write my name.

“Okay.”

“Okay?”

“Teach me and train that hole.” I sat up. His cum slid down my thigh and onto the leather. “The way you teach me everything.”

His hand came to the side of my face. His thumb on my cheekbone. He looked at me the way he’d looked at me in the doorway five weeks ago, when everything started. Not hunger. Not guilt. The steady, certain gaze of a man who knew exactly what he wanted and had built a room to get it.

“I will.”

The bathroom was new. Dad had designed it himself — floor-to-ceiling Italian porcelain in a pale gray that caught the light from the rain shower overhead and held it. Heated floors. A bench built into the alcove, the same walnut as the drafting table downstairs. He’d designed the basement to impress clients, but he’d designed this room for us.

I stood under the water and let it hit the back of my neck where the muscles had knotted sometime between Maria’s outburst and the basement. Dad stepped in behind me. He didn’t say anything.

He reached past me for the bottle on the shelf — Aesop, the amber one, geranium and something earthy I couldn’t name — and worked it between his palms until the lather was thick. Then his hands were in my hair.

He washed my hair. Both hands, fingers working through to the scalp, tilting my head back so the soap wouldn’t run into my eyes. The same hands, the same tilt, since I was small enough to stand in the bathtub and hold the edge.

I closed my eyes and let him. The water ran down my chest and between my legs where I was still swollen, still tender, and his cum thinned and slipped down my inner thigh and circled the drain and was gone.

His hands moved to my shoulders. Down my arms. He soaped my breasts gently — not sex, not yet, just thorough. My stomach. My hips. He knelt on the wet tile and washed my legs, one at a time, lifting each foot the way you lift a horse’s hoof to check the shoe.

His thumb cleaned between my toes. He washed between my legs last — carefully, his fingers barely pressing, the soap warm and slick over the places he’d been inside an hour ago.

“Turn around, baby girl.”

I turned.

He washed my back. The long muscles beside my spine. The small of my back where his hand had held me down. My ass. His fingers slid between my cheeks and caressed over my asshole — still tender, the ghost of his thumb inside me — and the touch was so gentle it almost made me cry.

“Rinse.”

I stepped under the water and let it take everything. When I opened my eyes, he was washing himself — quick, efficient, already done with his chest by the time I looked. I watched the soap run down his stomach, over the cock that hung heavy between his legs. Soft now. Still big. He caught me looking, and something crossed his face that wasn’t quite a smile.

“There’s something on the bed.”

“A gift?”

“Yes.”

I turned off the water, and he handed me a towel — thick, white, heavy enough to feel like a blanket. I dried off on the heated floor while he wrapped his towel around his waist, and I followed him through to the bedroom.

Two robes were laid out on the bed. Kimono style, white, a cotton so soft it felt like it had already been worn a hundred times. I picked mine up. On the breast pocket, embroidered in pink thread: MB.

His initials were in blue. CB.

I put it on. It fit perfectly — the sleeves hit my wrists, the hem hit my knees, the sash sat at my natural waist. Not a one-size hotel robe. He’d ordered my size.

“These are beautiful. Where—”

“A place called Spa Robes. Same ones the Four Seasons uses.” He was tying his sash, not looking at me. “Three hundred apiece, but I’m adding it to the bills. Every room gets a pair.”

“With the guest’s name?”

“With our logo. Which you need to get made.” He sat on the edge of the bed and pulled on the matching slippers. “There’s a woman in town — Sammy. She runs a workwear shop, has a four-head embroidery machine. She did these. She can do the logo once you’ve got one.”

I sat beside him. My feet found the slippers, and they fit — the right size, lined in something soft. He’d measured these too. Probably while I was sleeping.

“Every room?”

“Non-negotiable. Part of the package.”

I leaned into my father’s shoulder. The robe smelled like the cotton it was made of — clean, new, expensive. His arm came around me. Through the window I could see the stable yard in the dark, the lights he’d wired along the path picking out the gravel and the fence posts and the corner of the arena.

It was coming together. All of it. The rooms, the robes, the products in the shower, the lights on the path. Five weeks ago this had been a sealed building and a man who couldn’t look at me without feeling guilt. Now it was a business. A home. A life that made sense in a way I hadn’t known life could.

“Bed, Molly. You’re tired. I can see it in your face.”

“You always could.”

“And I always will.”

We climbed in. He pulled the covers over both of us, and I pressed my back against his chest, and his arm came over me, and his hand found its usual place — flat against my stomach, fingers spread, holding me against him.

The sheets smelled like lavender. The house was quiet. I was asleep in minutes.

Gravel.

I heard the crunch of tires on stone, slow, deliberate — a heavy car finding its way up an unfamiliar drive. I opened my eyes. The room was dark. The clock on the nightstand said 11:47.

Dad was already at the window.

I pushed the covers back and joined him. Outside, a gray Bentley Continental sat in the yard, its headlights cutting across the gravel. The engine died. A driver got out, circled the car, and opened the passenger door.

Simone Hardaway stepped out into the light.

She looked up at our window. Smiled. Waved — the wave of a woman who knew she was arriving uninvited and was betting on being forgiven.

We waved back.

“She’s not due until tomorrow night. Her session doesn’t start until the morning after.”

“So why—”

“She came for you, Molly.”

His hand found the small of my back. We watched the driver open the trunk and begin unloading cases — two, three, four. Simone stood in the yard with her arms folded against the night air, looking up at the building with the expression of someone arriving at a place they’d been thinking about for a long time.

“Come on.” I tightened my robe and found my slippers. “Let’s go.”

We went downstairs together. Maria had already materialized — she was showing the driver where to take the cases, her voice carrying down the hall in that low, efficient tone she used when she was working and not complaining.

The kitchen light was on.

Simone stood in the doorway. She looked beautiful — dark hair loose, a cream wrap over something silk — but I caught it immediately. The tightness around her mouth. The way her hands gripped her clutch.

“Is it an imposition?”

“Our home is your home. Sit down. Are you hungry?”

She sat at the kitchen table. Dad put the kettle on — not because anyone had asked, but because it was midnight, a woman was distressed, and that’s what you do. I sat across from Simone and waited.

“I owe you an apology, Molly.”

“For arriving early?”

“For running my mouth. That thing about your mother. On the phone — I shouldn’t have—” She pressed her fingertips against her eyes. “I left you hanging with half a story, and I couldn’t sleep.”

“So you drove three hours.”

“I drove three hours.”

Dad set a mug in front of her. She wrapped her hands around it.

“Tell me.”

“There’s a woman — a friend of a friend — who called me a few days ago. She said Voss has been making calls. It’s open season on you, Molly. On this place. She wants you shut down before you open.”

I looked at Dad. He was leaning against the counter, arms folded, face unreadable.

“We figured. She made that fairly clear.”

“Good. Okay.” Simone took a breath. “But that’s not why I came.”

She looked at her tea. Then at Dad. Then at me.

“Your mother and I worked at Rosehill for a year. Before you were born. Before she met your father.”

The words came out flat. Rehearsed. Three hours in the passenger seat of a Bentley to get them right.

“We were Rosehill girls. Both of us.”

The kitchen was quiet. The kettle clicked off. Somewhere in the house, Maria was closing a door.

I looked at my father. His face hadn’t changed — same expression, same posture, arms still folded. But his knuckles were white. His hands had tightened into fists inside the crook of his elbows, and he was holding them there, very still.

“She never told you, Dad.”

“No.”

One word. No inflection. The voice of a man putting a pin in something he would take out later, alone, when he could look at it without an audience.

Simone’s eyes were wet.

“She was going to. She was almost — the timing. The accident happened before—”

“I understand.”

My father didn’t move. He didn’t unfold his arms. But something behind his eyes shifted — something older than anger, older than grief. The look of a man learning that the woman he’d buried had kept a room in her life he’d never been invited into.

Simone was gripping the mug so hard her knuckles matched Dad’s.

“There’s more.”

We both looked at her. She opened her mouth. Closed it. Opened it again.

“The thing is.”

Her voice cracked.

“The thing is — what, Simone?”

“The thing is.”

She looked at me. Straight at me.

“Eleanor Voss was Lena’s mother.”

The words sat in the kitchen like something dropped from a height.

I heard them. I understood them. Eleanor Voss — the woman trying to destroy us — was Lena’s mother. Lena, who was my mother. Which meant Eleanor Voss was my—

“Voss is your grandmother, Molly.”

The clock on the wall ticked. The kettle pinged as it cooled. My father’s hands stayed folded inside his arms, white-knuckled, perfectly still.

I looked at him. He looked at me. And neither of us said a word.


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

I woke up and heard horses.

Hooves on gravel — not one set but three, maybe four, the heavy percussion of shod horses being walked across the stable yard. Rhett’s voice carried from below the window, low and even, and two others I didn’t recognize. The grooms I had met and asked Angie and Nell to interview. Younger voices, the clipped responses of men who handled animals for a living and didn’t need to be told twice.

I rolled into Dad. Slowly — my arm sliding across his stomach, my head lifting, lowering onto his chest. His skin was warm and dry, and I found his heartbeat through my ear. Slow. Confident. The steady thud of a man who’d slept deeply despite what he’d learned the night before.

His arm came around me. The reflex that had been reaching for me since I was small enough to fall asleep against his ribs.

“This is right, Dad. The day starts and ends with us.”

He was awake. I felt his breathing shift.

“I agree.”

“We can still play with the others. When it works for both of us.”

“We will, Molly.”

I lay still. His chest rose and fell under my cheek, and I listened to the house — Maria’s faucet counting its eleven seconds, the creak of floorboards somewhere down the hall, the rattle of a saddle rack being dragged across cobblestones.

Simone’s words were still in the kitchen where she’d left them.

Eleanor Voss was Lena’s mother.

She’s your grandmother, Molly.

I hadn’t asked a single question. I’d stood up, walked out of the kitchen, climbed the stairs. Dad had followed. We’d fucked on his drawing table again — blueprints shoved to the floor, my back on the oak, his hands gripping the edge behind my head, his cock sliding in and out of my cunt hard and fast, the kind of sex that doesn’t process what happened, just burns through it.

Then bed. His chest against my back. His arm over me. And I’d slept without dreaming.

I wasn’t crushed. I’d expected to be.

What I felt was a thread pulled taut between me and a woman I’d never known, a woman who’d walked corridors like the ones I’d walked, who’d stood in front of a woman like Eleanor Voss and given herself to an institution I’d outgrown and dismissed.

Lena wasn’t the photographs anymore. Not the young face holding a baby she wouldn’t live to see grow up. Not the womb memory that had always felt borrowed, abstract, a sensation I carried without understanding.

My mother was real now. The hunger, the shamelessness, the pull toward structure and surrender — I’d thought I was building something new. I was continuing something she’d started.

“You must have questions for Simone.”

“Should I ask today, or wait until after her event?”

“Today. This morning. She came early to have it set aside.”

“Don’t you want to know, Dad?”

His hand moved through my hair. Not stroking. Resting. His fingers warm against my scalp, the way they’d been warm when he washed my hair as a child.

“I loved your mom. Still do, in some ways. But you—that first time — on this bed, on her side — made me yours and you mine. Whatever Lena did or didn’t do before I knew her, I won’t judge her for it. And I won’t carry things she chose not to tell me.”

“What about Voss?”

“If she comes for us, I’ll fight. I know how to fight these people, Molly. Courts, regulators, lawyers. I’ve managed hostile planning committees. I’ve gone toe to toe with inspectors who wanted buildings torn down. She won’t stand a chance.”

“My God!”

“What’s wrong, Molly?”

“Does she even know?”

I raised my head and stared at him. His eyes were gray and steady, the lines around them deeper than they’d been a month ago.

“She never said, Dad. Simone never told us whether Voss knows about you and me. About us and what we are to her. About this place — outside of us being Rosehill clients.”

“I think you just found your first question.”

Dad rolled out of bed. His cock was hard — the full nine inches standing from his body, veins running the length of the shaft, the head flushed and slick. A bead of precum swelled at the slit as I watched, caught the light, and ran in a slow line down the underside of his crown. A teardrop that mapped seventeen years of celibacy ended, and a new life started.

I reached for my phone.

“Hi. Yeah. Can you come to my room, please?”

I ended the call and beckoned him over.

I sat up on the edge of the bed, reached for his cock, and wrapped my fingers around the shaft. The heat of him against my palm. The weight. I stroked his shaft from tip to root, watching the head emerge from my fist — smooth, flushed, the slit weeping. I leaned forward, clamped my lips around the crown, and sucked.

Salt hit my tongue first. Then the deeper musk of sleep and arousal, concentrated, heavy. His precum pooled on my tongue — a large droplet that burned across my taste buds and slid toward my throat.

I sucked his cock gently, my tongue working the underside of his head, and felt his hand settle on the back of my skull. Not pushing. Holding. The same weight, the same palm, since I was small enough to fall asleep in his arms.

I was giving Dad a proper wake-up.

“Who did you call?”

I pulled back. A thread of spit connected my lower lip to his crown and stretched.

“Nell. You fuck her while she licks my cunt.”

“Jesus —”

“Brad did something to me—“

I stopped. Looked down at my father’s cock in my hand, my fingers glistening, my grip loosening but not letting go. The sentence sat between my tongue and the air, and I didn’t know what came after it.

He reached down and lifted my chin with two fingers. His smile was quiet. Not amused. Certain.

“You’re allowed to enjoy being fucked by other men, Molly.”

“I was a slut, Dad. In the stable yard with Brad. I could have said no.” I stroked him slowly, my thumb tracing the ridge where shaft met head. “I didn’t want to.”

“And Rhett held you while Brad fucked you.”

“He told you?”

“He did.”

“And?”

His eyes held mine. His cock was still hard in my hand, still slick, and I could feel his pulse through the shaft — fast, steady, a rhythm I knew better than my own.

“I want to fuck you that way too. Rhett holding you. I fuck you. Then I hold you. Rhett fucks you.”

My cunt clenched. The image arrived whole — me suspended in Rhett’s arms again, my legs spread wide, Dad’s nine inches of rock-hard cock sliding into my tight, wet cunt while Rhett’s locked arms held me open. Then the reverse. Rhett’s girth stretching me while Dad’s hands gripped beneath my thighs and his breath warmed my neck.

“You don’t mind me being with Rhett?”

He looked around the bedroom. At the two kings pushed together. At the wrecked sheets. At the window where morning light was catching the wisteria on the stone face of the house. At the paddocks beyond, and below them, dark and still, the stables.

Then back at me.

“I don’t see him here. Where love matters.”

I squeezed his cock. Not hard. Acknowledgment.

“Look, Molly. I’m not comfortable being with other women unless you’re being who you want to be.”

“A slut?”

“Did it feel good when Brad fucked you?”

“Not the man. The moment.” I stroked him again — slowly, watching the precum gather. “It felt wild. The same way your drawing table felt last night. I went back in time. Brad was a moment where one favor was exchanged for another, and I chose to be the favor.” I looked up at him. “And I loved it.”

He held my gaze. He didn’t flinch at the word, and he didn’t correct it. He leaned down and kissed the top of my head — his lips warm, dry, the kiss of a father and a lover and a man who understood that his daughter’s freedom was the foundation his own joy was built on.

A knock came at the door. Nell didn’t wait.

She pushed the door open and crossed the room in bare feet, her slight body moving with the lightness of a girl who’d woken up happy and hadn’t stopped. Her dark hair was loose and tangled, her cheeks flushed, and she was wearing one of Rhett’s work shirts — unbuttoned, hanging past her thighs, the panels open over her small breasts. The tack harness was already buckled at her sternum, the braided tail clipped to the back. She’d put it on before anything else.

She was grinning.

“Were the grooms nice to you?”

“And Angie. They fucked us all night. Rhett too.” She climbed onto the bed, knees first, bouncing once on the mattress. “We bonded over cock and cunt.”

“Sounds like a game we should be offering here.”

“The horses arrived this morning. And the saddles — the adapted ones Rhett had made.”

“Are we riding out today?”

“Oh, please, Molly.” Her hands came together. “You fucked the saddle at Rosehill. We haven’t yet. Can we?”

“Of course.”

“And Daddy’s cock?” She looked at Dad’s erection, still in my hand, glistening with my spit. “Can we have that too? I had copies made. Twenty. They arrived last night with some lube.”

Twenty replicas of my father’s cock. Nine inches each, cast from the mold we’d taken at Rosehill. Every modified saddle at Braddock Stables fitted with my father’s cock — his exact shape, his exact curve, the flared head and the veins and the upward arc that found the place inside a woman that made her forget how to breathe. Every girl who rode here would ride Cole Braddock, whether he was in the room or not.

“Take Simone out for a ride too. She might get some useful streaming footage.”

Nell looked at Dad. Looked at his cock. Looked at me.

“You got him ready for me?”

“I want Dad to fuck you from behind, Nell.”

“And you?”

“I need my cunt licked. Please.”

I released Dad’s cock and shunted backward on the bed, settling against the pillows. Nell filled the space — one fluid motion, kneeling on the mattress, pulling Rhett’s shirt over her head and dropping it on the floor.

Her body was slight and pale in the morning light. Nipples tight and pink, the tack harness straps framing her small breasts. The scars across her ass caught the light — thin white lines on both cheeks, the thick one from hip to crease pulling taut as she spread her knees.

She’d been thrashed—carefully.

Nell turned her back to Dad and lowered her chest toward me, her knees parting wide on the sheets.

Her cunt opened behind her — the dark triangle of hair Dad still hadn’t shaved, the curls damp and matted. I stared at a floor-to-ceiling mirror and saw everything, even her pink slit glistening between them. I could smell her — musk and sex and the faint residue of a night spent with three men and Angie.

I spread my legs wide open.

Nell’s mouth found my leaking hole immediately.

Her tongue pressed flat against my entrance and dragged upward — slow, thorough, parting my folds with the width of it. She gathered the taste of me — the residue of last night on Dad’s drawing table, my own arousal from sucking his cock, the wetness that had been building since I’d said the word slut and felt it fit.

She sealed her lips over my clit and sucked, and the hood peeled back, exposing my raw nerve to the heat of her mouth.

Behind her, Dad knelt.

I watched him position himself. His hands on her hips, his thumbs finding the divots above her ass, tilting her pelvis the way he’d tilted mine — patient, precise, the adjustment of a man who understood angles and load-bearing structures and how to enter a body without breaking it.

“Mold Rhett’s cock today, Molly. Riders should have variety.”

“Okay Dad, now fuck Nell.”

I watched in the mirror.

His cock pressed against her entrance. The head notched into the slick seam of her lips, and I watched the tissue whiten around his width as he pushed inside.

Nell gasped against my cunt. Her breath was hot and sudden, and it vibrated through my clit and spread outward through my pelvis.

Dad fucked her deeper.

I watched his shaft disappear into her — inch by inch, the veins catching the light where her arousal coated them. Her cunt gripped him, the lips taut around the girth, the skin flushed and shining.

“He always fucks me deepest.”

“Take all of him, Nell.”

“Thank you.”

My Dad’s cock was always too much for Nell’s slight body. Her body yielded anyway — the way it had yielded on the dining hall table at Rosehill, and in the shower, and every time my Daddy fucked her because the girl who’d spent ten years reaching for a hand that wasn’t there would open for the man whose hand was.

His pelvis met her ass. Nine inches of prime cock was buried balls deep inside her.

“Daddy.”

Her word. Not mine.

Mine was heat and history — bath time and bedtime and years of wanting compressed into two syllables. Hers was the sound of a girl still learning the word could be safe, still surprised each time it left her mouth and nothing bad followed.

Dad began to fuck Nell while I rested back, enjoying the show and the tongue probing my cunt.

He fucked her with long strokes. Slowly — his cock pulling back until the rim of his head caught at her entrance, then driving forward until his pelvis pressed flush against her ass. Each thrust pushed Nell’s face deeper into my cunt.

Each withdrawal dragged her mouth across my clit. His rhythm — steady, measured, that of a man who understood that Nell needed to be taken gently even when she was taken completely.

I watched his face.

His eyes were on Nell’s back. On the scars. On the vertebrae visible beneath her pale skin. On the slight frame that was absorbing every inch of him. His jaw was set but not tight. His hands on her hips were firm but not rough. He was inside a girl he’d claimed, a girl he called sweetheart, a girl whose virginity he’d taken on a table in front of a hundred people — and his face carried the same expression now that it had carried then.

Tenderness beneath everything.

Nell’s tongue found the pattern. Every time Dad drove into her, the force pushed her forward, her mouth sealing over my clit with a pressure that spiked through my pelvis. Every time he pulled back, her tongue slipped inside me — curling, searching, pressing against the front wall. Two rhythms governed by one man’s hips.

I threaded my fingers through her dark hair and held her against me.

My cunt was flooding. The arousal ran in warm threads — across my perineum, pooling beneath me on the sheets. Nell licked through it. I could hear the small wet sounds of her swallowing between strokes, her throat working while Dad’s cock worked inside her.

His pace changed. The strokes shortened — the grinding rolls of a man nearing the edge, his pelvis pressing against Nell’s ass on each push, the sound thickening. Wet. Rhythmic. The slick percussion of his cock inside a cunt that was gripping him from entrance to cervix.

Nell’s hands found my thighs. She gripped hard — small fingers digging in, the calluses rough against my skin. Her breathing had changed. Short, sharp, caught between his thrusts and my cunt.

She was close. I could feel it in the way her tongue lost its pattern and went frantic — circling my clit, pressing, releasing, pressing again.

“Cum for him, Nell.”

She came.

I heard it in the sound Dad’s cock made — the stroke suddenly tighter, the wet resistance of a body clamping around him. Her thighs shook against the inside of mine. Her mouth went slack against my cunt, her breath coming in raw gasps that were warm and wet against my swollen clit.

Dad didn’t stop. He fucked Nell through it — his strokes hard now, deliberate, each one grinding her open mouth against me. The friction of her gasping lips on my clit — uncoordinated, accidental — pushed me toward the edge.

“Inside her, Daddy. Fill her up.”

His hands tightened around Nell’s hips. Three more strokes — deep, grinding, his pelvis meeting her ass with a sound that was sharp and final. His cock swelled and kicked inside her, and I watched his face as he came — the tension breaking, his eyes closing, his mouth opening, the expression of a man releasing his seed into a body he trusted.

I heard it. The wet pulse of each spasm, the thick sound of cum filling a space that was already tight around him. His hips ground with each throb, and the cum leaked around his shaft — white, thick, running down the inside of Nell’s thighs in a slow warm line that darkened the sheets.

My orgasm came without warning. Nell’s powerful lips sucking my clit, the sight of Dad’s cum leaking from her body, the vibration of her groan through my pelvis — it converged, and I came in a long shuddering wave that started at my clit and spread through my walls and clenched every muscle in my thighs and stomach.

I gripped Nell’s hair and pulled her against me and rode it out — my cunt pulsing and squirting against her mouth, the contractions deep and slow. The sound I made was not a word.

Dad pulled his cock out slowly. The withdrawal was wet — his cock softening, the cum spilling from Nell in a warm rush that pooled on the sheets between her knees. He leaned down and kissed the small of her back — the unmarked skin between the scars, the place another man had never touched gently.

Nell made a small sound against my thigh. Not a word. Something that carried ten years of waiting in it.

“Shower. Then breakfast.”

The breakfast room was full.

Maria had set the buffet along the far wall of a still half-constructed room — scrambled eggs in the heavy iron skillet, sausage links, bacon, toast in racks, the French press beside a second carafe, a glass pitcher of orange juice, and a bowl of cut fruit. She’d been up since six as usual. The kitchen smelled like hot oil and strong coffee and bread.

Rhett sat at the head of the table with his plate half cleared and a mug of coffee in his hand. He’d been in the stables since dawn — boots still on, leather dark with water, sleeves rolled to the elbows.

Beside him, two young men I’d seen last night. The grooms. Both eighteen, maybe nineteen — one fair-haired and broad across the chest, the other dark and lean with the forearms of someone who’d been handling horses since he could walk. They were eating like working men eat — fast, steady, not looking up.

Angie sat between them. Her ponytail was loose, her face flushed, and she was eating toast with the contented efficiency of a girl who’d been well fucked and had earned her breakfast. She looked up when we came in and smiled — lazy, satisfied.

Nell came in behind us. She’d showered and changed — jeans, tank top, no bra, the tack harness buckled at her sternum, the braided tail clipped and swinging against the back of her thighs. She pulled out the chair beside Angie and sat down, and her knee found mine under the table.

Simone was at the far end.

She sat apart from the others, a cup of tea in front of her, her phone face down on the table. Dark hair pulled back. A silk robe over something I couldn’t see. Her face was composed — careful, as it had been in the kitchen last night when she’d detonated seventeen years of sealed history in two sentences. She looked up when I walked in, and her eyes found mine, and held.

Dad pulled out my chair. I sat. He sat beside me. Maria set a plate of eggs in front of me and a mug of coffee in front of him. The faucet dripped. The grandfather clock counted its eleven seconds.

I had a question for the woman at the end of the table.

I picked up my plate and my coffee and moved to Simone’s end of the table.

A large bowl of Bircher sat between us — oats, yogurt, grated apple, the dark speckle of chia seeds. Maria’s version. Simone smiled and reached for my hand. Her fingers were cool, and her grip was firm — the hold of a woman who had driven three hours in the dark to say what she’d said and had been sitting alone since dawn waiting to find out what it cost her.

“Are you okay, Molly?”

“Shocked. Grateful to you for telling me the truth.”

“You have questions?”

“I do.”

She took the ladle, filled my bowl first, then her own. Serving me before herself — the gesture small and deliberate, the kind of thing you do for someone you’re asking to trust you.

“I heard horses this morning, Molly. Are you using Rosehill saddles?”

“Redesigned by Rhett. Each one fitted with a replica of my father’s cock.”

Her spoon stopped halfway to her mouth. She turned and looked at Dad — across the room, talking to Rhett over coffee and toast, his sleeves rolled, his jaw relaxed. He’d set something down in the night and picked up something else this morning, and it showed in the way he sat.

She looked at him longer than she needed to.

The younger ones had moved and claimed their own table by the window — two grooms, two girls, four kids shoulder to shoulder, feeding each other toast and laughing at something I couldn’t hear. Nell’s cheeks were flushed, and Angie’s ponytail was half undone. I’d have bet money both of them were still full of the boys’ cum from the night before.

I looked at Simone.

“Voss —”

“Your grandmother?”

“Yes.”

“Ask away.”

“Does she know about Dad and me? Who we are to her?”

Simone shook her head.

My heart hit my ribs so hard I felt the pulse in my temples. In my wrists. In the tips of my fingers on the edge of the table. Eleanor Voss was making calls, pulling strings, targeting a business she didn’t know belonged to her own granddaughter.

“No. We ran the week after Lena discovered she was pregnant.”

“Who?”

“Your father?” She caught herself. “Sorry — your biological father?”

“Yes.”

“Swiss aristocracy. Beautiful man. Awful man.”

“Awful?”

“Arrogant.”

“Were they in love?”

“No. Your mom became choosy after a few months in the wild. Rosehill does that. You fuck so much —”

I raised my hand and smiled.

“I know. Go on.”

“Your Mom was unwell for a week. Vomiting, couldn’t keep anything down. After she recovered, Lena thought nothing of it and fucked the Swiss guy because her Mom asked her to.”

Because her Mom asked her to.

I felt that land in my body before my brain caught it. My grandmother instructed my mother to service a client. My mother obeyed. And the accidental, unintended, biologically inevitable result of that instruction was me.

“He was smitten with her. Long story short — she fell pregnant. Six weeks and three tests later, we ran from Rosehill.” Simone set her spoon down. “We were kids, Molly. Your age.”

My age.

Eighteen at Rosehill. My mother had been eighteen in those corridors, standing in front of that woman — her own mother — taking instruction. The same age I was when I walked through the same gate and sat in the same office and watched Eleanor Voss decide whether Cole Braddock could get hard enough to stay.

I might have fucked a saddle my mother had broken in.

It didn’t matter. We’d fucked the same man.

My mother and I had been the same girl in the same place, separated by nothing but time.

“Wasn’t she on the pill?”

“Yes. When she saw a doctor and explained the circumstances, he suggested her sickness was probably the reason. She was vomiting the pill before it took effect.”

“Fuck.”

A stomach bug. A week of nausea. The pill gone before the chemistry could contain biology. My mother’s body did what bodies do when the barrier fails, and the man is inside you, and your own mother sent him there.

“Lena meant to explain everything to her mother, but she met your Dad. They fell in love. Then you were born. You had a real Dad right here, and Lena figured everything was best left as it was. For a time.”

“She withheld all of that from Miss Voss?”

Simone nodded.

“I’m sure she would have told her eventually. When your mom died, she was still figuring shit out.”

“She never told Dad.”

“No, darling. Only Lena and I knew.”

I looked at her face. Her eyes were wet. Not tears. The cost of carrying something alone for too long.

“You were in love with my mother.”

Not a question. I could hear it in the way she said Lena’s name — every time, all morning, every syllable weighed down with something that had no business being that heavy if the woman had only been a friend.

“I was.” She held her voice steady by force. “She loved me back. Not the same way. She wanted to be with Cole. I couldn’t stand in the way of that.”

“And now you want to fuck my father so you can be close to her one last time.”

Simone cupped my cheek with her hand. Her palm was warm. Her thumb traced my jaw — the jaw Cole said looked like Lena’s. The jaw that held a fork wrong, three fingers like a pencil.

“And you too, Molly.” Her voice dropped. “Call me disgusting if you like, but —”

“I get it.”

She searched my face for the flinch. She didn’t find it.

“Think about it. Please.”

“I will.”


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

“I want to do it, Dad, but not after all those men have fucked her.”

We were in the orangery. Morning light through the glass, the wisteria pressing against the panes like it was trying to get in. Dad had his coffee in both hands, his reading glasses pushed up into his hair

He hadn’t shaved. The gray stubble softened his jaw and made him look older than he was, and for the first time since Rosehill I could see the tiredness in the lines around his eyes.

“Why? Why do you want to fuck Simone?”

“For the connection. To Mom. To you.”

I set my mug down. The coffee was still too hot, and I’d been holding it to have something to do with my hands.

“It feels like a circle completed. Imagine Mom. She was there at Rosehill, doing what we did.”

“We were there for step-relationship bonding, darling.”

“Yes. Do you want to fuck Simone, Daddy?”

“Yes. With you.”

His jaw shifted. The muscle beside his ear tightened once and released, and his eyes moved to the window — past the wisteria, past the paddocks where Rhett was walking a horse along the fence line, down to the stables sitting dark and sealed at the bottom of the hill.

He stayed there for a long time.

“We don’t know why Mom was at Rosehill, other than the fact her mother ran the place.”

“Your grandmother. She owned it then and still does today, Molly. One hundred percent. I checked.”

“Mom is a mystery.”

“Ask Simone all about her?”

I shook my head.

“I’d rather not. I don’t want to dig any deeper into what’s already come up.”

“So we leave it?”

“I don’t know, Dad. What options do we have?”

He took a slow drink of his coffee. Set it down. Lined the handle up with the edge of the table — the architect in him, everything squared, everything aligned. His thumbnail found the chip on the rim and worried it once before his hands went still.

“You’re right about Mom. Dredging up the past won’t help. We have plenty to go at Rosehill for if they become a problem. I don’t think Miss Voss will attack us through regulations though. She’s violating a few herself. Those saddles of hers are far too old.”

Old enough for my mother to have ridden them.

That’s not what he meant.

It’s all I could think about.

My mother at eighteen, in those corridors, in those stables. Her thighs on leather that had been worn smooth by other girls before her. Her body learning what mine had learned, in the same rooms, under the same roof, from the same woman who’d sat across the desk and asked my father if he’d fucked me yet.

Would Mom be proud?

I didn’t ask. The question was too big for the orangery, too big for a Tuesday morning with construction noise overhead and the smell of Maria’s coffee still in the air. I held it in my chest and let it sit there, warm and unresolved, holding something I wasn’t ready to look at directly.

Dad reached across the table and put his hand over mine. He didn’t say anything. He didn’t need to. His thumb moved once across my knuckles and then his hand was gone, and he was standing, carrying both mugs to the sink.

I went to find Maria.

She was in the kitchen doorway, herding Angie and one of the grooms out of the breakfast room — her body square in the frame, one hand flat on the doorpost, the other pointing toward the hall. Her dish towel was over her shoulder, her sleeves rolled to the elbow. Her lips were pressed thin. Her chin was up.

Quieter, this time.

She pointed at the door. Angie went, grinning, toast in her hand. The groom followed. Maria watched them go and pulled the door shut behind them.

“I need dinner in our room for three this evening. I’ll come and fetch everything.”

She looked at me. The look took in my bare feet, Dad’s t-shirt, the fact that I’d been up since six making calls and hadn’t eaten.

“It’s okay. I have two kitchen staff starting today.” She folded her arms. “I want it clear that my staff are not obliged as the rest are.”

Whorehouse.

The word she used yesterday. The one that had come out louder than she’d meant. She’d swallowed it overnight and replaced it with this — boundaries, terms, a line drawn in the floor of her kitchen, poured and set.

“If you mean they are off-limits, I agree.”

She nodded once. Her hands unfolded and went to the counter. She was already reaching for a sheet of paper — another list, the third today, her handwriting getting smaller as the numbers got bigger.

“Thank you, Maria.”

She didn’t look up.

“Eat something before you go anywhere.”

I took a bread roll from the basket and ate it standing up in the corridor, tearing pieces off and chewing while I walked toward the east wing. The construction noise grew as I got closer — the whine of a tile cutter, hammering from somewhere above, the low voices of men working.

I put on a pair of sneakers.

Brad was standing at the threshold of what would be a guest suite in three weeks. He saw me, waved, and pointed to his head, then to the row of pegs on the wall beside me.

I put on a hard hat and went to him.

The room was open to the framing — exposed joists, cables hanging, the subfloor still raw plywood in patches. But the shape was there. The bathroom to the left was already tiled floor to ceiling in pale gray porcelain, the chrome shower fixtures mounted and gleaming through a film of construction dust.

One bedroom wall was skim-coated and drying, the surface smooth enough to take paint. Through the window, which still had no glass, I could see the paddocks and below them the stable yard where Rhett was working two horses on a lunge line.

Brad’s crew were scattered through the space. Two on scaffolding fitting ceiling panels. One on his knees grouting the bathroom floor, his hands steady and precise, the white lines appearing between the tiles as he worked. A fourth carrying a stack of porcelain from the corridor, his arms locked around the weight, the tendons in his neck standing clear.

Other men were around the rest of the house on tasks Brad set.

“I need you to finish sooner. A week sooner.”

“Why the rush?”

“Bookings. I woke this morning and realized I’d forgotten to blank out the remaining construction time on the website.”

He shook his head. The exhale came through his nose — long, weighted, carrying everything he wasn’t going to say. He looked around at his crew. The tile cutter whined. The grouter worked in silence. The scaffolding men had their heads down and their hands moving.

The luxury was showing through the dust. I could see it — the clean geometry of the tiles, the weight of the chrome, the skim coat catching light from an unglazed window. These rooms were going to be beautiful. Brad’s men knew it. The grouter’s lines were ruler-straight. The ceiling panels sat flush to the millimeter. Every cut measured twice. Nobody rushed.

“It will cost you, Molly.”

“Name it.”

“You and the two other girls. Every day. You’ll get around all of us.”

I looked at him. His face was steady — the permanent squint, the scarred hands resting on his belt, the gray at his temples catching the construction light. He wasn’t leering. He was pricing a job. Different currency. Same arithmetic — what the work cost, what the client paid, whether both sides walked away square.

My body answered before my brain did. A heat in my pelvis, a clench low in my stomach. Not at Brad specifically — at the proposition. At the audacity of a man who’d fuck the building’s owner as part of his invoice and call it a line item.

“Not at the same time, Brad. No gangbanging.”

“Agreed.”

“And you’ll be the only one fucking me.”

“Agreed. That leaves the other two —”

“I can speak for myself. I can’t speak for Nell and Angie without asking them.”

He tilted his head. The squint deepened.

“Fair enough.”

“Simone Hardaway. The woman you’re all going to fuck for two days. That takes care of two of the days.”

“And today?”

“In the meantime, you push the schedule. Extended shifts, I cover the overtime. I’ll talk to the girls tonight and give you an answer in the morning.”

“That’s half a deal, Molly.”

“Then let me give you the other half.”

I looked past him at his crew — the scaffolding men had stopped and were watching, the grouter’s hands were still.

“I’ll suck your cock right here and now to seal it. But I won’t fuck you today. We have a special evening planned.”

Brad’s eyes moved over me — slow, systematic, deciding where to begin.

“Here?”

“Here.”

“In front of everyone?”

“I don’t care.”

He glanced over his shoulder. Four of his crew were visible — two on the scaffolding above, one carrying a stack of tiles through the doorway, the fourth mixing grout in a bucket by the far wall. The sound of a nail gun popped somewhere deeper in the east wing. Dust hung in the air, catching the light from the construction lamps in long, yellow streaks.

“They’ll see.”

“I know.”

I pulled the hard hat off and set it on the floor. My hair fell loose against my neck — sweaty, tangled, the same mess it had been since this morning.

Brad undid his belt. Not fast or slow. It was just a job that needed doing to get what he wanted. He unzipped and pushed his jeans and shorts to his thighs. His cock hung soft against his leg, heavy, thick through the root. The gray hair on his stomach ran down to a dark patch above the shaft.

He smelled like a man who had been working since dawn — sweat, concrete dust, the sharp mineral tang of grout, and underneath it the dense musk of skin that hadn’t seen water since last night’s shower.

I looked around.

A plastic tub of industrial wet wipes stood open on the plywood bench beside me — the heavy-duty kind, alcohol-soaked, meant for stripping adhesive from hands. I pulled three from the tub. The chemical smell hit me immediately — sharp, antiseptic, the opposite of sex. I folded them together and reached for his cock.

He flinched. Not from shame. From the cold.

“Stand still. I’m not sucking your cock until it’s clean.”

“Fair enough.”

I wrapped the wipes around his shaft and cleaned him from root to head, pulling the skin taut and wiping beneath the folds where the sweat had gathered. The cloth came away gray — a full morning of dust and labor mapped onto a white sheet. I turned it, found a clean surface, and cleaned the head — slow circles around the crown, the ridge, the slit where a bead of something had already started.

His stomach pulled in. The muscles across his abdomen locked flat, and his hands — those wide, scarred hands — curled at his sides and went still.

I felt my own body answer. A pulse between my legs, low and sudden, the arousal arriving not from his cock in my hand but from the act itself — me on my feet, cleaning a man’s cock with industrial wipes on a building site, his crew twenty feet behind me and the wet cloth turning gray with his labor.

My underwear was ruined. My clit throbbed against the seam — swollen, insistent, demanding attention I wasn’t going to give it. The heat spread from my pelvis through my thighs. I pressed my knees together and kept working.

I dropped the first wipe and pulled two more. His balls hung heavy, hanging low in the heat. I cupped them through the cloth and cleaned thoroughly, lifting each one, wiping the crease where thigh met sac, the skin wrinkling under the cold alcohol. He sucked air through his teeth.

“You’re being thorough.”

“I’m putting my mouth on it. I decide what goes inside it.”

The last wipe went under his shaft, along the perineum, and back. I dropped it on the pile. His cock was clean now — the skin still cool from the alcohol, the head drying in the warm air, the chemical smell already fading under his own returning heat. Cleaner than it had been in twelve hours.

It was ready for me to suck.

I heard the tile carrier stop behind me. His boots scuffed on the plywood subfloor and went quiet.

I knelt.

The concrete was rough through my jeans — unfinished, gritty, the surface still waiting for its final pour. I wrapped my fingers around Brad’s shaft and felt him thicken in my grip. His cock filled steadily, without urgency — the shaft hardened in my fist, the head flushed darker, and I felt the pulse come alive against my palm.

An average-sized cock, straight, not as thick as Dad or Rhett. I could close my fingers around him completely. The simplicity of that felt honest after the stretch of the men I was used to sucking and fucking.

I leaned forward and pressed my lips against the head.

The alcohol was gone. What replaced it was Brad — salt, skin, the faint bitterness of a man’s arousal arriving after the chemical scrub had stripped everything else. My lips parted around his crown, and I took the head into my mouth, my tongue pressing flat against the underside where the frenulum met the shaft.

He tasted like work.

Not the dense musk of Dad’s seventeen years of celibacy broken open, or Rhett’s earthier warmth. Brad tasted clean and mineral and functional — concrete dust scrubbed away, nothing left but the man underneath. I sucked gently and felt the head swell against my tongue, the slit pulsing as the first thread of precum leaked out. Thin. Less viscous than Dad’s. I gathered it with the tip of my tongue and swallowed.

His hand came to the back of my head. Not gripping. Resting. The wide, scarred palm settling against my skull — heavy, unhurried, fingers spread wide enough to hold me without pressing.

I heard them gathering.

The tile carrier came first — he’d set his stack down. Then footsteps from the scaffolding above, boots on the metal ladder, two men climbing down. The grout mixer’s trowel scraped against the rim of the bucket and stopped. Someone turned off the nail gun. The silence that replaced it was full of breathing and dust.

I didn’t look. I could feel them — the heat of five men’s attention pressing in, the air thickening, the silence that only happens when a room full of men stops working to watch an eighteen-year-old girl on her knees with their foreman’s cock in her mouth.

“No touching her.”

“Of course not.”

I took his cock deeper. My lips slid down the shaft, the ridged skin catching against the inside of my mouth, his girth manageable in a way that let me focus on technique instead of survival. No desperate gag — he wasn’t long enough to reach the place where Dad and Rhett triggered the reflex.

I sealed my lips at the root and held, my nose pressed against the rough hair above his shaft, his entire cock buried in my mouth. I breathed through my nose and tasted the mix of my saliva and his arousal gathering at the back of my throat.

I pulled back slowly. My spit coated his shaft — a wet gleam that caught the construction lamps and made his cock shine. The head emerged from my lips flushed and swollen, the slit weeping steadily now. I traced the underside with my tongue, root to tip, and heard him exhale.

A belt buckle clinked behind me. Then another. The soft sound of fabric shifting, hands moving.

They were wanking.

Brad’s crew — men who poured concrete and hung drywall and carried loads up scaffolding — standing in a half-built room watching their boss get his cock sucked by the girl who owned the building, their cocks in their fists. I heard the wet rhythm start — one, then two, the quiet slick sounds of men stroking themselves in the dusty air.

I sucked harder.

My hand found the base of Brad’s shaft and worked in rhythm with my mouth — pulling the skin up as my lips descended, twisting gently at the crown on the upstroke. His hips shifted. Not thrusting — adjusting, settling into my rhythm instead of imposing his own. His breathing slowed. His weight settled back onto his heels.

My other hand found his balls. I cupped them, rolled them gently between my fingers, felt the sac tightening as his body gathered itself. The skin was warm now — the alcohol long gone, replaced by the heat of arousal, the heavy weight of testicles drawing up toward the root of his shaft.

“Your crew is watching me suck your cock, Brad.”

I pulled back just enough to say it, my lips still touching his head, my breath warm against the spit-slicked skin.

“They’ll talk about this on every site they work for the rest of their careers.”

“Probably.”

I took him back in.

The sounds behind me had found a rhythm — three, maybe four men, the wet pulse of their hands steady and urgent. Someone’s breathing changed. Someone groaned, low and controlled, the sound of a man trying not to finish before the show was over.

I focused on Brad. His cock was pulsing now — the shaft thickening between my lips, the head swelling against my tongue with each beat of his heart. I could feel his orgasm gathering inside his shaft — a pressure, a density, the head swelling tighter against my tongue, the whole system tipping.

I pulled back to the crown and sucked hard, my cheeks hollowing, my tongue pressing the slit flat. My hand worked the shaft — fast, tight, my spit making the friction slick and wet and obscene. The sound filled the half-built room — my mouth on his cock, his crew’s hands on their own, the wet aroma of five men’s arousal and one woman’s mouth.

Brad’s hand tightened on my skull. His fingers curled through my hair, and I felt the tremor run through his thighs — locked rigid, his whole body fighting the release, holding it back for one more stroke.

“Inside my mouth. Every drop.”

His cock kicked. The first pulse hit the back of my tongue — hot, dense, the sharp salt burn of a man who’d been working since six and whose body had been building this alongside the rooms. I sealed my lips around his crown and swallowed, my throat working around the flood. Another pulse. I wanked him hard, taking every drop, across my tongue—another swallow that all the men saw.

His cum was thinner than Dad’s, less volume than Rhett’s, but the taste held — clean, mineral, nothing hidden.

I swallowed until the pulses slowed and softened. Then I sucked gently — cleaning the head, drawing the last thread from the slit, my tongue tracing the ridge where shaft met crown until his cock was empty and slick and softening between my lips.

Behind me, someone came. A sharp breath, held and released. Then a second — the wet splatter of cum hitting the plastic-covered subfloor. I didn’t turn around. I pulled back from Brad’s cock and felt the spit thread stretch and break between my lower lip and his head.

I stood up. My knees ached from the raw concrete. I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand and looked at Brad.

His face hadn’t changed. The permanent squint, the assessment gaze. But his chest was moving faster than it should have been, and the hand that had held my head was opening and closing at his side.

“Deal’s sealed, Molly.”

“It is. I’ll talk to the girls. In the meantime, your shifts run long and I cover costs.”

He pulled his jeans up and buckled his belt. Behind him, his crew were already turning back to their work — belts re-buckled, cocks away, the job waiting.

“Molly.”

“Yeah?”

“You’d have made a good site manager.”

I picked up my hard hat and hung it on the peg by the door.

“I am one.”

I headed to the stables where Dad was working with carpenters.

The mounting block was their project — Rhett had sketched it, Dad had drawn the specs, and two of Brad’s guys had built it in a day and a half from the same walnut as the drafting table. I could see it through the open stable door as I crossed the yard — padded leather top, adjustable height on a steel frame, angled forward with knee rests on either side and leather straps at the wrists and thighs.

The equestrian bones were still visible — the proportions of a real mounting block, the step at the base, the height that put a woman’s hips at exactly the right angle for a man standing behind her to fuck her. But the padding, the straps, the drainage channel cut into the floor beneath it — those belonged to Braddock’s.

I didn’t get very far.

A battered pickup truck was coming along the drive. Old, loud, the exhaust note rattling against the stone walls as it crunched over the gravel. I made a detour, cutting across the yard to meet it where it ground to a halt at the edge of the parking area, the engine dying with a shudder that rocked the cab.

The woman who got out of the driver’s side was five-ten before the heels. Three-inch wedges, tan leather, scuffed at the toes. A sundress that billowed in the breeze coming off the paddocks — white cotton, thin enough that the light behind her showed the shape of her legs through the fabric. Long blonde hair that caught the sun the way wheat catches it — not styled, not straightened, just hair that grew right and didn’t need anything else.

She was beautiful.

Not assembled. Not planned. Structural. High cheekbones, a jaw that could have been drawn with a set square, and a mouth that looked like it smiled easily and meant it when it did. She smiled now, and it confirmed both.

“Are you Molly?”

“Yes.”

“I’m Tess.”

“Welcome to Braddock Stables.”

“You’re a hard woman to track down.”

I looked at my phone, saw dozens of missed calls and as many messages. A thread ran deep into the WhatsApp group I’d set up for potential clients — messages I hadn’t opened, names I didn’t recognize, and Tess’s name appearing four times in the last two hours, each message shorter and more direct than the last.

I shook my head.

“Damn.”

“That’s why I’m here, Molly.”

“Why?”

“I want a job.”

She leaned against the truck and folded her arms. The sundress pulled across her chest, and I could see she wasn’t wearing a bra — the fabric sat flat against her skin, her nipples visible through the cotton.

She wasn’t performing it.

She just wasn’t hiding it.

“Free Use girl, like Angie. And I want to handle all the media — bookings, socials, the lot. Your WhatsApp is a mess. Your website has no booking calendar. You’ve got forty-three unread inquiries in a blog chat without security. I answered six of them on the drive over because nobody else was going to.”

“You know Angie?”

“I know of her. Never met. My sister told me about her, you, your Daddy and what happens here.”

“Nell?”

“I’m her big sister.”

Her voice stayed level. But her arms pressed closer against her ribs, and the smile didn’t leave her face — it went somewhere else, somewhere that had spent two years not knowing if a younger sister was alive or dead.

“Nell called you about working here?”

“Three days ago. First time I’d heard her voice in two years. She said there would be an interview. I’m period free and on the pill—safe to fuck, including my ass.”

She looked past me, toward the stables, toward the sound of voices and horses and a life being built.

“She told me what you did for her when our Dad dumped her. What Cole did. It sounds like you’re building something.”

Her eyes came back to mine.

“I drove nine hours.”

I looked her up and down. From the scuffed heels to the hair that didn’t know how good it was. The height was right. Her confidence was real. The face would photograph well for the socials, and the body would sell memberships. But more than that — she was Nell’s blood. She’d driven nine hours on a phone call from a sister she hadn’t heard from in two years, and she’d answered six client inquiries on the way because she saw a problem and fixed it.

“Free use girl?”

“I can be fucked by anyone, anytime, anywhere, but I must have veto.”

“Same as everyone here—not free use, but veto.”

“Want to interview the fuck out of me?”

“Come with me.”

I led her across the yard to the stables. The smell hit us first — fresh hay, leather, the warm animal scent of the horses Rhett had brought in. The adapted saddles were mounted on racks along the wall, each one fitted with the stainless steel housing for Dad’s replica cock. Tess’s eyes moved across them without flinching.

She’d been briefed.

The mounting block stood in the center of the training space, and Nell was bent over it.

Her slight body was draped across the padded leather top, her tack harness buckled at her sternum, the braided tail clipped and hanging between her thighs. Her jeans and underwear were on the floor beside the block.

Her wrists were in the straps — not pulled tight, just resting, the leather loose enough that she could free herself in a second. Her knees were on the rests, spread wide, her pale ass raised and open.

Dad stood behind her.

His jeans were around his thighs, his shirt still on, sleeves rolled. His cock was buried inside Nell — nine inches, the shaft gleaming with her arousal, the base disappearing between the swollen pink lips of her cunt.

My father was fucking her with slow, measured strokes, his hands on her hips, his thumbs in the divots above her ass. The wet sound of his cock carried — thick, rhythmic, the unmistakable sound of nine inches bottoming out in a soaked cunt on every stroke.

Rhett stood to the side, shirtless, his arms folded, his eyes on the block — the joints, the leather’s give, the steel frame holding Nell’s weight. His cock was soft inside his jeans. He wasn’t there for the sex. He was there for the equipment.

Nell heard our footsteps and turned her head on the leather. Her cheek was flushed, her dark hair stuck to her forehead with sweat. She saw me first. Smiled — lazy, heavy-lidded, her mouth soft, the flush climbing from her chest into her cheeks.

Then she saw Tess.

Her whole body changed. The languor vanished. Her eyes blew wide, her mouth opened, and the cry that came out of her was nothing I’d ever heard from Nell — raw, high, cracked open, a sound that had been locked inside her for two years.

“Tess?”

Dad stopped fucking her.

His cock was still inside her, his hands still on her hips, but he’d felt the change — every muscle in her body shifting at once, the heat and the softness draining out of her in a single beat.

Nell pulled her wrists free of the straps and scrambled off the block. She didn’t pull her clothes on. She didn’t care that Dad’s cock slipped out of her trailing a thread of arousal that caught the light and broke. She ran — barefoot, naked from the waist down, tack harness and braided tail and nothing else — and she threw herself at Tess with a force that rocked the taller woman backward against the stable wall.

Tess caught her.

Her arms came around Nell’s bare back, her hands finding the scars through the tack straps, and I saw her fingers trace one — the thick one from hip to crease — and I saw her face change. She’d known what their father had done. She’d known about the scars, or she’d suspected, and now her fingers were confirming what her guilt had been carrying for two years.

“You’re here.”

“I’m here, Nell.”

“You came.”

“I drove nine hours.”

Nell pulled back. Her face was wet. She wiped her eyes with the back of her hand and grinned — not the careful smile I was used to, but a wide, reckless, little-sister grin that made her look five years younger.

“Are you going to work here?”

“I want the interview. Then we can decide.”

“You have to try the block.”

Tess looked at the mounting block. At the padded leather, the straps, the steel frame. At Dad, who was standing beside the block with his cock still hard and wet, his hands at his sides, very still. He’d read the room. He was waiting. At Rhett, who hadn’t moved, whose arms were still folded, whose eyes had gone to Tess and stayed there. His face gave nothing back.

Tess looked at Nell.

“Now?”

Nell looked at me.

“Can my sister fuck your Dad?”

“That’s a perfect way to interview our new free use girl.”

She looked at her sister.

“Now. His cock is all lubed up with me.”

Nell’s hands were already on the hem of her sister’s sundress.

“You said you wanted Free Use. This is the audition.”

Tess raised her arms. Nell lifted the sundress over her head in one motion and dropped it on the hay. No bra — I’d been right. Her breasts were fuller than Nell’s, heavier, the nipples wide and dark. Her stomach was flat, a faint line of blonde hair running from her navel to the waistband of her underwear — white cotton, plain, the same cheap kind Nell had been wearing the day we found her.

Sisters.

Nell hooked her thumbs into the waistband and pulled them down. Tess stepped out of them, still in her wedge heels, and stood naked in the stable with hay under her feet and the smell of horses and leather around her and two men watching.

Her cunt was shaved smooth. The lips were full, flushed, and as I watched, a shine appeared between them — the arousal arriving fast, her body responding to the room before her brain had finished processing the invitation.

Nell led her to the block by the hand.

“Bend over. It’s padded — it’s comfortable. Knees here.”

Nell guided her sister’s knees onto the rests, adjusted her hips, pressed gently on her lower back until the angle was right.

“Wrists in the straps if you want them. You don’t have to.”

Tess slid her wrists into the leather. She gripped the edges of the block and looked over her shoulder at Nell.

“Who will fuck me? I can take you two at a time.”

“Both of them.” Nell looked at Dad. Then at Rhett. Then back at me. “Molly?”

I nodded.

“Cole fucks her cunt. Rhett fucks her mouth.” I looked at Tess. “Safeword is red. Yellow slows everything down. Say either one at any time and it stops. No questions.”

“Red. Yellow. Got it.”

“Are you sure about this?”

Tess looked at me from the block. Her chin was on the padded leather, her blonde hair falling across her face, her body open and exposed from behind. Her eyes were steady.

“I drove nine hours for this, Molly.”

“They have large cocks.”

“I need a damn good fucking. My panties are soaked just from thinking about being here.”

I smiled.

“You’re certainly everything a free use girl should be.”

Dad stepped behind Tess. He looked at me first. His eyes held mine for a beat — long enough. Not asking permission. Confirming alignment. I nodded.

He positioned himself. His hands found Tess’s hips, his thumbs settling into the hollows above her ass. Patient. Precise. He tilted her pelvis until the angle opened for him. His cock, still slick from Nell, pressed against Tess’s entrance.

Rhett moved to the front of the block. He unbuckled his belt and freed his cock — eight inches, thicker than Dad’s, the head broad and blunt. He was already hardening, the shaft filling as he took his position in front of Tess’s face.

Tess looked up at Rhett’s cock above her. Looked back at Dad’s behind her. She took a breath and let it out.

“Please fuck me, guys.”

Dad slid his cock inside her.

I watched from three feet away. The head spread Tess open for my father’s cock — slow, the tissue whitening around his width as her cunt stretched to take him. She gasped — a sharp intake, her fingers tightening on the block’s edge, her knees pressing into the rests.

Her body yielded.

“She’s very tight.”

“Pelvic floor. Every morning.”

I watched her cunt stretch white around Dad’s girth, the tissue thinning, her entrance gripping and releasing. The resistance. The stretch. Then the surrender, her muscle letting go, and his shaft sliding deeper.

He fed her his cock inch by inch. Her arousal coated his shaft — a wet gleam that caught the stable lights. By the time his pelvis pressed flush against her ass, Tess’s mouth was open and her eyes were unfocused and her breath was coming in short, shallow pulls through her teeth.

Rhett touched the head of his cock to her lower lip.

“Open.”

Tess opened her mouth. Rhett slid inside — not deep, just the head, letting her jaw adjust to the width. Her lips stretched around him — white at the corners, her tongue working the underside, the wet sound of her mouth flooding with spit.

Dad began to fuck her from behind. Long strokes, measured, his cock pulling back until the rim of his head caught at her entrance, then driving forward until his pelvis met her ass. Each thrust pushed Tess forward onto Rhett’s cock, her mouth taking another inch with each push, her throat working as the girth hit the back of her tongue.

Rhett held the back of her head — not pushing, guiding. His hand rested at the base of her skull, fingers spread, holding her steady without forcing her down. His hips stayed still. He let Dad’s rhythm do the work, each thrust from behind driving Tess’s mouth down his shaft and each withdrawal pulling her back.

Nell appeared beside me. I felt her before I saw her — the warmth of her slight body, the leather of the tack harness against my arm. She moved behind me, her chest against my back, her chin hooking over my shoulder to watch.

Her hands slid around my waist. Her fingers found the waistband of my underwear beneath Dad’s t-shirt and slipped inside — both hands, her palms flat against my lower stomach, her fingertips reaching downward through the soft hair above my cunt.

I leaned back against her. My eyes stayed on the block.

Nell’s fingers parted my lips. I was soaked — the slick had run past my entrance and was coating my inner thighs, the arousal that had been building since I watched Dad’s cock disappear into her sister.

The middle finger of her right hand found my clit. Swollen. Exposed. She pressed gently, circled, and found the rhythm that matched Dad’s strokes.

Every time Dad drove his cock balls deep into Tess, Nell’s finger pressed my clit. Every time he pulled back, her finger circled and released. She was matching him. I could feel it — her body reading his rhythm through mine, translating every thrust into a press on my clit. She knew his tempo. She’d learned it from the inside.

I watched my father and Rhett spit-roast the woman on the mounting block — the wet percussion of Dad’s cock deep inside Tess’s cunt, the thick sound of Rhett’s shaft fucking her mouth, the twin rhythms converging.

Tess’s body rocked between them, taking nine inches from behind and eight from the front, her moans muffled around Rhett’s girth. Her hands had released the block’s edge and found Rhett’s thighs, gripping for balance while Dad’s strokes drove her forward.

Nell’s other hand slipped lower. Two fingers found my entrance and slid inside — easily, my cunt soaked, the slick coating her fingers to the second knuckle. She curled them upward, found the rough patch on my front wall, and pressed.

The double sensation — her finger on my clit, her fingers inside me, both keeping time with Dad’s cock — built a pressure in my pelvis that spread outward through my thighs and stomach. I pressed my knees together around her wrist and ground against her hand.

“She’s a good fuck, Molly.”

Nell’s voice was warm against my ear. Her breath moved my hair. Her fingers didn’t stop.

“She’ll fit right in.”

“We need more girls. The construction crew. I asked them to hurry the work.”

“And they wanted payment.”

“Us?”

“Yes.”

“I’ll do it. Angie and Tess will help too, I am sure. They get to fuck two sisters.”

“They’ll love it.”

I watched Dad’s face. His eyes were on Tess’s back — the unmarked skin, the blonde hair swinging with each thrust, a new body beneath his hands. His jaw had softened. His thumbs were stroking the hollows above her hips, slow circles that had nothing to do with the fucking. I knew that touch. Nell knew it. Angie knew it.

Tess came first. I heard it — the muffled cry around Rhett’s cock, the change in the sound Dad’s shaft made inside her as her cunt clenched and gripped. Her thighs shook against the knee rests. Her fingers dug into Rhett’s legs. Dad fucked her through it — harder now, the measured strokes gone, his pelvis slapping against her ass with a sound that filled the stable.

Rhett pulled out of her mouth. A rope of spit connected her lower lip to his head and broke. He stepped back, his cock slick and hard, and let Tess breathe — her gasps filling the space where his girth had been, her face flushed and wet.

Dad came inside her. I watched his jaw tighten, his eyes close, his hips grind deep. I knew the feeling — the pulse and kick of his cock, the hot rush filling the space behind her cervix. Tess moaned into the leather padding, and I felt Nell’s fingers press harder against my front wall.

Nell’s thumb replaced her finger on my clit — broader pressure, more insistent. Her two fingers curled inside me, stroking the spongy tissue in fast, tight movements. I reached behind me and gripped the back of her neck, holding her against me, and I came — hard, sudden, my cunt clenching around her fingers, my legs trembling, my breath catching on a sound that wasn’t a word.

Nell held me through it. Her fingers slowed but didn’t stop, easing me through the contractions until my body unclenched, and I was leaning against her, breathing hard, watching Dad pull his softening cock from Tess’s body. His cum spilled after him — thick, white, a heavy line running down Tess’s inner thigh and dripping in slow drops onto the stable floor. The smell of it reached me — salt, skin, the deep compound of a man who’d just emptied himself inside a woman he’d met five minutes ago.

Tess lifted her head from the block. Her face was flushed, her hair wrecked, her lips swollen from Rhett’s cock. She looked at Nell. Then at me.

“Did I get the job?”

Nell laughed — the sound bright and startling in the stable, a sound I’d heard from her maybe twice since the dining hall at Rosehill. She pulled her fingers from inside me, wiped them on the hem of Dad’s t-shirt, and walked to the block. She unstrapped her sister’s wrists and helped her stand.

“You got the job.”

I watched Nell hold her sister upright — one arm around her waist, the other hand pushing the blonde hair back from her face. Two sisters in a stable. One slight and scarred in a tack harness. One tall and flushed with a stranger’s cum running down her legs. Both grinning.

“Start with the WhatsApp. Clear the backlog. Build a booking calendar. I want it live by tonight.” I picked up the sundress from the hay and handed it to Tess. “And find some work clothes. The sundress is beautiful, but you’ll be on your knees a lot and cotton stains.”

I walked outside and saw another truck coming down the drive.

We were getting busy.

This one was newer than Tess’s — a white Ford with a car seat visible through the rear window and a bumper sticker I couldn’t read from this distance. She rolled to a stop in the yard and waved through the windshield. I waved back.

The woman who climbed out was mid-thirties, brunette, her hair pulled into the kind of ponytail that gets tied once at six in the morning and doesn’t get thought about again. Sneakers, denim shorts, a light cotton t-shirt that was doing nothing to hide what was underneath — full, heavy breasts sitting low against her ribs, the nipples dark and solid through the fabric, and two wet patches spreading outward from each one in slow, uneven circles.

She was pregnant. Three months, maybe four — the belly rounding beneath the t-shirt, not big enough to change how she moved but big enough to see.

She was attractive in the way women are attractive when they’ve stopped trying to be and just are — clear skin, strong arms, the body of someone who carried children and groceries and didn’t go to a gym.

She offered me her hand. Her grip was warm and dry and firm.

“Hi. I’m Beth. Are you Molly?”

“Yes.”

“I came for a job. On call.”

“What do you do?”

“Adult nursing.”

I looked at the wet patches on her shirt. Looked at the belly. Looked at her face — open, unhurried, a woman who’d said this before and wasn’t embarrassed by it.

“I live ten minutes down the road. Three kids — two still on the breast and a third on the way.”

She touched her stomach lightly.

“Some clients want feeding. Some want to be held. Some want the full package — wife experience, mother experience, a day in a house with a woman who smells like milk and knows how to make a man feel looked after. And yes, I do full sex too, if the client wants to fuck a pregnant woman.”

“How does it work? Commercially, I mean.”

She laughed — warm, easy, the laugh of a woman who’d answered this question in parking lots and living rooms and was glad to be answering it in a stable yard instead.

“Don’t worry. I don’t sell by the liter.”

I laughed. She reached out and touched my hand.

“Hourly rate. You set your markup — double, triple, whatever the market bears. I get paid in cash on the day. Tips are mine. You carry no overhead. When a client books, you call me. I’m here in twenty minutes, clean and ready to deliver.”

I hadn’t planned lactation services. It hadn’t been in the brochure, the WhatsApp group, the late-night spreadsheets on my laptop. But here she was — a pregnant woman leaking through her shirt in my stable yard, offering a service I didn’t know I needed until she said it out loud.

“Want to try?”

She cupped her breasts gently through the cotton, lifting them, and the wet patches darkened and spread under the pressure. The milk was there — ready, warm, close to the surface.

“Me?”

“Women love it too.” She smiled. “I suck my own nipples sometimes just to get myself going. It’s not about the milk. It’s about the closeness.”

“You want me to try?”

“Find a warm spot with a view. Sit me on a sofa. Lie across my lap.”

Her voice dropped — not seductive, just soft, the register a mother uses when a child is fighting sleep.

“And feed, baby girl. You’ll love it.”


Chapter Five

◆◆◆

Beth insisted on holding my hand as I led her to the orangery.

The room had been finished that morning. New glass in the panels, the frames repainted, the floor laid in pale stone that caught the afternoon light and held it. Sofas and armchairs had been delivered — cream linen, deep-cushioned, arranged by someone who’d read the dimensions and guessed wrong about everything else.

I looked around.

“It’s all wrong. The chairs, the tables and sofas.”

“Fix them after I feed you, Molly.”

After I feed you.

I had never heard those words in that order from a woman’s mouth, aimed at me. I turned and looked at her and saw what I’d missed in the stable yard — the fullness wasn’t just Beth’s pregnancy. It was her whole body.

She had gorgeous hips that had carried three babies. Breasts that hung heavy with milk, the wet patches on her shirt darkening as her body responded to the proximity of a mouth that hadn’t arrived yet. Arms that had held children against her and rocked them until the crying stopped. Beth was a woman whose body had been doing this work for years — calluses of a different kind, worn without apology, without display.

She was beautiful.

She smiled, cupped my cheek with one hand. Her palm was warm and dry, and the pad of her thumb settled on my cheekbone. Dad held me there too — but her hand was smaller, softer, and the warmth behind it carried a frequency I didn’t recognize.

“Would you like to start with a kiss, sweet girl?”

“I would.”

She leaned in.

Her lips found mine — soft, unhurried, the pressure gentle and then not. Her mouth opened against mine, and her tongue touched my lower lip and then slipped inside. She tasted like chamomile tea and something underneath that was sweet and faintly mineral, warm, alive. Her hand stayed on my cheek, her thumb stroking once beneath my eye, and her other hand found the small of my back and pulled me against her.

Her belly pressed against mine — the firm, round swell of four months. I felt the heat of it through my shirt. Her breasts compressed against my chest, and the fabric between us went warm and damp where the milk had soaked through.

Beth kissed me like the light through the orangery glass would wait for us, like she’d stopped asking time’s permission years ago.

When she pulled back, her eyes were warm and steady.

“Naked?”

“Yes. Please.”

I expected us to undress ourselves. I reached for the hem of Dad’s t-shirt and she caught my wrist — gently, her fingers circling it, and shook her head.

“Let me.”

She lifted the shirt over my head. Her hands brushed my ribs on the way up, her fingertips tracing the skin beneath my breasts, and the touch was light and certain, and I shivered. She folded the shirt once and set it on the arm of the nearest sofa.

Then she kneeled.

Nell would have dropped — quick, eager, a girl hitting the floor because that’s where the cock or cunt was. Beth lowered herself slowly, one knee and then the other, her pregnant belly settling between her thighs, her hands finding my hips. She looked up at me, and the angle — a woman on her knees looking up at the girl she was about to undress — sent a pulse through my cunt that I felt in my teeth.

She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of my underwear and pulled. Slowly. The soaked cotton peeled away from my lips with a sound we both heard — the wet separation of fabric from swollen skin, the small, obscene confession of a body that had been ready since she’d said the word feed.

My underwear cleared my thighs and dropped to my ankles. I stepped out of them. The air hit my cunt — cool against the wet, and my clit throbbed once, hard, exposed.

Beth leaned in.

Her breath hit me first — warm, close, the exhalation of a woman studying what was in front of her. Then her tongue. She dipped it between my swollen lips and licked from my entrance to my clit in one long, flat stroke, pressing hard on the upstroke to push my bud out from under its hood. The exposed nerve caught the heat of her mouth and I gasped — my hands finding her shoulders, my fingers digging into the cotton of her shirt.

She pulled back. Looked up.

“Call Daddy.”

“What for?”

“Ask him to arrive mid-feed and fuck you.”

“While I—”

“Yes. Once you start, you won’t want to stop, and some girls love to be fucked while they feed.”

“I would.”

I picked up my phone from the arm of the sofa. My hands were shaking. I pressed his name and held the phone to my ear, and Beth’s tongue found my clit again while it rang — a slow circle, gentle, the vibration of her hum traveling through my pelvis.

“Molly?”

“Come to the orangery. In about fifteen minutes.”

“Why?”

“I’m being fed. I want you to fuck me while it’s happening.”

Silence. The sound of his breath, the creak of a chair as he stood.

“I’ll be there.”

I ended the call.

Beth stood. She pulled her shirt over her head — no ceremony, one motion. Ten thousand undressings with small hands tugging at her and milk letting down at the wrong moment had killed any patience for buttons. Her bra was soaked — the front panels dark with two spreading circles, the fabric heavy, the clasps straining. She reached behind her and unhooked it, and her breasts fell free.

They were full. Heavy. The weight of them pulled down and out, the skin smooth and taut from the pressure of the milk behind it. Her nipples were wide — darker than mine, her areolae the size of silver dollars, textured, the surface pebbled and raised.

A bead of milk sat on the left nipple, catching the light. As I watched, it swelled, trembled, and ran down the underside of her breast in a slow white line that followed the curve of her skin and disappeared into the fold beneath.

Her belly was round and firm beneath, the skin stretched smooth, a faint dark line running from her navel to the waistband of her denim shorts. She pushed those down and stepped out of them, and her underwear went with them — functional, damp, the white cotton stained with the same wet evidence mine had been.

“I hoped this, Molly.”

“For what?”

“For you. I love feeding and especially lovely girls like you.”

She sat on the sofa. The linen cushion sank under her weight, and she settled — her back against the arm, her legs stretching along the seat, her belly resting between her thighs. She patted her lap.

“Come here, baby girl. Lie across me. Head on my arm.”

I climbed onto the sofa. She guided me — her hand on my hip, turning me, drawing me down until I was lying across her lap with my head cradled in the crook of her left arm. My face was level with her breast. My back and my cunt were open to the room — to the door, to whoever walked through it.

Beth’s nipple was inches from my mouth. The bead of milk had been replaced by another, and the smell reached me — warm, sweet, faintly grassy, the smell of a living body making food. My mouth flooded with saliva.

“You don’t have to think about anything. Just latch on and muscle memory will kick in.”

Her hand came to the back of my head. Not pressing. Guiding. The same motion Dad used when I sucked his cock — the palm settling, the fingers spread, the warmth of being held in place by someone who knew where you needed to be.

I opened my mouth and took her nipple between my lips.

The areola was wide enough that I couldn’t take all of it. My lips sealed around the outer edge, my tongue pressing the nipple flat against the roof of my mouth, and I sucked.

The milk came.

Not a trickle. A release that I hadn’t expected. The first pull of my mouth drew a warm rush across my tongue — sweet, thin at first, the foremilk watery and light, tasting of something I had no memory of but my body recognized.

My throat swallowed before my brain told it to. The second pull was richer. The hindmilk arriving behind the first — thicker, creamier, coating my tongue with a sweetness that wasn’t sugar but was close to it. Warm. Alive. The taste of another woman’s body doing what it was built to do.

I closed my eyes.

The orangery disappeared.

The construction noise overhead disappeared.

The weight of Simone’s revelations, the business, the bookings, Tess and the mounting block and Brad’s crew — all of it fell away like a coat dropped on the floor. There was only Beth’s breast against my mouth and the milk flowing and her arm wrapped around me and the warmth of her body beneath mine.

Beth’s free hand stroked my hair. Her fingers moved through it slowly — scalp to ends, scalp to ends — the rhythm steady, the pressure light. Her breathing was slow and deep beneath me, her chest rising and falling, the breast shifting gently against my mouth with each breath.

“That’s it, Molly. There you go.”

“I love it.”

“I’m going to warm you up for Daddy to fuck.”

She reached down between my legs and found my cunt. Her fingers slid through the wet — two of them, parting my lips, the pads tracing my slick folds from entrance to clit and back. She didn’t rush. She mapped me the way I imagined she’d map a child’s forehead for a temperature — by feel, by instinct, the knowledge of a woman whose hands had been reading bodies for years.

I spread my thighs wider apart and sucked, pulling harder, tasting her, swallowing greedily.

“You like it. I can tell.”

Her middle finger found my entrance and slid inside me. One knuckle. Then two. The slide was effortless — I was soaked, the arousal running in warm threads across her fingers and down the inside of her wrist.

She curled upward, found the spongy patch on my front wall, and held. Just pressure. Just warmth. Her thumb settled on my clit — not circling, not stroking, just resting there, the broad pad covering my swollen bud, her hand cupping my entire cunt in her palm.

She held me like that. One finger inside. One thumb on my clit. And the milk flowing into my mouth.

My hips moved against her hand — small, involuntary, the grinding of a body that wanted more than it was getting. She didn’t give more. She held the pressure steady and let me work against it, my clit dragging across the pad of her thumb, her finger pressing the front wall on every roll of my hips.

“Don’t chase it, baby girl. Let it build. Your father will fuck you while Mommy feeds you.”

Mommy.

The word hit my cunt before it reached my brain. A contraction — deep, involuntary, my walls gripping her fingers in a pulse that had nothing to do with touch and everything to do with the sound of a word I’d never heard aimed at me by anyone who meant it.

My mother died when I was one. I had no memory of a woman’s voice calling me that — no bedtime, no bathtime, no arms around me in the dark when the nightmare came. Dad had been both. Dad had always been both.

And now a woman I’d known for twenty minutes was lying beneath me with her fingers inside my cunt and her milk in my mouth and she’d said the word, and my body had answered it like a door opening into a room I didn’t know I had.

I sucked harder.

The letdown surged — Beth’s milk rushing across my tongue in a warm flood, thicker now, the hindmilk arriving in full, the sweetness deepening into something rich and heavy that coated the back of my throat.

I swallowed and pulled again, my jaw working, my tongue pressing the nipple flat against the roof of my mouth, drawing the milk out of her the way her fingers were drawing the wetness out of me. The rhythm was the same. My mouth on her breast, pulling. Her hand on my cunt, pressing. Two extractions running in parallel, each one feeding the other.

The taste changed as I nursed deeper. The thin, watery sweetness of the foremilk was gone. What replaced it was denser — cream and salt and a warmth that sat on my tongue and wouldn’t dissolve.

I could taste her body in it. Not just the milk — the woman making it. The iron in her blood, the hormones flooding her system, the chemistry of a body that was growing a child and feeding two others and had enough left over for the girl in her lap who’d never had a drop.

I swallowed and the warmth spread through my chest and down, meeting the warmth of her fingers between my legs, and the two currents merged somewhere behind my navel and sat there, glowing.

“Good girl. You’re pulling so well.”

I whimpered against her breast. The sound was muffled by her flesh, swallowed by the milk, and she answered it by adding a second finger inside my cunt — slow, the stretch minimal, her fingers spreading gently inside me, opening me, making room for my father’s cock.

Her voice was low. Not a whisper — the tone below a whisper, the sound a mother makes when the room is dark and the child has finally stopped fighting and the milk is doing the work. I felt the vibration of it through her ribs and into my cheek.

My body softened. The tension in my shoulders released — I hadn’t known it was there until it left. My jaw unclenched. My hips settled deeper into her lap. My cunt was still wet, still aching, but the urgency had changed. It wasn’t a demand anymore. It was a hum. A low, continuous frequency beneath the sweetness of the milk and the warmth of her skin.

I sucked. Swallowed. Sucked again. The rhythm became automatic — a pattern my mouth knew without being taught, the muscles in my jaw and tongue finding a cadence that matched Beth’s breathing, matched the letdown, matched the slow pulse of my own heart settling into something I hadn’t felt in weeks.

Calm.

Not the absence of feeling. The presence of enough.

I heard the door.

I didn’t open my eyes. I heard the latch, the hinges, the soft fall of his footsteps on the stone floor. I heard him stop. I heard the silence of a man standing in a doorway watching his daughter nurse at a stranger’s breast, naked across another woman’s lap, and I heard what the silence contained — not shock, not confusion, but the careful quiet of a man reading a room before he entered it.

Beth’s hand left my hair. I felt her look up.

“She’s settled. Come in and fuck your little girl.”

His footsteps crossed the floor. I heard his belt. The metal click I’d known since I could hear — the sound that meant home, meant safety, meant the man who ran the house was present and accounted for. It meant something else now. It had meant something else since the first time he’d pulled his cock free in a stall at Rosehill and changed the meaning of every sound he’d ever made.

His hands found my hips.

I was lying across Beth’s lap, my front pressed against her — my face at her breast, my stomach against her belly, my thighs along the sofa cushion. My back was arched, my ass raised, my cunt exposed behind me. Wet. Swollen. Open.

His thumbs settled into the hollows above my ass. The precise, patient adjustment — tilting my pelvis until the angle was right. I knew the feeling of those thumbs. Every woman in this house knew the feeling of those thumbs.

He didn’t say a word.

His crown pressed against my entrance. The head was wide and smooth, and the first contact sent a shudder through my body that Beth’s arm absorbed. My cunt lips parted around his cock. The stretch began — slow, familiar, the rim of his head dragging against the inside of my lips as they whitened around his width.

I sucked harder.

The milk flooded my mouth as Dad’s cock slid inside me — inch by inch, the upward curve finding the channel it had worn into my body over weeks of fucking me every day. The stretch deepened. The ridged skin of his shaft dragged against the swollen walls of my cunt, and the sensation met the sweetness on my tongue and the warmth of Beth’s arm around me and collapsed into a single feeling that I had no word for.

Beth held me. Her arm tightened around my shoulders. Her hand came back to my hair.

“Keep feeding, baby girl. Let Daddy do the rest.”

Dad’s pelvis met my ass. Nine inches of cock balls-deep inside me. All of it. His crown pressed my cervix flat, and the pressure bloomed through my pelvis — the deep, internal ache that told me every inch of my father was inside me.

I whimpered against Beth’s breast and the sound was muffled by her flesh as her milk leaked from the corners of my mouth and ran down the curve of her skin.

He pulled his cock back slowly. The drag of his crown against my upper wall, the ridged veins catching against the tissue, the slick resistance of a body that didn’t want to let go. Then he drove forward again, and the force of it pushed me into Beth — my face pressing deeper into her breast, her nipple flattening against the roof of my mouth, a fresh rush of milk released by the compression.

Beth’s hand tightened in my hair. Not pulling. Anchoring. Keeping me latched to her while my father fucked me from behind.

Each stroke pushed me into her. Each withdrawal pulled me back. My mouth worked the nipple between the thrusts — sucking on the push, swallowing on the pull, the rhythm syncing with his hips until the three of us were locked into a single cadence. Beth’s breathing. Dad’s strokes. My mouth.

“I taste good, don’t I, baby?”

Beth’s voice was low and warm. Directed at no one and both of us.

“Mmm.”

That was all I could manage. My mouth was full. My cunt was full. My father’s cock was hitting my cervix on every stroke, and Beth’s milk was coating my tongue and running down my throat, and the two sensations had merged into something I couldn’t separate.

I opened my eyes. Beth was looking down at me. Her face was soft — no performance, no heat, just the steady attention of a woman who held babies against her body every day and was holding me now. Her other breast was leaking — a slow drip running down the curve and pooling in the fold beneath, the nipple dark and swollen and untouched.

Dad’s pace changed, and he fucked me harder. The strokes shortened. The grinding rolls that meant he was close — his pelvis pressing against my ass on each push, the sound thickening. Wet. Rhythmic. The thick percussion of his cock inside a cunt that had been wet since Beth had put her mouth on me.

His hands tightened around my hips. His thumbs dug into the hollows. Three more strokes — deep, grinding, each one driving me into Beth’s body, her breast compressing against my face, the milk surging.

He came.

The swell. The kick. The first hot pulse hitting the deepest part of me. His cock throbbed between my walls, and the cum spread outward from his crown, filling the space at my cervix. His hips ground against my ass with each spasm, driving deeper, and I felt the warmth pooling inside me — thick, heavy, more with every pulse.

I swallowed the milk and clenched around him and held. My cunt gripped his cock — the contractions involuntary, my muscles milking his shaft as my mouth milked Beth’s breast. Two extractions. Two releases. My body a conduit between the man behind me and the woman beneath me, taking from both.

His cock softened inside me. His hands gentled on my hips. He stayed — still inside me, his breath slowing against my back, his weight settling.

Beth unlatched me. Gently — her hand cupping the breast, her thumb breaking the seal, the nipple pulling free from my mouth with a soft, wet sound. A thread of milk connected my lower lip to her nipple and stretched and broke.

“Good girl.”

I heard it twice. Her voice. Dad’s voice. The same words, arriving together, one from above and one from behind.

Dad pulled out slowly. The withdrawal was wet — his softening cock trailing cum, the warm spill beginning its slow run down my inner thigh. I felt the air where he’d been. The emptiness. The cool.

Beth’s hand was still in my hair. She stroked once, twice. Then she shifted beneath me.

“Move, baby girl. Let me get underneath you.”

I lifted myself onto my hands and knees on the sofa. Beth slid down — her body turning, her back finding the cushion, her head moving between my thighs. She settled beneath me, her pregnant belly rising between us, her face directly below my cunt.

I was above her. On my hands and knees. Dad’s cum already leaking from me — I could feel it gathering at my entrance, thick and warm, the first heavy drop forming.

It fell.

Beth caught it with her tongue.

Her mouth sealed over my entrance — warm, soft, the pressure of her lips closing around my opening. She sucked, and something deep inside me released. Dad’s cum moved — thick, heavy, drawn out of me in a slow tide, pooling on her tongue. She swallowed. The sound of it — small, wet, deliberate — traveled through my pelvis.

Her tongue pressed inside me. Deep. Searching for what remained — tracing the walls where his cum had pooled, the tissue still swollen and tender from his cock. She licked the places he’d been. She tasted what he’d left. Her mouth was thorough, patient, unhurried. A woman who cleaned up after other people’s messes without complaint and did it well.

Below her face, her body lay open. Her pregnant belly curved upward between us. Below it, her cunt — the lips flushed and full, the dark hair trimmed close, a shine of arousal catching the orangery light. She was wet. She’d been wet since she’d put her mouth on me, and the smell of her reached me now — different from Nell, different from Angie, richer, heavier, the chemistry of a pregnant body running hot.

I lowered my mouth to her.

The belly was between us. I kissed the curve of it first — the stretched skin warm and taut, the faint line dark beneath my lips. I felt movement inside. A flutter. A kick, or something smaller than a kick. The baby shifting in response to pressure, to warmth, to the vibration of its mother’s groan as my mouth moved lower.

Her cunt was swollen. The lips were darker than mine — flushed with the increased blood flow of pregnancy, the tissue engorged, the clit visible and prominent beneath its hood. I parted her with my tongue and tasted her.

She was different from any woman I’d had. The arousal was thicker, more viscous — her pregnancy hormones changing the chemistry, the taste deeper, sweeter, a compound of iron and salt and something warm and fertile that I’d never encountered. Her cunt was hot inside. The walls softer, more yielding, the tissue plush and swollen with the extra blood her body was carrying.

I sealed my mouth over her clit and sucked. The hood peeled back under my lips, exposing the raw nerve, and Beth moaned against my cunt — the vibration traveling through me, her breath hot against my swollen lips.

We found a rhythm. My tongue on her clit, circling, pressing. Her tongue inside me, drawing the last of Dad’s cum from the places he’d reached. Her hands gripped my thighs — holding me open above her, keeping me positioned, her fingers pressing into the flesh with a strength that surprised me.

Voices at the door. I didn’t lift my mouth.

“Come in, Nell.”

“Has she—”

“Breastfed? Yes. I fucked her, and now Beth is cleaning Molly up.”

“Can I watch?”

“Of course.”

“I want a go.”

“Maybe later. After lunch when Beth rests.”

Beth’s tongue never stopped. Neither did mine.

I slid two fingers inside Beth’s cunt. The wet heat closed around them — softer than Nell, softer than Angie, the walls yielding to my knuckles. I found the spongy patch on her front wall and pressed, and her hips lifted off the sofa, driving her cunt against my mouth.

Her moan was muffled by my body. I felt it more than heard it — the vibration against my entrance, the rush of her breath, the sudden grip of her mouth as she sucked harder, drawing the last traces of my father’s cum from inside me with the focus of a woman who wasted nothing.

I worked her clit with my tongue and her front wall with my fingers and felt her body tighten beneath me — the pregnant belly going hard, the muscles in her thighs locking, her breathing stalling.

She came quietly.

Not Nell’s sharp cry, not Angie’s controlled groan. Beth came warm and steady — her cunt clenching in slow, deep contractions around my fingers, her thighs trembling, her hands pulling me tighter against her mouth. The sound she made was a sigh. Long. Released. The sound of a woman who knew her own body and trusted it and let it finish without performance.

Her arousal coated my chin. Thicker than other women’s, warmer, the taste lingering.

My own orgasm built from what she was doing — her tongue inside me, her lips on my clit, the slow suction that had been working me since before Dad arrived. It came low and deep — not sharp, not sudden, but spreading, a warmth that started where her mouth was and moved outward through my pelvis and thighs and stomach until my whole body softened against hers, and my forehead rested on her belly, and I breathed.

I lay there. My mouth against her skin. Her mouth still gentle against mine. The orangery light had shifted — lower now, warmer, the late afternoon reaching through the glass and finding us tangled on the new sofa with its cream linen darkened beneath our bodies.

Beth’s hand found my hair again. She stroked. Slow. Patient.

The clarity she’d promised was there. Not an answer to anything. A stillness. The noise had stopped — Simone, Eleanor, the construction, the bookings, the WhatsApp group and the bulls from Fort Beckley and the rooms that weren’t finished. All of it had gone quiet, and what remained was the weight of my body on hers and the taste of milk still on my tongue and the warmth of my father’s cum inside me and the steady beat of a heart that wasn’t mine beneath my ear.

I understood something.

I’d been building Braddock Stables without stopping to stand inside it. Running. Planning. Fucking. Solving. Every day since we came home from Rosehill had been forward motion — and none of it had included a moment where someone held me and fed me and asked for nothing except that I swallow.

Beth had given me that in twenty minutes.

“You’re hired.”

She laughed. The vibration moved through her belly and into my cheek.

“I know, baby girl. I knew before I got out of the truck.”


Chapter Six

◆◆◆

Simone left the cameramen in the orangery.

“Not this, guys.” She didn’t look back at them. “This is ours.”

Dad walked us down the hall to the master bedroom. Simone fell in behind him without asking where we were going—her hand trailing the wallpaper, her fingers finding the light switch without looking, her feet stepping over a loose board by a newly renovated bathroom door.

The clock in the hall kept the same count it always had. Lavender sachets in the linen closet leaked the same dry sweetness into the corridor. She’d been walking this hallway since before I was born, and the house still knew her.

Dad opened the door.

There was a new bed in the room. The two kings pushed together were gone—replaced by a single frame, wider, lower to the ground, the wood dark enough to disappear against the oak floorboards.

The sheets were white. Not the cream and sage I’d grown up seeing through his open door—white, crisp, pulled tight with Maria’s hospital corners, not a wrinkle in them. New pillows still holding the stiffness of the packaging. A slate-gray throw folded at the foot, heavy and soft. The whole room smelled like fresh linen and the lavender sachets Maria kept in every closet in the house.

I looked at my father.

“It’s the same mattress—for now. After this, the mattress I fucked Mom on, the same one I took your virginity on, goes into a spare room. Only for you and me.”

“It was getting lumpy, Dad.”

“One last time on the mattress, first time in a new bedframe?”

“Yes.”

Dad had chosen this for me. The bed where he’d slept alone for seventeen years, where he’d made the pillow on Mom’s side every morning for a woman who was never coming back, would be gone.

He was willing to let it go.

The stables were next.

Simone stood at the foot of the bed and looked at the room for a long time.

“Your mother slept on the left?”

“Yes.”

“I want to be fucked there, Molly—by you and your father.”

I looked at Dad.

“Simone has been here so many times she feels like an aunt. How come—”

He shook his head.

“I didn’t know Simone and Mom were lovers.”

Simone touched his arm.

“After you and Lena met, we weren’t. She was faithful to you. She wanted you to fuck me plenty. She wanted to open things in your marriage, but she said you were too important for her to blow what you had.”

“She wanted us to do this?”

Simone nodded. She didn’t cry. Her jaw clenched once, hard, visible at the hinge—and she turned to face us.

“I want you both. The way I had her. And I want you to know what she liked, Molly, because you deserve to know.”

Simone pulled her dress over her head. No bra. Her breasts were full and dark-nippled, the skin between them faintly freckled. Her stomach was flat with a faint softness below the navel.

I knelt in front of her. Hooked my fingers into the waistband of her underwear—pink, simple, damp at the gusset—and drew them down slowly. The fabric peeled away from her skin, and the smell of her hit me before I saw her. Warm, sharp, two weeks of nothing concentrated into the dark patch of cotton pulling free from her cunt.

Simone’s cunt was shaved.

And she was nothing like me.

Her outer lips were thick and full, flushed dark, the inner labia spilling past them—long, uneven, the left one heavier than the right, both of them slick and swollen and folded over each other. I’d never seen a cunt that looked like this.

Nell was neat, tucked, barely visible until you parted her. Angie was pink and symmetrical. Simone’s cunt looked like it had lived—like it had been fucked and licked and stretched open and put back together and come back hungrier every time.

Her clit sat high and exposed, the hood pulled back by the sheer size of it. Bigger than my thumbnail. It was flushed dark, the tip already glossy.

I stared.

I couldn’t help it.

“Is everything okay down there, Molly?”

“You’re beautiful.”

“Your mother said the same thing. She loved my oversized lips and clit.”

I leaned forward and kissed her clit. Just once—my lips closing around the swollen head, tasting the salt and the musk and the heat of her. Her thigh trembled against my cheek.

“Lift your daughter up, Cole.”

“Do you want to lick her?”

“Yes. While you hold her. I want to show Molly how I fucked her mother.”

Dad’s hands came under my thighs. He lifted me in one motion, no effort, my weight nothing to him. My back pressed against his chest. His cock was soft against my ass, still spent from earlier, but I felt it twitch as Simone dropped to her knees.

She looked up at me.

“This is what your Mom loved.”

Her mouth found my cunt.

The first touch of her tongue was slow. Not tentative—deliberate. She licked the full length of my slit with the flat of her tongue, bottom to top, parting my lips, gathering what was left of Dad’s cum and my own slick that was still leaking from me.

The smell rose between us—sex and salt and the musk of what Dad had left inside me. She tasted it. I saw her eyes close. I saw her swallow.

“You taste like him. And something else.”

“My mother?”

“Yes, but also something that’s only you.”

Her tongue found my clit and circled it—slow, firm, pressing the underside of the hood where the nerve sat closest to the surface. My hips bucked against Dad’s chest. His arms tightened around my ribs.

“Hold still, Molly. Let her take you.”

Dad’s voice was in my ear. Low. The voice he used when he meant it.

“I want this so much. I want you to cum inside her, Daddy.”

“I want that too.”

Simone’s tongue stayed on my clit—licking me with slow, flat strokes, each one pressing harder than the last, her mouth warm and unhurried against me. I could feel the drag of her tongue through every nerve ending my arousal had swollen past the point of reason.

My thighs trembled against Dad’s forearms. My cunt was clenching around nothing—empty, aching for more cock, the stretched tissue still tender from Dad’s and desperate to be filled again.

As she licked my clit with a flat tongue, Simone slid two fingers inside my cunt. I was open—gaping, still stretched from Dad’s cock twenty minutes ago—and her fingers went deep without resistance, curling forward, finding the spongy ridge on my front wall and pressing.

The sound was wet, intimate—her fingers moving through the mess of Dad’s cum and my own slick, the soft percussion of a body that had been well fucked and was being taken again.

She held the pressure against my front wall and sucked my clit between her lips. My hips jerked. Dad’s arms tightened.

Her other hand moved between my legs from under a thigh. One finger, slick with the mess running down my thighs, pressed against my asshole. She didn’t push hard. She held—the pad of her fingertip resting against my rim, warm, patient, letting my body register what was coming.

“Relax your hole for me, honey.”

“It feels so good.”

“I know.”

Her fingertip circled my rim, spreading the slick and my Dad’s cum around the puckered skin, pressing in small circles until the muscle softened under her touch. Then she pushed inside me—past the first ring, into the heat of my back passage. The stretch was sharp and specific, narrower than Dad’s thumb but deeper, her finger longer, curling slightly as it settled inside me.

One finger was fucking my ass. Two were fucking my cunt. Her tongue was licking my clit. My body was being held between Simone’s hands and my father’s chest. Three points of contact from one woman fucking both my holes, and each one sending a different signal—fullness, pressure, the wet heat of her mouth—all of them converging somewhere behind my navel where the pleasure was pooling too fast to hold.

“Dad.”

“I’m here.”

“She’s fucking both of my holes.”

“I know. I can feel your body shaking.”

“It’s amazing.”

Simone fucked me with both hands. The rhythm matched—two fingers driving deep into my cunt, one finger pressing and curling inside my ass, her tongue holding steady on my clit with a pressure that didn’t waver.

The dual fullness was different from Dad’s thumb and his cock fucking the same holes—Simone’s fingers were narrower, more precise, and she found the thin wall between the two and pressed from both sides until I could feel the pressure meeting inside me. The sensation was extraordinary—two sets of nerve endings firing against each other through a membrane so thin I could feel her fingertips almost touching.

“Your mother came like this.” Simone’s mouth against my clit. “Same position. My tongue. My fingers. She screamed my name, Molly. Every time.”

“I can understand why—my god, Simone!”

My orgasm started at the base of my spine. Not a build—a collapse. Everything I’d been holding since the hallway, since the revelation, since she’d said I was there the night you were conceived, all of it let go at once.

My cunt clenched hard around Simone’s fingers as she fucked me, and the climax broke through my body in a hot, liquid rush.

“Good girl.”

I stared down in disbelief and saw the first burst from my cunt hit Simone’s chin and run down her throat. She didn’t pull back.

I squirted hard again, holding nothing back.

She opened her mouth and caught the second surge on her tongue—hot, clear, my spray catching the light. It soaked her face, her chest, the dark hair stuck to her cheeks. She kept fucking me with her fingers, both holes, pushing through the contractions, riding each pulse, her tongue still licking my clit as my cunt and ass clenched around her simultaneously.

I watched her face.

The fluid running down her cheeks and dripping from her jaw. Her eyes were closed. Her lips were parted. She looked like a woman listening to a piece of music she hadn’t heard in seventeen years.

Dad lowered me onto the bed. My legs wouldn’t hold. Simone wiped her face with the back of her hand, and her fingers came away wet and shining.

“Same.” Barely above a whisper. “You taste the same. You cum the same.”

Simone went onto all fours on the bed. She looked over her shoulder at Dad.

“Fuck me, Cole. The way he fucked Lena that day.”

Dad knelt behind Simone. His cock was hard now—thick, flushed, the upward curve catching the light.

I watched, almost breathless.

Two weeks since anything had been inside her, and when his crown pressed against her entrance, I saw those oversized, heavy inner lips spread wide around him—thick folds of swollen flesh stretching against his shaft, darkening with blood, the tissue whitening at the thinnest edges as his girth opened her.

She gasped.

“Fuck me slowly. It’s been a while, and Molly’s right—you have a very big cock.”

He gave her the first three inches and held—letting her cunt stretch. Her labia gripped him—wrapped around the shaft, slick and flushed, the inner lips stretched taut and shining with every inch he fed her. Then another inch disappeared, and another, until I could see the full length of my father’s shaft buried balls deep between those heavy folds and her knuckles going white against the sheets.

“Molly.”

“Yes.”

“Come here. Behind your father.”

“What shall I do?”

“Feel him cum inside me.”

I knelt behind Dad. His back was broad and warm, his skin damp with sweat. He smelled like effort and Simone. I could see the muscles in his glutes flexing with each slow stroke of his cock sliding balls deep inside her, the tendons in his thighs taut as he drove forward. I pressed my body against him and reached between his legs from behind.

“I’ve never done this before, Dad.”

“I know.”

“Do you want me to?”

“Yes. Help me cum—every drop, milk it out of me, Molly.”

I gathered slick from my own cunt and reached between Dad’s cheeks, and found his asshole with my fingertip. The muscle was tight—clenched, resistant. I circled the rim, pressed gently and waited.

“Bear down and relax onto my finger, Dad. Like Simone told me.”

He exhaled. The muscle softened. My finger slipped past his ring—tight, hot, the grip of his body closing around my knuckle. I pressed deeper inside him, curling forward, searching for the firm walnut-sized gland I’d read about and fantasized about and never touched.

I found it.

Dad made a sound I’d never heard from him. Low, guttural, coming from somewhere in his chest that I didn’t know existed. His hips drove forward into Simone, and she cried out—the full length of him slamming deep.

“Molly. Fuck.”

“I can feel it, Dad. Your prostate. It’s right here.”

I massaged the gland with the pad of my finger—small circles, steady pressure. Each time I pressed, his cock kicked inside Simone. I could feel his shaft pulse through the thin wall, feel the rhythm of his strokes transmitted through his body to my fingertip.

He fucked Simone harder and faster. She groaned, moaned, and growled in the most feral way.

With my other hand I reached under Simone and found her clit. It was impossible to miss, the swollen head jutting past the hood, slick and hard under my fingertips. I circled the exposed bud while her cunt took Dad’s cock and my finger milked his prostate.

My finger fucking my father. My father fucking Simone. Me rubbing her oversized bud. Simone was face down, taking both of us. The position landed in my body before my mind caught up—my mother had been where Simone was now. Where I had been. Seventeen years between the two triangles, and my fingers were doing what Simone’s fingers had done the night I was conceived.

“Fuck me harder, Cole. Deeper.”

Dad fucked her harder. The bed moved. The sound was thick and wet—nine inches of solid cock driving into a cunt that had been empty for two weeks, those heavy lips slapping against his pelvis on every thrust, tightening around him with every stroke.

“Molly. Don’t stop fucking me.”

I pressed Dad’s prostate firmly. His whole body locked. I felt the first pulse through my finger before I heard him groan—his cock kicking inside Simone, the hot rush of his cum flooding her. His hips ground against her ass, driving deep, emptying himself in long, shuddering pulses that I felt through his body from the inside.

Each pulse throbbed against my fingertip—his prostate swelling and contracting under the pad of my finger, the gland kicking in time with his cock, and I held the pressure steady and milked him through every spasm until the last one faded and his body went slack around my knuckle.

Simone came on his last stroke. Her cunt gripped him and held—I could see the contractions rippling through her abdomen, her back arching, her thighs shaking against the sheets.

I withdrew my finger gently. Dad collapsed forward onto Simone’s back, and for a moment neither of them moved.

Dad rolled to the side and lay still. His cock was wet, softening against his thigh. His breathing slow and heavy. I’d never seen him look that spent.

I leaned down and took his softening cock into my mouth. He flinched—oversensitive, the head swollen and tender—but I held him gently, my lips loose around the shaft, my tongue working slowly.

“I need to clean you, Daddy.”

“Go ahead, darling.”

The taste was layered—Simone’s sharp citrus underneath, her arousal dried tacky along the base where her lips had gripped his cock, and over everything I tasted the salt of Dad’s cum, still warm, still leaking from his slit in thin pulses.

I licked him clean from root to crown, my tongue tracing every vein, gathering the mess of both of them. His hand found my hair and rested there—not guiding, not holding. Just resting. I sucked the last of Simone from the ridge beneath his head, kissed the tip, and let him go.

Simone turned onto her back and opened her arms.

“Come here, Molly.”

I climbed over her, turned, and lowered my mouth to her cunt. Up close, she was swollen from the fucking—those immense, heavy inner lips flushed dark and fallen open with gravity, slick with Dad’s cum and her own arousal, the folds wet against my chin.

Dad’s cum was leaking from her—a thick white line running from her pink entrance, pooling in the crease where her inner lips met. Her clit was bigger than before, the hood fully retracted, the exposed head dark and glossy.

I took the whole clit into my mouth. Not the careful circling I used with Nell or Angie—a real seal around the full head, enough flesh to draw between my lips and hold. I sucked, and Simone’s hips jerked off the bed. The taste was Dad—dense, alkaline, the salt I knew as well as I knew my own name—and underneath, Simone’s own chemistry. Warmer than Nell’s. Sharper. Something almost citrus underneath the musk.

Simone’s mouth found my cunt from below. She pulled me down onto her face and sealed her lips over my clit, and we fell into each other. My mouth on her cunt, tongue pressing between those heavy folds, spreading them with my lips, drawing Dad’s cum from inside her.

Her lips sucked gently, slower now, savoring me—her tongue moving with a warmth that had nothing frantic in it, nothing searching. Her hands on my hips, holding me steady.

I slid two fingers inside her, curling to her front wall. She moaned into my cunt, and the vibration traveled through my pelvis. Her walls were soft—open, yielding, the swollen tissue still slick with Dad’s cum. My fingers curled into heat and wetness, and she clenched around me and pulled me deeper.

Simone came quietly for me.

A shudder started in her thighs and moved inward, her cunt clenching around my fingers in slow, deep contractions—those heavy lips tightening around my knuckles, gripping, pulsing. She held my hips and kept licking me through it, and I came against her mouth—not the explosion of the squirt but something deeper, slower, a warmth that spread from my clit through my belly and settled there.

Beth arrived without knocking.

She carried the quiet into the room with her—the same unhurried calm she’d brought to the orangery.

“Can I help anyone?”

“Yes.”

I nodded at Dad.

She looked at Dad lying on the bed. At the spent cock on his thigh. At Simone’s face, still wet with me. At the mess on the sheets. She didn’t react to any of it. She pulled her shirt over her head, unclipped her bra, and her breasts fell heavy and full, the nipples already beading with milk.

She sat on the bed beside Dad. Lifted his head into her lap—cradled in the crook of her arm, face level with her breast.

“Come on, sweetheart. Mommy’s here.”

Dad looked at her. Then at me. His jaw loosened. The lines around his eyes softened, and his shoulders dropped—not slumped, released. His face opened into something I’d never seen on him. His eyes were wet.

He latched on just as I had.

His lips closed around Beth’s nipple, and I saw his jaw working—slow, rhythmic, the same ancient motion I’d felt in my own mouth. His eyes were closed. His breathing changed. The broad shoulders that held everything—me, this house, the weight of seventeen years—settled into Beth’s body and went still.

I moved between Simone’s legs. She was open, swollen, Dad’s cum still inside her—those heavy inner lips parted and glistening, her clit still flushed and exposed. I sealed my mouth over her entrance and sucked gently, drawing the thick warmth out of her, tasting my father from deep inside Simone—the same salt, the same density I knew from cleaning Nell.

“Molly.”

“Yes?”

“I’m going to cum again.”

“Good.”

I slid my mouth lower, gathered the slick running from her cunt, and dragged my tongue down to her asshole. She gasped—her thighs spreading wider, her hips tilting up to give me access. I circled her rim with my tongue, coating it, then pressed the tip inside.

She tasted darker here—musk and heat and the faint salt of sweat in the crease of her ass. I spat once, watched the spit run down over her pucker, and replaced my tongue with my finger. The muscle opened easily—she bore down without being told, and my finger slid past the ring into tight, gripping heat.

I sealed my mouth back over her clit—that swollen, oversized head filling my lips—and sucked firmly while my finger fucked her ass in short, steady strokes—two fingers still inside her cunt, curling against her front wall. Three points of pressure, and I could feel everything converging through the thin walls between them—my own fingers almost meeting inside her.

Her second orgasm was harder than the first—her cunt clenching against my mouth, her ass gripping my finger in rhythmic spasms, those thick lips gripping my chin, her back arching off the bed, the sound she made catching in her throat like a word she couldn’t quite form.

I swallowed Dad’s cum and Simone’s arousal together, the taste of both of them sitting on my tongue, and I cleaned her—thoroughly, gently, easing my finger from her ass, sliding my fingers from her cunt, my tongue tracing every fold of those heavy lips until she was empty.

I crawled up the bed to Dad.

His cock was hardening again. Beth’s milk was on his chin, a white drop on his lower lip. The sweet smell of it cut through the heavier musk on his skin. His jaw was still working—pulling steadily, the muscles in his cheek flexing with each draw.

I took his cock in my mouth.

The taste was Simone. Her arousal coating his shaft, dried at the base where her body had gripped him. I licked him clean and took him deep—past the back of my tongue, into my throat, the depth I’d found in the shower at Rosehill. My throat opened around his crown, and I swallowed.

I sucked my father’s cock while Beth fed him.

The rhythm matched. His mouth drawing milk, my mouth drawing his cock deeper. Each time Beth released a fresh surge—I could hear it, the soft wet sound of Dad’s swallow—his hips would push forward, and his cock would swell against my tongue.

Beth looked down at him.

“He’s drawing harder than you did, Molly. Much harder. You were gentle. He’s—” She caught her breath. “He’s pulling everything I have.”

Dad’s hand found the back of my head. His fingers in my hair, holding me steady, his cock thickening in my throat.

He came.

The first pulse hit the back of my throat. I swallowed and held, my lips sealed around his shaft, feeling each spasm travel through him. He groaned against Beth’s breast, and milk leaked from the corner of his mouth and ran down his jaw. His cum filled my mouth—less volume than earlier, thinner, but the taste was concentrated and sharp and his.

Beth stroked his hair.

“Good boy, Cole.”

He released her nipple slowly. A thread of milk stretched between his lip and her areola and broke. He lay still, breathing, my mouth still around his softening cock. Beth’s hand on his head. My hand on his thigh.

Three people holding one man.

I could taste my father and Simone in my mouth—his salt, her citrus, the compound of both of them coating my tongue and the back of my throat. The smell was on my skin, in my nose, in the slick still cooling between my thighs.

My mother had tasted something like this the night I was conceived.

It wasn’t confusing.

Angie arrived at the door. She looked panicked.

“Miss Voss just arrived.”


Chapter Seven

◆◆◆

Dad threw me his t-shirt, black, stained with cum at the hem — a few spots I hadn’t caught with my mouth. It was better than mine, which was soaked through.

My panties were soaked through as well.

I looked at Dad, panicked. He looked calm, steady, as though he’d expected this.

“Dad?”

“It’s our home, baby girl. Let’s go upstairs and get showered and dressed.”

“Okay.”

Beth took her time dressing, every bit the calm breastfeeding mother raising three children while carrying another. I doubted anything could panic her.

Angie and Nell followed us through the house.

“Where is Miss Voss?”

“In the drive. Screaming.”

She wasn’t out front. She was inside our foyer, but Angie was right about the screaming.

She saw us and wagged a finger at my father.

“You complete bastard.”

I stepped in front of him, ready to rip into Eleanor. Dad lifted me and set me down beside him, smiling, raising both eyebrows.

“Don’t worry, darling. I’ve got this.”

“How? What?”

I was stunned into silence. My father, naked from the waist up, stepped forward and smiled, offering his hand.

Miss Voss laughed at him.

Dad continued smiling.

“You must be joking. After what you did to me?”

He kept smiling. I wasn’t sure why.

“Can’t we be civilized, Miss Voss?”

“No, we fucking cannot. You set the building inspectors on me.”

She was enraged, pacing across the front of the four of us as though reviewing our front line, preparing for an attack.

She halted and waved a finger at me.

Dad silenced her.

“You are in our home. Have some manners.”

That landed. I saw it in her face — a grimace, not anger. Realization that she’d lost her calm in someone else’s home.

“Attack him where he is unprepared. Appear where you are not expected.” My father paused. “Sun Tzu. The Art of War.”

Miss Voss wasn’t expecting that.

“What are you talking about?”

“You threatened Molly. You threatened Braddock Stables. I struck first and had you closed down. Attack us all you like now — it’s just going to sound like sour grapes. In any case, you have an entire school to reconsider.”

“I’ll be open again in a week.”

Dad shook his head.

“That was an opening salvo, Miss Voss. A warning, from us to you. Let sleeping dogs lie.”

“No fucking way.”

Her driver came inside, looking apologetic. She went to him. He whispered something that added to her rage.

She turned back to my father.

“Call the dogs off, Rosehill.”

“Why would I do that?”

She was apoplectic — fists balled, thrust down by her sides, cheeks blazing red. Not in the least bit the woman who’d taught me at Rosehill.

I felt sorry for her.

Dad shook his head.

“No.”

She looked up, stared at the ceiling, then let out a scream so loud and long it brought Brad and a couple of his guys running.

They studied the scene for a second, decided it was a domestic, and ran away as quickly as they’d arrived.

“Stay, Miss Voss. Stay here for a few hours and we can discuss our differences.”

She looked at her driver. He shot her another profound apology with a face that I almost envied. He shied away, leaving his Mistress alone.

“It seems my car has broken down.”

Dad smiled. He looked at Maria, who stood at the kitchen door.

“Maria. Would you make tea for five in the orangery, please? Oh, and look after the driver too.”

Maria didn’t ask questions. She read Dad’s face, read the room, and went back through the kitchen door.

Voss looked at the four of us — Dad in jeans and nothing else, me in his cum-stained t-shirt, Angie barefoot in shorts, Nell in her tack harness with the braided tail hanging between her thighs.

“Is this how you run your business, Mr. Braddock?”

“It’s how we run our home.”

She didn’t have an answer to that.

Dad led her through the house to the orangery. Nell touched my arm as I passed.

“You okay?”

“Stay close.”

The orangery was the same mess Beth and I had left it — the sofas still arranged wrong, cushions dented where I’d lain across Beth’s lap, one of the new armchairs pushed against the glass wall at an angle that served nothing. I could smell Beth’s milk in the fabric. Faintly, underneath, something else.

Us.

Miss Voss sat in the armchair by the window. She crossed her legs, uncrossed them, crossed them again. Her linen was creased from the drive, her silver-streaked hair escaping from where she’d pulled it back. She looked smaller in our house. At Rosehill, every room was hers. Here, she was a guest who hadn’t been invited.

Maria brought tea on a wooden tray — a pot, three cups, milk in a small jug, sugar she knew nobody would use. She set it on the table between us, poured three cups, and left.

Dad poured the milk.

“How long have you been planning this, Mr. Braddock?”

“Cole.”

“Answer the question, please.”

Her voice had dropped from screaming to clipped. She hadn’t touched her tea.

“Since the day you told the whole world you wanted us shut down.”

“I wanted you shut down because you’re not qualified to run a facility like this.”

“We comply with every regulation. You do not.”

“I’m talking about the fundamental safety and management of guests in the context of this being a place where people come to fuck.”

“We have consent agreements signed by every participant. Safeword system — red stops everything, yellow slows down. Guest limits are held on file before arrival. Medical checks current within thirty days. Safeword violation means off the property within the hour.”

She stared at him.

“Who wrote all of that?”

“Molly.”

She looked at me. Something crossed her face — not surprise. Reassessment.

“Your saddles are thirty years old, Miss Voss. The housings don’t meet current safety standards. The drainage in your stables hasn’t been re-graded since the building was converted. Your fire exits in the east corridor are chained from the inside.” He sipped his tea. “I had a building inspector go through it. Took him four hours.”

“You sent the building inspector?”

“I am an architect. These people are my friends.”

She picked up her tea. Drank and set it down. The cup rattled against the saucer.

“What do you want, Cole?”

“I want you to stop. You stop threatening us, and I’ll call off the inspectors. I will help you comply with every code violation—free of charge. Braddock Stables opens next week. Rosehill continues. The market is big enough for both.”

“That’s it?”

“That’s it, Eleanor.”

She sipped her tea.

“I teach people who they are.”

“We allow them to enjoy that once they know. We are not competitors. We are complementary.”

She looked out through the glass panels at the grounds — the paddocks, the tree line, the stable yard where Rhett’s horses moved in the late afternoon light.

“This is a beautiful property.”

“It was mine before I married. My wife died here. Seventeen years ago.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Thank you.”

The silence sat between them. Dad let it. He’d spent thirty years in meetings where silence did more work than speech.

I felt nervous. We were sitting with my grandmother, and she had no idea for whom she’d just expressed her sorrow.

We talked for two hours.

Not all of it was easy, and I won’t pretend I followed every thread. Dad walked her through our business plan — the decency engine, the vetting process, the program we’d adapted from her own curriculum.

She asked sharp questions and got sharper answers. She tested us the way she’d tested us at Rosehill — pushing to see where we would fold. We didn’t fold. We’d never folded. That was why she’d respected us in the first place, even if she couldn’t say it.

I watched her face change over those two hours. The rage didn’t disappear — it settled, banked itself, became something she was choosing to hold rather than something holding her. She started asking about the construction. The east wing. How many suites. What the dungeon looked like. Whether we’d sourced equipment locally or imported.

She became curious. Not grudging but precise. A woman who’d built something similar and wanted to see if we’d made the same mistakes.

“You haven’t made the mistakes I expected.”

Dad poured her a second cup of tea. She let him.

I’d completely forgotten about Simone Hardaway. She was locked up somewhere in the east wing, being fucked by Brad’s crew while filmed for OnlyFans.

We’d agreed locked doors, no noise in that wing.

We hadn’t agreed that Simone wouldn’t come out.

She rounded the corner into the orangery wearing a white robe — one of the monogrammed guest robes, the cotton damp with sweat, belt loose enough that the dark triangle between her thighs was visible with every step. Her hair was loose and wet. She smelled like cum and something floral — the lube the men used to stretch her anus, maybe.

“Molly. I need refreshments for my guys. All of them—”

Her voice trailed off when she saw Miss Voss.

Silence.

“What are you doing here, Simone?”

“I — I —”

I stepped in.

“She’s filming OnlyFans content.”

Miss Voss smiled.

“I’m glad you stuck with it. I haven’t seen you since—”

Her voice faltered.

“I’m sorry about Lena, Miss Voss.”

“Me too. I was told after her funeral. A lawyer. I don’t even know where my daughter is buried.”

I wanted to cry.

Cry for the mother who’d lost a daughter, cry for the daughter who’d lost her mother before she knew what a mother was. But I was too afraid to cry, because crying for Miss Voss meant making her human, and I wasn’t ready to do that. Not yet. Not while I was still carrying what she’d done to my mother — the Swiss man, the pregnancy she’d engineered by telling her own daughter to fuck a client.

If I cried for Eleanor Voss, I’d have to hold all of it at once, and I didn’t know how to hold it without dropping something.

Simone stepped forward and hugged Miss Voss. The robe fell open, and neither of them cared.

“I assume you have a gangbang going on somewhere in this house?”

“Yes. I booked online. First customer.”

“I’ve always considered gangbangs a release. Underrated and berated by many.”

“I love it. Always did. At Rosehill and here.”

Miss Voss smiled.

“Maybe you’ll visit me too. We used to enjoy one another.”

“We did. I will.”

Miss Voss cupped Simone’s cheeks, and in that moment I saw what passed between them — not love, but affection. Something that had survived decades without a phone call or a visit because it didn’t need either. It just was.

“It will bring me closer to my loss. You and Lena were such a lovely pair. I was privileged to be invited in.”

Simone smiled and retreated slowly, tying her robe as she went.

“Maria’s in the kitchen. I’ll grab what I need.”

She left. The orangery settled.

Miss Voss sat very still for a long time.

I raised a hand as if in the classroom.

“What did you mean by privileged?”

She sighed and looked down, judging whether to share.

“My daughter and Simone were lovers. Occasionally, my daughter would share Simone with me. She wasn’t involved, of course. She watched.”

“Ahh. I see.”

“I am not a prude, dear. Never was. Never will be.”

I shouldn’t have felt aroused. My grandmother had just told me she’d fucked my mother’s lover while my mother watched. The sentence alone should have been enough to short-circuit something — decency, logic, the part of the brain that files things under wrong.

But my body didn’t file. My body heard Simone and shared and watched, and it put me on that bed, my mother alive and young and sitting in a chair with her legs crossed, watching Eleanor Voss come apart under Simone’s mouth.

My mother — the woman I’d never known, whose jaw I carried, whose sexual hunger I’d inherited — had built this. The permission. The architecture of sharing. Before Cole arrived in her life. Before me. Before Braddock’s existed as anything other than a locked stable and a sealed grief.

My cunt was wet. My nipples were hard under Dad’s t-shirt. I pressed my thighs together and said nothing.

Miss Voss noticed. She noticed everything.

“You’re like my daughter. She was beautiful, kind, caring, and intelligent.”

“I’m honored. Stay for dinner, Miss Voss. We eat at seven.”

She looked at Dad. Then at me.

“I’d like that.”

Dinner was Maria’s roast chicken with lemon and herbs, roast potatoes, a green salad, bread from the oven. A bottle of red that Dad had been saving for something, and he decided this was it.

Nell had changed out of her tack for dinner — cotton dress, dark hair loose around her shoulders. Angie helped Maria serve. Rhett ate at the far end, efficiently, without looking up.

Miss Voss ate slowly. She watched us — not with the professional distance she’d used at Rosehill, not the Director cataloging her students. Something else. Something closer to wonder.

Tess appeared at the dining room door with three girls behind her.

I’d forgotten.

Our website bookings — forty-three inquiries she’d been clearing since we launched, and she’d scheduled trial shifts for new girls without telling me. I felt annoyed with myself for not remembering.

“These are the three girls I mentioned, Molly. They drove down this afternoon.”

“What are they good at?”

“They all ride—horses, I mean, obviously the other thing too. Two enjoy spanking.” She pointed them out. “This one loves dishing it out.”

“Do they like to be fucked?”

The girls answered with a nod.

They stood in a loose row behind Tess. A redhead with freckles across her collarbones, maybe twenty. A Black girl, taller, braids pinned up, calm eyes. She liked to spank others. A blonde who looked like she’d been fucked an hour ago and had fixed her makeup since. All three wearing cotton dresses. All three barefoot. Tess had briefed them.

Dad looked at me. I looked at Miss Voss.

“Dinners here will be special.”

“I can sense that.”

“These ladies will be tested. Here. Tonight.”

Miss Voss set down her fork.

“An audition?”

“Of sorts.”

I turned to the girls.

“Under the table girls. Take one guest each. I’m sure you know what to do. Work your way around each of us so we can all examine you.”

The redhead went first. She dropped to her knees beside Tess’s chair, then crawled beneath the tablecloth without a sound. The tall girl followed. Then the blonde, wiping her palms on her dress before she disappeared.

Nell kept eating.

Angie reached for the bread.

Rhett didn’t look up from his plate.

Dad picked up the wine bottle and refilled Miss Voss’s glass.

I felt the girl find me — her hands on my thighs first, thumbs pressing into the muscle above my knees, parting them. Warm breath against the cotton of my underwear. A pause — her nose pressed against the damp fabric, inhaling. Then her fingers hooked the elastic aside, peeling the soaked cotton from my lips with a faint wet sound, and the air hit my exposed cunt.

I was already swollen. Already slick from the revelation I hadn’t processed, from the wine, from the proximity of my father’s bare chest across the table. My lips were parted and flushed, the hood pulled back enough that my clit was half-exposed, the bud tight and throbbing with each heartbeat.

Her tongue found me. Flat, slow, dragging through the slick seam from my entrance to my clit in one long pass that gathered everything I’d been producing since Eleanor Voss told me about my mother. She sealed her lips over my clit and sucked gently, drawing the hood back fully, exposing the raw nerve to the soft, wet heat of her mouth.

I spread my knees wider.

“Good girl.”

I picked up my wine.

“The east wing should be framed out by Thursday. Brad’s crew is ahead of schedule.”

Dad nodded. His expression didn’t change, but I knew the signs — the slight shift in his shoulders, the way his hand stilled on the table. Someone had his cock in her mouth. I could hear it beneath the table — faint, rhythmic, the wet sound of a mouth working a shaft too thick to take quietly.

“Plumbing’s the bottleneck. He wants to run the main line before they close the walls.”

“Tell him yes.”

The girl between my legs changed her angle. Her tongue slid lower, pushed inside my cunt — the soft wet intrusion parting my walls, curling upward against the spongy tissue of my front wall.

She dragged back up slowly, the tip catching every ridge, gathering the slick that had pooled at my entrance, and found my clit again with a firmness that made my stomach clench, and my thighs tighten around her head. I swallowed wine and set the glass down carefully.

Nell was talking about the new tack order. Angie was nodding. Rhett chewed. Beneath the table, the thick, slick sound of a girl’s lips sliding from crown to base and back on my father’s cock, her spit coating the shaft. The table operated the way it was built to operate — bodies being served, conversation continuing, the two layers running parallel without collision.

I watched Miss Voss.

She was still holding her fork. Still sitting upright, shoulders square, the posture of a woman who had spent thirty years commanding rooms. She hadn’t been reached yet. The girls were working around the table — I could track the sequence by who shifted and who didn’t.

Then she was reached.

It was a small sign. The fork paused halfway to her mouth. Not a flinch — a suspension. The bite of chicken held in the air for one beat too long before she placed it in her mouth and chewed.

She swallowed. Picked up her wine. Took a sip that lasted longer than any sip needs to.

“The grounds are beautiful, Molly. Do you ride?”

Her voice was steady. Almost.

“Every morning.”

“The way Rosehill taught you?”

“Not yet. We received a consignment of my father’s cocks, and Rhett is still fitting them.”

She looked at Rhett and smiled.

“I’m sorry you left.”

“I belong here now.”

“I understand.”

She looked at me.

“Maybe I could ride with you tomorrow. We could both enjoy your father’s cock. As I remember, it is rather big.”

“It is. Have you—”

She waved a hand.

“Nothing. Not for years. Until now. Ironic isn’t it? I run a school that teaches people how to run sexually wild, and I haven’t indulged myself for years.”

She looked down and smiled. I imagined what the girl saw — Miss Voss from below, her thighs parted beneath the linen, the silver hair between them, the girl’s mouth sealed over her clit, tongue working the swollen bud with slow, flat strokes that dragged the hood from side to side.

“You’re a very good girl.”

She added the Rosehill inflection. Exactly.

I needed to learn that.

She looked at me. Her eyes were bright.

My girl’s tongue worked my clit in tight circles — the tip catching the left side on each pass, the side that jolts, the raw cluster of nerve endings that sent sparks straight down through my pelvis and clenched my cunt around nothing.

I could feel myself leaking onto her chin — a steady thread of arousal that had nothing to do with technique and everything to do with watching Eleanor Voss try to hold herself together across the table.

I pressed my thighs together around her head, holding her there.

“Dad fucks me every day.”

“As he should. That’s one thing I’m proud of at Rosehill. We push boundaries just far enough.”

“You do.”

Her voice was steady, but her breathing had changed. I could see it in her collarbones — the skin pulling taut on each inhale, the pauses between breaths shrinking.

Miss Voss’s left hand moved beneath the table. I thought she was going to push the girl away. She didn’t. Her shoulder tensed, the arm angle shifting, and she pulled the girl in closer. Then she lifted her legs onto the table, spread them wide, skirt bunching at her hips, and gripped the edge of her chair.

Her thighs were pale, the skin soft over hard muscle, a strip of silver hair between them. Her cunt was flushed — the lips swollen and parted, glistening with the girl’s spit and her own arousal, the pink tissue deepening to red where the blood had gathered. The girl’s mouth was sealed over her, tongue flat, working.

Everyone could see Miss Voss having her cunt eaten by a girl my age.

“I have two holes, young lady.”

“With pleasure, Ma’am.”

Something in Voss’s shoulders released.

Her legs were raised and open. I could see the girl shift beneath her — tongue dragging from cunt to ass, a wet trail connecting the two, then pressing flat against the tight ring of muscle and circling it. Slowly.

The ridges around the rim softened under the wet pressure, the pucker clenching and releasing in small involuntary pulses. One finger found Voss’s clit and rubbed in small circles while her tongue pushed inside — the muscle giving, opening, the wet sound of a sphincter yielding to a tongue carrying beneath the conversation.

Voss’s thighs shook.

She couldn’t stop them.

The girl below me pried my cheeks apart with both thumbs. I lifted my legs onto the table and let her in — tongue flat against my asshole, the nerve endings firing along the rim in a cascade that shot up my spine. She licked the ridges around it, slow circles with the flat of her tongue, then the tip, tracing the ring of muscle while her finger worked my clit in slow, slick passes. Heat bloomed outward from my ass. Sharp electric pulses from my clit. The two met somewhere deep in my pelvis.

I was wet enough to hear myself — a faint, slick sound each time her finger circled, the arousal running down between my cheeks and coating her chin.

Another girl came from behind me. She leaned over, her chin on my shoulder.

“May I pry your cheeks apart, Mistress?”

“Please.”

She spread my cheeks wider, got her thumbs onto my pucker and opened it. The cool air hit the exposed skin first, then the girl’s breath — hot, close — and she speared her tongue inside my ass.

My ring of muscle opened around the intrusion, and my cunt clenched in response — a deep, involuntary contraction that squeezed arousal out of me and down my inner thigh. She fucked my ass with her tongue in short, firm strokes while circling my clit with two fingers, and the dual rhythm split my concentration and wrecked it.

The flush started at Miss Voss’s throat. A slow stain, climbing from beneath the collar of her blouse, spreading across her neck. Her jaw tightened. She took another sip of wine, and her hand trembled — barely, the surface of the Burgundy catching the light in a way it shouldn’t have.

Angie came first. I knew because she closed her eyes mid-sentence, opened them, and continued talking about the feed delivery as though she’d blinked. Nobody reacted.

Dad came too. The vein in his neck stood out, and his breathing slowed in the way I knew — deep, controlled, riding it out behind a face that could have been listening to weather reports. His hand on the table relaxed. He reached for his glass.

Beneath the table, I heard the thick, rhythmic sound of the girl swallowing — her throat working around the head of my father’s cock, pulling each pulse from him, the wet catch and gulp of a girl draining a man she’d met five minutes ago. Not a drop lost.

The girl between my thighs pushed two fingers inside my cunt, curling them forward against my front wall — the spongy, textured patch of tissue that made my hips jerk — while one finger stayed inside my ass, pressing against the thin wall that separated the two, and her tongue kept working my clit in flat, relentless strokes.

I could feel everything — the fingers inside both holes pressing toward each other through the membrane between them, her tongue on the exposed nerve, the deep, structural fullness of being filled in two places at once.

My vision narrowed. I gripped the edge of the table. The orgasm didn’t crest — it detonated. A bright, hard pulse that started at my clit and drove inward, my cunt clamping around her fingers in deep, rhythmic contractions, my ass clenching around the other, the two holes gripping in alternating waves I couldn’t control.

My thighs shook. I breathed through my nose, mouth closed, eyes on Miss Voss, and felt the last contractions squeeze arousal out around her fingers and down onto her wrist.

She was losing control.

The sentence she’d been forming — something about Rosehill’s grounds, about the deer — died three words in. Her lips parted. Her eyes lost focus, not closing, just going somewhere else, somewhere behind the composure.

The hand on the chair edge was white-knuckled. Her other hand set the wine glass down with the precision of someone who knew she was about to drop it.

I thought about the dining hall at Rosehill. The long table, the white cloth, the fathers reading newspapers while their daughters knelt between their legs. “Good girl, Melissa.” Miss Voss had built that.

She’d designed the protocol — the served meal, the service beneath, the two systems running at once. She’d watched hundreds of girls learn to suck cock while their fathers ate roast beef and discussed cricket.

She’d never been on the receiving end.

Her breathing changed. Shallow, caught high in her chest, each inhale a fraction shorter than the last. The flush had reached her cheekbones. Her eyes closed.

Nell glanced at me. I shook my head — a fraction, barely a movement. Don’t acknowledge it.

Nell picked up the bread basket.

“More bread, Miss Voss?”

Miss Voss didn’t answer. Both of her hands were on the table now, palms flat, fingers spread. Her chin dropped. A sound came from her throat — low, pressed, the sound of a woman swallowing a noise she refused to release. Her shoulders rounded forward. The tendons in her neck stood out.

Miss Voss came the way a held breath breaks — one sharp exhale, her fingers curling against the wood, her spine locking straight. No performance. No sound beyond that single breath. Her mouth opened, and her eyes stayed shut, and her whole body went rigid for three seconds, four, five.

Then she softened. Melted back into her chair. Her hands uncurled. She opened her eyes, and they were wet — not crying, just full, the way eyes get when the body overwhelms the face.

She picked up her wine. Took a long, slow sip. Set it down.

Nobody said a word. Rhett buttered bread. Angie passed the salt. Dad poured himself more wine from the bottle and topped off Miss Voss’s glass without comment.

The girls emerged one by one from beneath the tablecloth, quiet, kneeling beside the table with their hands in their laps. The redhead had mascara smudged beneath one eye. The tall girl’s braids had loosened. The blonde looked steadier than when she’d gone under.

I looked at Tess.

“They’ll do.”

Tess nodded and led them out. The dining room door closed behind them.

Miss Voss smoothed her napkin in her lap. Her color was still high, but her hands had stopped trembling. She picked up her fork and finished the bite of chicken she’d abandoned.

“The food is excellent.”

“That’s Maria. She’s been with us since before I was born.”

“You should pay her more, or someone might poach her.”

She caught my eye and stared.

Then she laughed.


Chapter Eight

◆◆◆

I took a walk after dinner, hand in hand with my father.

The evening air hit my skin, and I felt the sweat cool between my breasts, under my arms, in the crease behind my knees where the girl’s breath had been warm against my thighs twenty minutes ago. The gravel crunched under our bare feet—sharp little stones pressing into my soles, the kind of discomfort that keeps you in your body when your mind wants to drift.

“Dinner was—”

“Incredible, Molly.”

“I had my cunt licked by a girl I hadn’t met before tonight at a table full of diners, and it didn’t bother me in the slightest.”

More than that—I’d enjoyed it. Watching the faces around the table as each person moved from hiding surprise to concealing pleasure to openly exposing their orgasm. The way a held fork would pause. The way a swallow of wine would take too long. The way composure left each face in its own order, like lights going out down a corridor.

“She sucked my cock like you do. Like everything in the world boils down to that moment.”

“Who?”

He laughed.

“I have no idea whose throat I came down, but she milked me with the same enthusiasm as you do. She wasn’t stopping until she got every drop.”

“Maybe because it was an audition?”

“I don’t think so, Molly. Everyone came. The girls were being recruited, but I don’t think that was the only reason.”

“I watched my grandmother cum in front of me. I saw in her face the desperate look of a woman who needed that tongue between her legs more than anything else.”

“Did you see how Miss Voss’s fingers gripped the table edge, how her chin dropped and her neck strained?”

“She came like it was a confession.”

“It was, Molly.”

“She needs to be fucked.”

Dad’s hand was warm and dry around mine. His grip was loose—the hold of a man walking beside someone he trusted. The calluses on his palm pressed against my knuckles. I could smell the wine on him, and underneath it the soap from when he’d washed his hands before dinner, and underneath that his skin, the smell I’d known since before I had words for it.

The paddocks were dark.

The stables were locked up.

The last light had gone from the tree line, and the oaks at the bottom of the hill were black shapes against a sky that still held a thin band of gray at the horizon. Somewhere in the lower field, a fox barked—sharp, distant, the single note hanging in the air and dying.

We paused outside the stables and stared at the closed doors.

“You made it to the paddocks, Dad.”

“That was easy. Mom never died in the paddocks.”

The wood had grayed and split along the grain in places, the paint flaking in curls that caught the moonlight. Seventeen years of weather and neglect, sealed shut to him on the day she died.

I heard the horses inside—nickering, scraping the floor, a final murmured conversation before they slept. The sound carried through the doors like voices through a wall.

I squeezed Dad’s hand.

“I want you to fuck me in there.”

“I don’t know.”

“Mom would be pleased that we are together.”

“How do you know, Molly?”

“She wouldn’t be pleased if she were here, now. You’d be hers, but you can’t be, and you’re too young to give up on love. Mom would know that. A girl who rides cocks on horse saddles understands.”

He laughed.

“Because she is wiser for it?”

I looked at him. The moonlight caught the gray at his temples and the lines around his eyes—deeper than they’d been a month ago, but softer tonight. The wine and the evening and the girl who’d sucked his cock in her mouth and swallowed his cum beneath the table had loosened something in his face.

“When you do what I’ve done, you have to process it, Dad. If I didn’t care at all about the things I’d done or the people I’d done it with, I would be soulless. I remember everyone who fucked me and those around when it happened.”

“You feel kindred spirits?”

“We are. We live on the periphery—fetish, most would call it. Sexual actualization seems closer to the truth.”

“Not sure Maslow would agree.”

“And yet he placed self-actualization at the top of his pyramid.”

“Possessions are at the bottom. People at the top.”

“My self-fulfillment is right here. I like to fuck and be fucked, Daddy, but I only love you.”

He stared at the doors, behind which sat the saddest day of his life. I felt his hand tighten around mine—not a squeeze, a brace. The small involuntary contraction of a man’s grip when his body registers something his mouth won’t say.

“Soon, Molly.”

“Yes. Soon.”

We strolled back to the house and went inside. The hallway smelled like Maria’s roast chicken still—the lemon and herbs clinging to the air, mixing with the beeswax she used on the banister. The grandfather clock counted its seconds.

I kissed my father on the cheek. His skin was warm and rough with the evening stubble, and I tasted the salt of the walk on his jaw.

“I’ll join you upstairs, Daddy.”

“You need a minute?”

“I do.”

The Orangery was cool now, the lights off. The glass panels held the last of the sky—deep blue turning black, the tree line a silhouette. The stone floor was cold under my bare feet. The room smelled different from this afternoon—the sweat and milk and sex of Beth’s feeding had faded, replaced by the cooler scent of stone and linen and the faint sweetness of the wine someone had spilled on the arm of the sofa and not wiped up.

I felt her presence before I saw her.

She was in the armchair by the far wall, the one she’d claimed at tea. Still. Not hiding—waiting. The way she’d waited at the end of every corridor at Rosehill, watching the girls pass.

“I watched you and your Dad walking together.”

“Miss Voss.”

“Call me Eleanor. Please. Join me, Molly.”

I stood in front of her, looking down. She looked different. The rage from the foyer was gone. The composure from the dinner table was gone. What was left was a woman sitting in a dark room with her shoes off and her blouse untucked and her hair loose around her shoulders, and the flush from her orgasm still visible on her throat.

“Dinner. That was unexpected.”

She smiled.

“Angie and Nell are using their initiative. I wasn’t expecting it either.”

“Dinner nights at Braddock’s. That could become a thing, Molly.”

“You enjoyed it?”

“I did. It’s been a while. You get—”

She paused. Looked at her hands in her lap—the fingers still, the knuckles no longer white. She turned them over, studying her palms as though checking for something she’d dropped.

“You get bored with the same thing and stop wanting it. Tonight, I wanted it. I needed it.”

“I watched you cum.”

“I know you did. I watched you cum too, Molly. You were magnificent. You remind me—”

“I remind you of someone?”

She nodded and smiled. The smile was different from the ones I’d seen—not the Director’s controlled display, not the careful diplomatic curve she’d offered over tea. This one reached her eyes and stayed there.

“You and Cole are a rare couple. You’re in love but easily capable of sharing each other. It doesn’t happen as often as you might think. Rosehill used to have that magic. My daughter—when she was alive, and Simone was with her—they would lead the whole school.”

She stood up.

“Like you, Molly.”

She held my hands. Her fingers were cool and dry, and the bones beneath her skin felt small and precise—a woman’s hands that had spent decades pointing and directing and never reaching.

“All the time that girl was licking my cunt, I wanted it to be you. Something held me back from asking.”

She was inches from me.

Our lips were close enough that one move would close the gap—a brush, a kiss that would last in ways it shouldn’t. I could smell her—the heat of a woman who’d cum hard but wasn’t done yet, the wine on her breath, the lavender from Maria’s guest robe that someone had laid out for her. Something beneath all of it, something sharper, older, the mineral scent of a body that had been running on adrenaline and grief for years and was only now letting go.

She smiled.

“You’re scared, Molly.”

“Yes. I am.”

“You’re scared about what I just told you—about wanting you on your knees, your head between my legs?”

“I am.”

“Why?”

My cunt was still wet from the dinner. My nipples were hard under Dad’s t-shirt. Every nerve in my body was telling me to close the distance—to drop to my knees on the cold stone floor and push her skirt up and put my mouth on the cunt I’d watched cum from across the table. My body didn’t care about bloodlines. My body had never met a taboo it wouldn’t climb.

But something older than want had locked my knees, and I couldn’t move.

“Because there was a time I would have done it.”

Her breathing changed. The rhythm broke—not faster, held. A breath drawn and kept, the way you hold your breath when you hear a sound in a house that should be empty.

Her eyes moved across my face. Not the Director’s assessment—nor the clinical scan she ran on every girl who walked through Rosehill’s gate. This was slower. Searching. Her gaze settled on my jaw first—the bone, her eyes followed the line of it, the angle I carried without knowing where it came from. Then she stared into my eyes. Then studied the way I was standing—weight on one hip, chin lifted, my hands at my sides.

I watched her see it. I watched the recognition arrive the way light arrives in a room when you open a curtain—not all at once, but fast, and by the time you register it, everything has changed.

Her eyes filled with tears.

“My daughter was here, wasn’t she?”

“Lena died here. In the stables.”

The words came out fast. Not because I didn’t feel them—because I couldn’t say them slowly. Slowly would have cracked something open that I needed shut long enough to finish.

“You are her daughter. My grandchild.”

It wasn’t a question. A hand reaching through the dark and finding a wall it had been searching for.

“I am. Lena was my mother. She married Cole when she was six months pregnant. A beam—in the stables. It was instant. I was one. I never knew her. Neither of us knew about you.”

Her mouth opened. No sound came out. Her hands were still holding mine, and the grip changed—her fingers tightening around my knuckles, the bones of her hands pressing into my skin with a force that had nothing to do with strength and everything to do with a woman reaching for the only solid thing in a room that was tilting beneath her.

The sound came.

Not the scream from the foyer. Not rage. A sound I’d never heard a human being make—low, broken, rising from somewhere below her chest, the sound of seventeen years of not knowing collapsing into a single moment of knowing too much. Her legs buckled. I caught her—my arms going around her, taking her full weight, pulling her into me.

She folded against my chest. Her face pressed into my neck, and I felt her tears—hot, immediate, soaking through Dad’s t-shirt to my skin. Her breath came in ragged pulls that hitched and caught and hitched again, each one shorter than the last, her body trying to cry and breathe at the same time and failing at both.

Her arms went around me with a grip that was fierce and graceless—not the controlled embrace of a woman who kept the world at a measured distance. This was muscle and desperation, the clutch of a body that had been holding something for seventeen years and was letting go of all of it at once.

She smelled like lavender and wine and the road. Her heart slammed against my chest. Her fingers dug into my back.

I held her. And I cried, because I couldn’t stop it, because the woman in my arms had just become the closest thing to my mother I would ever touch.

“Cole married my daughter?”

“He did.”

“He’s my son-in-law.”

“Yes.”

Dad found us.

I don’t know if he heard Eleanor’s cry from the hallway or if he’d been standing outside the Orangery door since I’d kissed his cheek and told him I needed a minute. It didn’t matter. He was there—in the doorway, the hall light behind him, his hands at his sides and his eyes wet, and he let us have it.

Eleanor pulled back from me. Her face was wrecked—mascara gone, the lines around her eyes deep and streaked, her lips swollen from biting down on the sounds she couldn’t stop. She looked at Dad the way you look at someone when you already know the answer but need to hear them say it.

“Cole.”

“Eleanor.”

“You married my daughter?”

“I did.”

“Where is she?”

He crossed the Orangery in four strides and knelt in front of her chair as he’d knelt before me at Rosehill—not standing over her, not delivering anything from a distance. On his knees, his gray eyes level with hers.

“A clearing in the woodland where the deer graze. I’ll take you there tomorrow.”

Her hand found his face. Her fingers against his jaw. Her thumb traced his cheekbone, and the touch was not a lover’s touch. It was a mother’s hand on the face of the man who had held her daughter’s world together after she couldn’t.

“Thank you for burying her somewhere beautiful.”

“I loved her.”

We stayed for a few minutes, then I offered my hand to my grandmother and showed her to her room. She held my hand on the stairs—her grip tight, her fingers threaded through mine, and she didn’t let go until we reached the door. Her feet were bare on the wood floor. Somewhere along the way she’d lost her shoes, and neither of us had noticed.

“I need to talk, Molly.”

“I know. We’ll talk more tomorrow?”

“I want to tell you what a wonderful girl your mother was.”

“I want to listen.”

She touched my face. Her fingers were cold from the whiskey glass, and they trembled against my cheekbone. Her thumb found the place below my eye—the hollow—and rested there.

“You look so much like her.”

“I know, and I am glad.”

I closed her door and stood in the corridor and pressed my forehead against the wall and breathed until my chest stopped hurting. The plaster was cool against my skin. I could hear Maria in the kitchen below, the grandfather clock, the sound of a house settling around one more body than it had held that morning.

Then I went to find Dad.

He was already in bed. Our new bed—a wider frame, the white sheets, the slate-gray throw pushed to one side. The room smelled like clean cotton and the cedar oil Maria used on the headboard. He was on his back, one arm behind his head, the other resting on his stomach. His chest rose and fell. Soft. Not waiting for me. Just there.

I stripped at the door.

His t-shirt came over my head. The cool air hit my breasts—my nipples tightening, the sweat from the walk drying on my skin. My panties were still soaked, the gusset dark and wet, the fabric peeling from my cunt lips with a sound I could hear in the quiet room. The cotton stuck to my folds and pulled free. I left them on the floor and climbed onto the bed naked.

“Hi, Dad.”

“Hi. Is Miss Voss all right?”

“Yes. She wants to talk about Mom.”

“So do I.”

I tilted my head and smiled.

“What is it?”

“She wanted to fuck me, Daddy—before she knew.”

“Did you want that?”

“At Rosehill—I would have, but fucking my own grandmother—no thanks.”

“I agree. It’s too far.”

I straddled my father’s cock.

It was soft against my thigh—warm, heavy, resting in the crease where my leg met my groin. I reached between us and took his cock in my hand. The weight of him filled my palm. His heat radiated through my fingers. I could feel the veins beneath his skin—especially the thick one along the underside, and smaller ones branching across the shaft.

I stroked my father’s cock slowly, my thumb tracing the ridge beneath the head, circling the frenulum where the skin was thinnest and his nerve endings clustered.

He grew in my hand.

The shaft thickened first—the girth filling against my palm, my fingers spreading to accommodate the width. Then the length came. The upward curve pressing into my grip, the head flushing darker as his blood arrived, the slit weeping a clear bead of precum that caught the bedside light and ran down over my thumb.

I held nine inches of my father’s cock. The cock I’d ridden every day since Rosehill. The cock whose replicas sat in every saddle in our stable yard. The cock that had been inside Nell that morning, inside the girl’s mouth at dinner, and was about to be inside me again because the day didn’t end until I had him.

“I have never felt jealous, Dad.”

“There’s no need. You taught me that, Molly.”

“You taught me everything else.”

I positioned his cock at my entrance, stared into his eyes, and sank down.

The stretch was always the same and always new—the first inch parting my lips, his crown wider than the shaft, the rim dragging against the inside of my folds as they whitened around his width and opened.

My cunt was wet—soaked from the Orangery, from the dinner, from the girl whose saliva was still drying on my inner thighs—and his head slid through the slick resistance of my arousal and pressed deeper inside me.

I took all of my father’s cock in one steady descent. Every inch of it inside me. The ridged skin of his shaft dragging against the swollen walls of my cunt, the veins catching on the tissue, the upward curve finding the channel it had worn into my body.

His crown nudged my cervix at the bottom of the stroke, and the pressure bloomed through my pelvis—deep, structural, the ache that told me every inch of my father was inside me.

“Balls deep, Daddy.”

“Every time.”

His hands found my hips. His thumbs in the hollows above my ass.

I started riding my father’s cock. Grinding my clit in flat circles, dragging the exposed bud across the coarse hair above his cock, his shaft shifting inside me with each rotation. The wet sounds carried in the quiet room—thick, rhythmic, the slick percussion of a cunt that had been ready for hours.

“Molly.”

“Mmm.”

“I love you.”

“I know, Dad. I love you too.”

The door was open. We always left the door open now. This was Braddock’s. Display was part of the architecture.

Nell stood there.

She smiled.

“I’m here for cleanup, Molly.”

“Thank you, darling.”

I didn’t see her standing beside Nell at first. I was too deep in the rhythm, too deep in Dad—eyes closed, fingers spread on his chest, feeling his heartbeat against my palms as I rode his cock. His hands were on my hips guiding me. Not controlling the pace. Holding. Being there. The steady warmth of a man who had nothing to prove and nowhere else to be.

The floorboard outside our door creaked. An old one, third from the left, that groaned if you stepped on it wrong.

I opened my eyes.

Miss Voss stood in the doorway beside Nell, wearing a white robe. Her hair was down—the silver streaks catching the hallway light, falling across her shoulders and framing her face. She was still. Not hiding. Not apologizing. Standing the way she’d stood at the entrance to every stall at Rosehill. Assessing.

Her eyes tracked the junction of our bodies—my cunt stretched around Dad’s cock, my lips gripping his shaft, the slick mess of arousal coating his skin and glistening in the low light. Her granddaughter’s naked body was riding her son-in-law’s cock.

Her granddaughter mounted on a cock she’d tested at Rosehill and approved.

I didn’t stop fucking my Daddy.

I held Eleanor’s gaze and kept riding his cock. My hips rolled forward, grinding my clit against his pubic bone, and I felt my cunt clench around his shaft—the involuntary grip of a body that was being watched and wanted to be watched.

My grandmother watched. Her eyes moved from my face to my hips, tracking the motion. Reading the technique the way she’d read a thousand riders at Rosehill—posture, angle, the efficiency of the grind.

I knew what was coming before she said it.

“You’re grinding him too flat.”

Her voice was quiet. Not commanding. Not the Director barking an order. A teacher who couldn’t help herself.

“Angle yourself forward, Molly. Press your clit harder into his pubic bone on the downstroke and take the pleasure you deserve. You’re wasting the contact.”

Dad’s hands tightened on my hips. He’d heard her. He looked past me to the doorway—at the woman whose daughter he’d married, whose granddaughter he was inside, standing in a white robe in his hallway and correcting his lover’s technique.

I slowed and stopped. His cock pulsed inside me—full, thick, the ridge of his crown pressing against my front wall. I could feel my heartbeat through the tissue where we were joined, my cunt gripping him in small involuntary contractions.

I lifted myself off him slowly. The head dragged along the inside of me, the rim catching on the ridges of my swollen walls, and the withdrawal was wet—a thick sound, the suction of flesh releasing flesh.

His cock slipped free, glistening, standing straight against his stomach. I wrapped my hand around the shaft and held him there. My arousal coated him from crown to root—a slick, shining layer that caught the light.

I stared at her.

“Show me how to fuck him, Grandmother.”

She didn’t move.

Grandmother.

That landed.

I watched her face in the half-light—the same face that had screamed in our foyer, the same face that had collapsed when I’d told her that her daughter died in our stables. Something was happening behind her eyes. Not calculation. Not permission-seeking. A woman deciding whether to cross a line she’d been standing behind for decades.

She built Rosehill because nobody built one for her. She’d spent thirty years teaching other people how to fuck, how to love through their bodies, how to break open and be held. Thirty years of watching from the gallery. Thirty years of directing couples onto saddles and into stalls and through escalation stages she had designed and never once used for herself.

She looked at Dad. He looked at me. I nodded.

“Please. Come and fuck him. He wants to be inside you.”

“Are you—”

“I’m sure.”

She came into the room.

My grandmother untied the robe. Her fingers found the knot at her waist—the same fingers that had trembled against my cheekbone an hour ago—and pulled. The white cotton loosened, and she shrugged it from her shoulders, and it fell and pooled on the floor around her feet.

My grandmother stood naked in front of me.

“You’re beautiful.”

“I was.”

“You are.”

Her breasts were small and low, the skin creased beneath them where gravity and time had done their work. Her nipples were dark—not pink, not brown, a deep plum that I hadn’t expected—and flat against the soft tissue. Her stomach was loose, the muscles beneath it still visible but less tight than they had been, the skin carrying the faint silver tracks of a pregnancy. My mother. The stretch marks my mother had left on her body.

Her hips were wider than I’d expected, stronger, the bones visible beneath skin that had thinned with age. Her thighs were pale and firm—the muscle of a woman who walked and rode and stood for hours in stalls directing others.

Between her legs, a strip of silver hair—not groomed, not neglected. Just there. The lips beneath it were thin, pressed together, the crease between them barely visible.

“My Dad will stretch you.”

She shivered.

“It’s been too long.”

“Come then. Fuck him. Nell will clean you afterward.”

“My God, Molly. You are your mother’s daughter.”

She was beautiful. Not despite the age. Because of it. The kind of beauty that comes when you stop maintaining it and let the body do the work.

She stood at the edge of the bed and stared at Dad’s cock in my hand. I could see her pulse in her throat—fast, visible, the flutter of a woman whose body was already responding to what her mind hadn’t decided yet.

“It’s been a very long time.”

“How long?”

“Long enough that it frightens me.”

“He’s lubricated.”

“With you.”

“I can suck it off if you’d prefer, or Nell can do it.”

“No.”

“Nell can warm you up.”

“I don’t need it. I am soaking wet. You just can’t see it because—”

“Pubic hair?”

“Yes.”

“I’ll have someone shave you in the morning.”

I guided her onto the bed. She moved stiffly—the grace she carried in her clothes had left with the linen. She straddled Dad, her knees settling on either side of his hips, her thighs trembling. The tendons stood out along her inner legs—tight, clenched, the muscles of a woman bracing herself for something she’d been dreaming about and dreading in equal measure.

“You fucked my daughter, my granddaughter—”

“And now you. I can’t wait to be inside you.”

“Will you cum inside me, Cole?”

“Is that what you want?”

“More than anything.”

“My pleasure.”

Dad reached up and put his hand on her face. Gently. His palm against her cheek, his thumb beneath her eye, the same hold he used on me when I needed steadying.

“Let’s go nice and easy, Eleanor.”

“I want deep and hard. Reshape me.” She looked at me. “Like her. Like my daughter.”

I held his cock steady—my fingers circled around the root, the shaft rising between her thighs. The head was level with her cunt—flushed, swollen, his slit still weeping. I could feel his pulse through my grip, fast and hard.

She lowered herself. The head pressed against her entrance.

She wasn’t as wet as she thought. The thin lips parted around his crown, and the tissue was dry, her hole tight, the entrance of a woman whose body had forgotten how to prepare. The muscle resisted.

“Nell. Help her.”

Nell didn’t hesitate. She reached between my thighs—two fingers sliding inside my soaking wet cunt without asking, without looking, the instinct of a girl who knew where the slick was and how to get it.

I was soaking, had been since I’d sat on Dad’s cock, and her fingers went deep and curled and withdrew coated to the knuckle.

She spread it along his shaft first—coating the head, the ridge, the veins, her small hand working the slick over his crown until it glistened.

Then she pressed her wet fingers against Eleanor’s cunt.

Eleanor breathed in sharply. Nell’s fingers parted the thin lips—gently, spreading them open around his crown, running the slick along the inside of her folds, coating the dry tissue with what she’d gathered from inside me.

Nell dipped back inside my cunt—a second gathering, quick, her fingers curling against my walls—and returned to Eleanor, pressing the warmth into her entrance, circling the rim, softening the resistance.

My arousal was soaking into my grandmother’s skin. Carried there by Nell’s fingers. The slick of my father’s precum and mine spread across the entrance of the woman who had given birth to my mother—but delivered by the girl who asked no questions and did what the room needed.

Eleanor’s thighs trembled harder.

“Are you ready?”

“Yes.”

Nell dipped her fingers inside me again—going deeper this time, curling against my front wall, gathering more—and brought the slick back to Eleanor’s entrance. She worked it into her slowly, her fingertips pressing just inside her opening, spreading the wetness where my father’s cock would go.

Nell withdrew her fingers, and I positioned his crown against the place she’d prepared.

She sank down.

The head breached her. Her face changed—the muscles around her eyes pulled tight, her mouth opened, and her hands flew to Dad’s chest. Her fingers dug into the muscle, her nails pressing white crescents into his skin.

“Oh, God.”

“Take it easy.”

“So fucking big.”

She took three inches and stopped. Her body adjusting. I could see her stretching around him—the thin lips whitening, the folds pulling taut, the rim of her entrance gripping the shaft. The tissue that had been dry was flushing now—blood and slick arriving, the pink deepening to red where his width was forcing her open. Her body was waking up and remembering.

“Take your time.”

“I’m not rushing anything, Molly.”

She sank down further. Five inches, then six, disappearing inside her. Her fingers dug harder into Dad’s chest. His hands found her hips, steadying her, holding her weight, letting her control the depth. I could hear her breathing—short, controlled, each exhale carrying a sound that was somewhere between pain and awe.

My Dad was fucking my grandmother.

Seven inches. Eight. Her thighs were trembling, the muscles in her stomach tight, the effort of holding herself above him while her body opened around something it hadn’t held in years. Her cunt was wetter now—I could see it, the slick gathering around his shaft where her arousal was mixing with mine, the tissue flushed and glistening.

She closed her eyes and sank the rest of the way down. Nine inches. He was balls deep inside her. Her ass was resting on his thighs, her pubic bone pressed to his, the silver hair between her legs flattened against the dark hair above his cock.

She sat there, breathing.

Full of my father.

Full of her son-in-law.

“Now angle forward. The way you told me.”

She giggled and leaned, tilted her pelvis. I watched her find it—the adjustment she’d taught a thousand girls, the technique she’d built her curriculum around, the angle she’d directed from galleries and doorways and hadn’t felt inside her own body for years. She pressed her clit into his pubic bone and ground down.

“There. Have a good look, Molly. This is how you fuck your Daddy for both of you.”

The sound she made was not a sound I’d heard from her. Not authority. Not control. A body remembering. Tissue waking up. Nerve endings firing after years of silence—years of directing other women onto cocks, years of watching from the gallery, years of sleeping alone in a house full of fucking.

She started to move. Slow at first—rolling in tight circles, precise, deliberate. She knew exactly what she was doing. She’d been teaching this for thirty years. Her hips found a rhythm, and her cunt found the friction, and the sounds changed—from the dry catch of resistant tissue to something deeper, wetter, the slick percussion of a body that had caught up with its own desire.

Dad’s hands rose from her hips to her waist—his fingers spanning her ribcage, holding her steady. Not directing. Letting her take what she needed.

I moved to the floor.

I knelt beside the bed and brought my face level with the place where they were joined. I could see everything from here—my father’s thick shaft disappearing inside my grandmother’s cunt with every downstroke, her thin lips stretched taut around his girth, the tissue flushed dark and shining with the mixture of my arousal and hers.

His balls hung heavy beneath, drawn tight with each upstroke. The wet sounds were louder down here—intimate, obscene, the slick friction of a cock working inside a cunt that was getting wetter with every stroke.

The smell hit me. My father’s musk—the deep, concentrated scent of his skin and his sweat and his precum. And underneath, something different. Eleanor. Her scent was sharper than mine, thinner, the arousal of an older body running at a different temperature. The two scents mixing in the air between their bodies.

I looked at Nell.

“Lick my grandmother’s clit while he fucks her.”

“I thought you’d never ask.”

Nell slid off the edge of the bed and knelt beside me on the floor. She leaned in without hesitation—her tongue finding the base of his shaft where it emerged from Eleanor and dragging upward, slow, flat, following the crease of Eleanor’s folds until she found her clit. The small, hard bud beneath its hood.

Nell circled it with the tip of her tongue while Dad’s cock slid in and out inches from her face—the shaft passing her cheek on every downstroke, Eleanor’s stretched lips brushing her chin as she ground against him.

Eleanor gasped. Her hips jerked—the rhythm breaking, her body registering the new sensation.

“Oh—”

Eleanor gripped the headboard.

“Don’t stop fucking me, Cole.”

Nell sealed her lips around Eleanor’s clit and sucked. The hood peeled back, and the raw nerve met the heat of her mouth. Eleanor’s hand flew down and found Nell’s hair—her fingers threading through the dark strands, gripping, holding the girl’s head between her thighs as if she never wanted her to stop.

I sat on the edge of the bed and watched.

Nell worked Eleanor’s clit with her tongue—flat strokes, firm, each one pressing the bud until it rolled against Dad’s pubic bone while Eleanor ground down. I could hear the sounds—wet, layered, Nell’s mouth on Eleanor’s clit and Dad’s cock inside Eleanor’s cunt, the two rhythms running together. Nell’s chin was soaked. The arousal ran in warm threads down her jaw, dripping onto the floor between her knees.

It was an awkward position, but they coped.

Dad’s pace changed, and he fucked Eleanor harder. His hips drove upward—faster, the strokes shorter, the grinding rolls that meant he was close. Each thrust pushed Eleanor’s cunt onto Nell’s face, and Nell held her mouth steady and let his rhythm do the work—his cock driving Eleanor’s clit across Nell’s tongue, the sounds thick and wet and everywhere.

“Oh. Oh God.”

Eleanor’s pace quickened. The trembling in her thighs spread—up through her hips, her stomach, her chest. Her small breasts shook with each stroke. Her nipples hardened—the flat plum discs contracting into tight points. Her face flushed from neck to cheekbones, the color blotching her skin.

She was going to cum.

I could see it building—her grinding losing its precision, her hips stuttering and recovering and stuttering again. Her grip in Nell’s hair tightened. Her mouth fell open and stayed open. The silver-streaked hair swung across her face.

Dad was watching her. His eyes hadn’t left her since she’d mounted him. His cock was hard inside her, his stomach muscles tight, his breathing shallow. He was close. I knew his body—the vein in his neck standing out, the tension in his forearms, his jaw set.

“Let go, Eleanor.”

He spoke quietly, warmth beneath the authority.

She came.

Her hips ground down hard, once, and her whole body locked—spine arched, head thrown back, fingers digging into Dad’s ribs with one hand and gripping Nell’s hair with the other. The sound was low and long, rising from deep in her chest—a sound that had been stored for years and was finally being spent.

Not the pressed silence from the dinner table. This was released. Full. The sound of a woman who had stopped holding herself together.

Her cunt clenched around Dad’s cock. Nell kept her mouth on Eleanor’s clit—licking gently now, easing her through it, each contraction gripping his shaft in waves. Eleanor’s thighs shook against Nell’s cheeks. Her arousal flooded—warm, thin, running down over Nell’s chin, Dad’s thighs, and dripping onto the sheets.

She rode my father out.

Every contraction drove her harder against Dad’s pubic bone, her clit grinding into Nell’s mouth, extending it past the point where most women would have pulled away. She didn’t pull away. She pushed into it—Rosehill discipline applied to her own orgasm, taking every last second the sensation offered.

Dad came inside her.

His thighs tensed beneath her. His grip on her waist tightened. The low groan came from somewhere chest-deep and involuntary—the sound of a man releasing everything he had into a woman he had no business filling but couldn’t stop himself.

His hips pushed up, driving his cock as deep as it would go—the first hot surge against her cervix, the flood that followed, his cum filling the woman who had directed him at Rosehill, who had tested his erection in a white-tiled stall, who had told his daughter to wank him off and make him cum.

His mother-in-law.

My grandmother.

Nell pulled back. Her mouth was wet—her lips and chin shining, the mess of Eleanor’s orgasm glistening on her skin. She wiped her face with the back of her hand and sat on the floor with her knees drawn up, her dark eyes watching the two bodies above her settle.

Eleanor collapsed forward onto Dad’s chest. Her forehead against his collarbone, her breathing ragged, her body still clenching around him in slow, fading contractions. His arms came around her. Firm. No apology in the grip.

His cock softened inside her. I watched it slip free—the head dragging past her stretched entrance, the rim catching on her folds, and then the withdrawal. His cock fell against his thigh, glistening. And behind it—the thick white line of his cum leaking from Eleanor’s cunt, running from her opened entrance down the crease between her thin lips, pooling on Dad’s skin.

I looked at Nell.

She was already moving. She knew. She leaned over the edge of the bed and caught the line with her tongue—his thick warmth trailing from her cunt, the mixture of father and grandmother gathered on the tongue of a girl who cleaned up after the people she loved without being asked.

Nell sealed her mouth over Eleanor’s entrance and sucked gently—drawing the warmth out, Dad’s cum moving inside Eleanor, thick and heavy, pooling on Nell’s tongue. Nell swallowed. The sound—small, wet, deliberate—carried in the quiet room. She pressed her tongue inside, licking the walls where Dad’s cock had been, gathering what remained.

Eleanor’s hand found Nell’s hair again. She held her there—not pushing, just resting, her fingers gentle in the dark strands while Nell drew the last of Dad’s cum from inside her body.

Nell cleaned them both. Eleanor first—every fold, the thin lips, the crease beneath her clit, the slick that had run down to the curve of her ass. Then she cleaned Dad—leaning across, taking his softening cock into her mouth, her lips loose around the shaft, her tongue working slowly. The taste of Eleanor on his skin. Nell licked him from root to crown, gathering the mess, and kissed the tip and let him go.

She sat back on her heels and looked at me. Her mouth was wet. Her chin was wet. Her eyes were steady.

“Good girl, Nell.”

I sat on the edge of the bed with my hands in my lap and watched my father hold my grandmother.

I wasn’t jealous. I wasn’t left out.

I felt like an architect.

I’d built the room. Set the conditions. Left the door open deliberately. And the woman who’d spent her life teaching everyone else how to be fucked had finally let herself be fucked, in a house her daughter once lived in, by the man her daughter had loved, while her granddaughter held the space and Nell held the clit between her lips and swallowed everything both of them could give.

That was Braddock’s.

That was what we’d built.

Eleanor slept in our bed. She fell asleep on Dad’s chest, his softening cock against her thigh, his cum drying on the sheets beneath her. I pulled the slate-gray throw over her and went to the bathroom and washed my face.

When I came back, Dad was awake. Eleanor’s breathing was deep and even—the sleep of a woman whose body had finally stopped fighting.

I lay down beside him on the other side. He turned his head toward me.

“How long did you plan this?”

He smiled.

“Which part?”

“All of it.”

“I called the inspectors the day Simone told us Voss was making calls. That was defense.”

“What else?”

“I befriended her driver at Rosehill. Nice man. Ex-military. He understood the assignment.”

“You paid him to break down?”

“I paid him to give us time. The car isn’t broken. It never was.”

I stared at the ceiling. The plaster was cracked in the corner where it always cracked, the old house shifting in its new joints. The crack had been there since I was ten. I’d stared at it from Mom’s side of the bed a thousand times.

“The Sun Tzu wasn’t a warning, Molly.”

“No.”

“It was my confession.”

He found my hand under the covers. His fingers laced through mine. Eleanor’s breathing was slow and even between us.

“I engineered the conditions, Molly. What happened in this bed—that was you.”

“Did you know it would end like this?”

“No. I knew she needed to stay long enough to stop fighting.”

He looked at Eleanor, sleeping on his chest, her face slack and open, the lines around her eyes smoothed by exhaustion.

“I’m an architect. I build structures. I don’t tell people how to live in them.”

I squeezed his hand. His thumb traced a circle on my knuckle—the small, absent gesture he’d been making since I was small enough to hold one of his fingers in my whole fist.

“Goodnight, Daddy.”

“Goodnight, darling.”

Morning came with hooves on gravel, Rhett’s voice from the stable yard, Maria’s kitchen sounds—the skillet, the French press, the faucet counting its eleven seconds. The smell of coffee and toast and the low hum of construction from the east wing.

Eleanor was already up. I found her in the Orangery, standing at the glass wall, looking out at the grounds. White robe. Silver hair loose. Maria’s coffee in her hands. The early light came through the glass panels and caught the steam rising from the cup.

She looked different in the morning light. The authority was still there—in her posture, in the set of her shoulders, in the way she held the cup with both hands and her chin lifted. But the edges had gone.

The woman who’d screamed in our foyer, who’d waged war from a linen suit, who’d come undone on my father’s cock while Nell knelt between her thighs—she’d left something in our bed last night, and what remained was lighter.

“Molly.”

“Good morning.”

“I’m sorry if last night went too far.”

“It didn’t. We shared the same man. His cum is inside both of us. I’m glad.”

“Most wouldn’t speak the truth like that.”

“Most haven’t been schooled at Rosehill.”

“Rosehill can wait.”

“What do you mean?”

“I’d like to stay. If that’s all right. For a while.”

Dad appeared behind me. His hand on my shoulder. The weight of it—warm, steady, the hand that had built this house and held my mother and buried her and raised me and fucked me and held Eleanor while she came apart on the end of his cock and still had enough left to rest on my shoulder in the morning light.

“You’re welcome here, Eleanor.”

Maria came through with a fresh pot of coffee and set a plate at the empty place, without being asked.

“Angie wants a word.”

“Ask her to join us.”

Angie came in looking studious, a large writing pad in hand.

She looked up.

“We’re booked. Full for the next three months.”

“That’s good.”

“More interviews today. Can you help?”

I looked at my grandmother. She smiled.

“Miss Voss will help.”

“Cool. We have a few international visitors, too. A couple from the UK, a party of five from New Zealand, and a guy from Switzerland who was specific about wanting a threesome with you and Cole.”

“Great. Ask Maria to add their choices to the menu.”

I stood with my Dad and grandmother staring out past the glass. At the bottom of the hill, the stable doors stood in the early light. Padlocked. Dark. Still sealed after seventeen years.

But the house was full. And the table had one more place.
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