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Chapter One

◆◆◆

Molly’s Point of View

“These aren’t public displays of affection, Molly.”

Dad set down the PDA brochure on the desk beside the window. The paddock below was empty—the girls had taken the horses in for the evening, and the light was going gold across the grass.

“Depends on the kink, Dad.”

“Girls wearing collars and leads in public?”

“Shows Mommy or Daddy cares.”

He blinked. The you’re-not-being-serious blink. I crossed our small apartment and linked my arm through his, pulling him to the bed.

I sat on the edge. He kneeled in front of me, and when I spread my legs, he saw what I wanted him to see—me, pantyless, my cunt shaven an hour ago, the lips swollen and flushed from this morning when he fucked me. He smiled. Not an embarrassed smile. The one underneath it.

“I know your scent, Molly. I can smell you.”

“That’s one reason Rosehill is such a good idea. Proximity and opportunity. You can literally fuck me anywhere on the estate.”

“I’m not oriented yet.”

“But you fucked me, Dad. We’ve had sex a few times since.”

“Made love, Molly—we made love.”

“I know. But don’t you feel free here?”

“A bit too free.”

“You’ll feel better after I suck your cock in the dining hall.”

“In front of everyone?”

“It’s in the top ten PDAs.”

“As is anal sex, spanking your daughter, and breeding.”

“That’s for breeders only. A girl must be off birth control to be bred by her father or another.”

He shook his head and looked lost, somewhere between shy and ashamed, the corners of his mouth not sure what to do with themselves. I was settled. Dad wasn’t—at least not yet.

“Dad. You are handsome, fit, you have an enormous cock, and you understand how to use it.”

“It’s been a while.”

I placed a hand over my stomach.

“I disagree. I’m still full of your seed from six this morning.”

He looked up.

“I am an architect, Molly. Award-winning. And now I am reducing myself to a—”

“People pay ten thousand dollars for a weekend.”

He rocked back on his haunches and stared at me.

“We can easily accommodate six couples and not see the guests in our private areas.”

“Ten thousand bucks each couple?”

I nodded.

“Pony clubs and anonymous, exclusive sex venues are a game for the wealthy.”

“I had no idea.”

“There are costs, mostly in the vetting process—travel to meet potential clients, mapping their needs, preparing and organizing events, marketing discreetly—but we would clear seven grand per couple on a weekend.”

“Whoa. That’s—”

“At half capacity on weekends. Weekdays the same—three grand from breakfast until dinner. Our profit before tax and repaying loans would be just over three million a year. That improves over time as more clients return.”

“Loans?”

“My trust fund will pay. I want that money back.”

Dad shook his head.

“We still have to agree how this is done.”

“It starts at Rosehill, Dad. Today. We build our reputation here, and the first step is a PDA first thing this morning. We’re being watched, but that won’t last forever.”

He looked unsure. No, dubious.

“You sucking my cock at dinner is the marketing plan?”

“And swallowing your seed. Every drop.”

The bell rang for dinner—brassy, low in tone, vast in reach.

It only rang once.

Rosehill students were expected to obey.

I took my father’s hand and led him to our apartment door.

“I might share you, Daddy. Will that be a problem?”

“At dinner?”

“Maybe.”

“Won’t it bother you? Watching me with another girl?”

“No.”

He nodded.

The corridor from the upper floors ran in a long curve of pale stone, and the sound of the dining hall rose to meet us before we reached the stairs—silverware on china, voices layered over voices, a girl’s laugh ringing above the rest.

Dad’s hand tightened around mine.

I squeezed back and didn’t let go.

The dining hall was two centuries of money and no apology—dark oak paneling from floor to gallery rail, smoke-darkened by generations of candle flame. The ceiling was coffered, each panel carved with a horse in profile. Oil portraits lined the walls—riders, women in dress that got sparser and more honest the further from the entrance we got.

Crystal chandeliers threw soft light across six long refectory tables set with heavy silver and white linen. Tall windows ran the west wall, and through them the last of the sunset was bleeding across the paddocks.

A hundred students filled the room, maybe more. Faculty sat at a raised table near the far wall, Eleanor’s chair in the center—empty. Girls wore everything from riding boots and skirts to sheer blouses to nothing at all.

Stepfathers wore shirts and chinos or jeans, some sitting with girls on their laps, some feeding daughters from their plates. A woman—stepmom, mid-forties, pearl earrings—had her hand inside her stepson’s waistband while he ate a bread roll with both hands.

Eyes found us the moment we crossed the threshold.

The whispers started before we’d passed the second table. The new girl. The one from the intake stall. The one who wanked off her father in front of three witnesses and swallowed every drop. They’d been talking about me since my first day, and they hadn’t stopped.

I let them watch.

I led Dad between the tables to an empty spot near the center of the hall. Heavy oak table, six chairs, nobody sitting there. I pulled out a chair, lifted it with both hands, and set it on the table.

The legs thudded against the wood.

The sound carried.

Dad stared at the chair. Then he looked around the room—at the hundred faces now turning toward us, at the faculty table, at the tall windows, at the exits.

“Molly.”

“Climb up, Dad.”

“I can’t—”

“You can.”

His jaw worked. His hands were fists at his sides. The vein in his neck was standing. His pulse was visible from six feet away.

I climbed onto the table first. Stood beside the chair, barefoot on the white linen, and looked down at him. The room had gone quiet—not silent, people were still breathing, still shifting in their seats—but the conversation had stopped.

I held out my hand.

His hands unclenched. He gripped the edge of the table and hauled himself up in one motion, the muscles in his forearms standing out against the skin, and then he reached for me—pulling me toward him. His arm wrapped around my waist and lifted me off my feet for a second, setting me down beside the chair.

The room gasped.

Not at the climb. At the size of him—six-two, broad, the shoulders of a man who’d spent thirty years bending over drafting tables and compensated by building things with his hands. Standing on a table above a hundred people, he filled the space.

“Sit down, Daddy.”

He sat. His knees were level with the heads of the nearest students.

I unbuttoned my blouse. Slowly. Not because I was nervous—because I wanted them to see every inch as it appeared. The blouse fell to the table. I reached back and unhooked my bra—the plain white cotton one, the only one I’d packed—and my breasts came free, small and firm, my bright red nipples already hard from the chill of the room and the heat of a hundred stares.

I pushed my skirt down over my hips. No underwear. The dining hall saw my cunt—freshly shaven, the lips pink and swollen, still carrying the faint soreness of my father’s cock from six that morning.

A girl at the nearest table set down her fork.

I left my heels on and turned to Dad.

His face was flushed. His hands were gripping his thighs.

I unbuttoned his shirt from the top. One button at a time, my fingers steady, his chest rising and falling under my hands. I spread the shirt open—broad chest, tanned above the collar line, paler below—and pushed it off his shoulders.

It fell behind the chair.

His belt was next. The buckle was warm from his body. I pulled it through the loops and dropped it on the table with a crack that made at least twenty people flinch.

I knelt on the table in front of him and unzipped his pants. He lifted his hips, and I pulled everything down—pants, boxer briefs—and his cock came free.

The room inhaled.

Nine inches, thick, circumcised, already half-hard and filling as the air hit my father’s shaft. It hung heavy against his thigh, the head flushed dark, a vein running the full length of the underside. He stiffened as I watched—the blood filling him, the shaft rising, the head swelling darker.

I wrapped my hand around his thickness and stroked—base to crown, the skin sliding over the hardness beneath, his cock pulsing against my palm. He was fully hard in three strokes. I could feel his heartbeat through his shaft, fast and insistent.

I lowered my mouth onto my Dad’s cock.

His head spread my lips, and the taste hit my tongue—salt first, clean and sharp, then the deeper musk underneath as my mouth flooded with spit. I sealed my lips around the rim and sucked, pulling gently, and felt his slit pulse against my tongue. A bead of precum leaked—thick, slick, pooling behind my lower lip.

I took my stepfather’s cock deeper. Inch by inch, my jaw stretching around his width, my tongue flat against the underside of his shaft. The ridged skin dragged across my palate. I breathed through my nose and pressed forward until his head nudged the back of my throat. I held—gagged once, controlled it, let the spit flood around him and run down his shaft over my fingers.

The sound of my throat being gently fucked filled the dining hall. Wet, rhythmic, a daughter’s mouth working her father’s cock in a room full of people who could see every inch of it.

I pulled back.

A string of spit connected my lower lip to his crown.

It broke and fell to the linen.

His hand came to the back of my head—the same fatherly palm from my youth, the same warmth—and he pressed gently. I took him deeper again, and this time I swallowed past my gag reflex, and his crown burned into my throat, and my eyes blurred, and my cunt clenched around nothing.

“Good girl, Molly. Very good girl. Keep sucking me.”

I felt the arousal let go—a hot rush of slick between my thighs, running through my cunt, pooling around my throbbing entrance before the weight of it released like a raindrop and dripped down my skin.

I knew the nearest table could see it.

My thighs were shining in the candlelight.

Dad groaned. Low, quiet, a sound the room heard because the room was holding its breath.

I worked him—my head bobbing up and down in his lap, deep strokes with my mouth sealed around his shaft, my hand gripping the base, wanking him with a twist at the root on every upstroke.

His hips bucked.

His fingers tightened in my hair.

“Molly.”

“Mmm.”

“The whole room is watching you.”

I pulled back, licked the underside of his crown, and looked up at him with his cock resting against my lower lip.

“Good.”

I saw movement at the edge of the table.

I turned my head. Dad’s cock was still wet against my cheek, his taste burning on my tongue.

A girl stood below us on the dining hall floor, looking up. She was pretty, slight, dark-haired, looked younger than me, but she must have been the same age—eighteen. She wore a beautiful tack harness over bare shoulders, made for her, not a horse—leather straps across her collarbone and under her small breasts, buckled at the sternum. A braided tail hung from the base of her spine, swinging because she was shaking.

It wasn’t inserted inside her—just clipped to the back of the harness.

Her cheeks were burning. Her eyes were wet. Her jaw was set.

“Please. Molly.”

The room heard it.

“Hi.”

“My father left.”

Her voice didn’t crack. She held it steady by force.

“They’re sending me home tonight, but I don’t have a home. I’m still a virgin. No partner, no program. Rosehill can’t keep me.”

She looked at Dad’s cock—wet with my spit, hard, shining in the chandelier light—and then at me.

“If your Dad would—”

“Yes.”

The word was out before my brain caught up.

“What’s your name?”

“Nell.”

“Come up here, Nell.”

Dad looked at me. I held his eyes. He reached down with one hand and pulled Nell onto the table—the same one-arm lift he’d used on me, effortless, the girl rising from the floor and landing barefoot on the linen with a stumble that I caught at the waist. The leather of her harness was warm under my fingers.

“Have you been touched before, Nell?”

“He never touched me. He never wanted to.”

Eleanor’s voice came from below the table.

“Molly.”

I lifted my head. She stood on the dining hall floor, looking up. Not at my body. At my face.

“The girl with you. Nell.”

I looked back. Nell was sitting on the table near the chair, her knees pulled to her chest, the tack harness dark against her pale skin. The braided tail was caught under her thigh. She was watching me with the expression of someone who’d jumped from a burning building and didn’t know yet if she’d been caught.

“Yes, Miss Voss?”

“Her stepfather left this morning.”

Eleanor’s voice carried across the silent hall.

“He packed his car while Nell was in the stables being measured for a saddle, and he drove away without telling her.”

Nell’s cheeks burned.

“He’s not coming back?”

“He was never here for the right reasons.” Eleanor’s voice didn’t soften. It hardened. “He wanted a housekeeper who didn’t charge rent. When the program asked him to love her, he discovered he couldn’t.”

I looked down at Nell on the table. She looked up at me.

“How long were you with him?”

“Ten years. Since I was eight.”

“And he never—”

“He liked me quiet and useful. After Mom died, I cooked. I cleaned. I ironed his shirts until every crease was where he wanted it.”

Her voice was flat and precise—someone saying out loud what she’d rehearsed a thousand times in her head.

“I was always good.”

“Then why—”

“He told people he loved me. He told me I was lucky.”

“Were you?”

“I was owned by a man who didn’t deserve a dog.”

I looked at Eleanor.

“Nell can be claimed by another couple.”

Eleanor’s eyes moved from me to Dad and back.

“Taken in. Cared for. She wears her tack and a tail from time to time—it’s how she’s built, Molly. She isn’t performing. This is who she is. But she needs an owner who understands that obedience is a gift, not a service.”

I looked at Dad. He was watching Nell’s face. Not her body. His jaw was tight—the look he got when something mattered, and he didn’t trust himself to speak.

“What happens if nobody claims her?”

“Nell leaves Rosehill today. She has nowhere to go.”

I reached down. Nell reached up. Her fingers closed around mine—hard, immediate, a reflex. A girl who’d been reaching for a hand that wasn’t there for ten years.

“What do you want, Nell?”

“A chance. I don’t like bad treatment.”

“Nor should you.”

“I’d like to see out the course and figure things out after that.”

“You want my father to fuck you?”

I looked around the room and saw the girls—desire in their eyes, heat on their faces. My father was a prize. I knew that. So did Nell.

“I want you both to fuck me—you too, Molly.”

I turned to my father.

“Dad.”

He looked at Nell, then at me.

“She’s ours.”

Dad stepped forward and put one hand on my shoulder and the other on Nell’s knee. He didn’t say anything. He didn’t need to.

Eleanor nodded.

“Treat her well, Mr. Braddock.”

“We will.”

I guided her in front of the chair where Dad sat. She faced the room—her back to his chest, her legs on either side of his thighs, her bare feet finding the edges of the chair seat.

“Look at me, Nell.”

She looked. Her eyes were enormous. Dark, wet, the pupils blown wide.

“If you want to stop, you say stop. One word.”

“I don’t want to stop. I want—”

Her voice broke. She swallowed and finished.

“I want to know what it feels like when someone wants you.”

“Dad’s cock is enormous. You’ll feel a pinch, a sting, then you’ll be a woman.”

“Will you help him fuck me?”

“Of course.”

I reached between her thighs from behind and wrapped my hand around Dad’s cock. He was slick with my spit, harder than I’d felt him—the shaft throbbing against my palm. I positioned him between Nell’s legs, angling the head upward, and felt his crown press against her entrance.

“You have hairs.”

“Is it too much, Molly?”

“You’re perfect, Nell.”

“Would you prefer me shaven?”

“I prefer you as you.”

My throat choked for a moment.

But I only had a moment. Nell needed me, and Dad and I would give her everything.

She was wet. Not soaked—the arousal of a girl who’d been watching my mouth on my father’s cock and whose body had been answering while her mind calculated survival.

I rubbed Dad’s head along her slit, parting her virgin lips, coating him in her arousal on top of my spit. His crown nudged her clit on the upstroke, and Nell’s breath caught—a sharp, short intake.

She grinned at me.

“Oh fuck!”

“Nice?”

“Yeah.”

I looked at my father.

“We can offer this too, Dad.”

“At the stables?”

“Yeah. If a girl wants to be broken in this way.”

“I—I—”

“Just fuck Nell slowly, Daddy.”

I pressed the head of his cock against Nell’s tight, slick opening. The rim of his crown spread her lips wide—and I saw the pink, tight, untouched tissue stretching around a width no virgin was ready for.

I hadn’t been.

When my father pierced her, Nell hissed through her teeth. Her hands found my shoulders and gripped hard enough to leave marks.

“Molly.”

“Breathe, Nell.”

“I can’t.”

“Go slowly. Let my father stretch your cunt just like he stretched mine.”

She breathed.

I pressed him further, and his head breached her pink hole—slow, thick, the edges of her entrance stretching white around the crown as my father’s cock slowly sank inside her. A sound came out of her—not pain, not pleasure. The sound of a body meeting something it hadn’t known it needed.

He stopped two inches in.

I dropped to my knees, my face inches from the join between Nell and my father. Her smell—pure and sweet, cut with something sharper underneath. Arousal she hadn’t expected. I licked her clit, forcing the engorged pink bud from its protection, and she moaned, gripping my head with both hands, running her fingers through my hair.

I held there—my tongue flat against her clit, circling the delicious bud slowly, letting her hips find what they wanted. Then I dropped lower and ran my tongue along the underside of Dad’s shaft where it disappeared inside her. The taste changed at the join. His precum salt, her sweet slick, the stretched skin of her entrance taut and hot against my lips. I licked the rim of her opening where it gripped his crown, and Nell’s thighs shook against my ears.

“Keep breathing, Nell.”

“I want to be fucked so much. Look, everyone. He’s taking me.”

Applause rippled around the dining hall.

I traced my tongue back up to her clit and sucked it gently, my lips tightening around the base, then releasing before I sucked again. Her grip in my hair tightened. Her hips rolled—a tiny movement, instinct, her body pulling him a fraction deeper before her muscles clenched and stopped.

I dropped again and licked the length of Dad’s shaft from Nell’s entrance to the root of him that was still exposed—slow, wet, coating him in spit.

“I’m stretching, Molly. I feel your daddy’s heartbeat everywhere.”

“He’s your Daddy now too.”

Dad’s cock twitched against my tongue. I heard his breath catch above me. Nell leaked heavily, and it tasted so good I could have stayed on my knees for hours. I worked back up Dad’s cock, my tongue gathering her arousal and spreading it around the join, slicking the path, easing the friction where her body gripped him tightest.

Nell’s breathing had changed, coming shorter and faster. Not panic—she was focused. A girl concentrating on letting something enormous inside her.

I pressed my tongue flat against her clit and held it there, steady pressure, and nodded once against her body.

“She’s ready to be broken in.”

Dad pushed his hips upward, slowly cracking Nell open.

Nell’s mouth opened. No sound came out—just her jaw dropping, her eyes squeezing shut, her fingers locking in my hair hard enough to pull. Her whole body went rigid. Dad’s hands tightened on her waist, and the sound that came from him was low, involuntary—the groan of a man feeling something give way around him that would never give way again.

I saw the pink on Dad’s shaft. A thin trace, barely there, coloring the slick as he slid deeper. Nell’s virginity, gone on a dining hall table in front of a hundred people, taken by a man who was already holding her hips with the care of someone handling something that could break.

A murmur crossed the room. She’s broken in. I see the traces.

Dad’s hands moved to Nell’s waist. His fingers spread across her stomach—broad, steady.

“Easy, sweetheart.”

An endearment. The room heard it. Nell heard it. Her face crumpled for a half-second—the face of a girl who hadn’t been called sweetheart by a man who meant it in ten years—and then she set her jaw and sank lower, taking more of my father inside her.

Another inch of Dad’s cock slid inside Nell slowly. Then another. I watched his shaft disappear inside her—the thick, veined length sliding between her stretched lips, her cunt gripping and yielding and gripping again, her whole stomach rippling as it took his width. Five inches. Six. She stopped. Her thighs were shaking against the chair.

“He’s reshaping you.”

“I want to be yours.”

I pressed my mouth against the place where they were joined again—a kiss, a blessing, my blessing.

No jealousy.

My tongue ran up the base of Dad’s shaft where it entered Nell, and I tasted them both. His salt and hers. My spit and her arousal and the faint copper thread of the blood I’d seen. I found Nell’s clit again, parting the hair with gentle fingertips. The pink bud was swollen, exposed by the stretch of Dad’s cock inside her.

I circled it with the tip of my tongue, then clenched my lips around the base and sucked gently.

Nell’s hips jerked.

“Oh god. Molly.”

“Nice?”

“Don’t stop.”

I licked her clit and the underside of Dad’s shaft in one long stroke—root to bud, gathering the slick compound of everything between them. Salt, musk, copper, the sharp clean tang of a girl whose body had been ready for this longer than she knew.

Dad’s hips moved. A small thrust upward as he began fucking her—not hard, not deep, enough to shift his cock inside her, reshaping, making her his. Nell’s breath stuttered. I kept my mouth on her clit and felt Dad’s shaft slide against my chin on every stroke.

They found a rhythm together, merging, one inside the other. Dad fucked her slowly, carefully, his hands guiding her hips in shallow circles while I worked her with my tongue. Nell’s fingers dug into my shoulders, and her trembling transferred through her hands into my body.

“I can feel you inside me, Daddy.”

“I know, Nell. You’re beautiful.”

“Don’t stop fucking me. Please don’t stop.”

A hundred people were barely breathing.

I kept my mouth on her clit. Dad’s rhythm had steadied—fucking Nell with longer strokes now, his shaft sliding against my chin on every thrust, and her body had stopped fighting him. She was moving with him. Her hips rocking in small circles, her cunt taking his full length, the wet sound of him inside her filling the space between my ears.

Her thighs started shaking. Not the trembling from before—this was deeper, involuntary, the muscles in her legs clenching and releasing in waves that traveled up through her stomach.

“Something’s—”

“Let it happen, Nell.”

I sucked her clit hard and felt Dad drive his cock balls deep at the same time. Nell’s back arched off his chest. Her hands left my hair and grabbed the arms of the chair behind her—knuckles white, tendons standing—and she came with her mouth open and her eyes wide, looking straight at me.

Her cunt clamped down on Dad’s cock so hard I saw his jaw clench. The orgasm rolled through her in contractions I could feel against my lips—her entrance pulsing, gripping, releasing, gripping again, her hips bucking against my mouth while Dad held her steady with both hands spread across her stomach.

The sound she made wasn’t loud. It was private. A single broken exhale that belonged in a bedroom, not a dining hall—and a hundred people heard it anyway.

“You’re so fucking tight, Nell.”

“Good.”

“I’m going to—”

“Please do.”

Dad came inside her.

I felt it before Nell did—his shaft pulsing against my chin, the sudden swell and kick inside her. His groan broke the silence—deep, raw, a sound I’d only heard twice before, and both times it had come from a man discovering himself. Dad’s hips drove upward, and Nell cried out as he filled her—the pulse of his cum hitting deep, the warmth spreading, his cock throbbing between her walls.

He held her. His arms wrapped around her waist, his face pressed against her shoulder. Nell was panting. Her cunt was clenching around him—I could see the muscles working, the tissue gripping his shaft.

His cock softened and slipped free. Cum followed—thick, white, tinged pink, pooling at Nell’s swollen entrance, ready to fall.

I caught it with my mouth.

I sealed my lips over her opening and drew out the warm flood of Dad’s cum mixed with everything she’d just given up. The taste filled my mouth—salt, density, the copper thread running through it like a vein through marble.

I swallowed.

I pressed deeper. My tongue slid inside Nell’s cunt, gathering what remained, cleaning her slowly and thoroughly, the way you clean something you’ve decided to keep.

Nell’s hand found the back of my head. Her fingers laced through my hair.

“Don’t stop, Molly.”

I didn’t stop. I licked her clean—every fold, every crease, the swollen lips, the clit that was pulsing against my tongue. She came against my mouth, sudden and hard, her thighs clamping around my ears, her hips grinding forward, and the sound she made carried across the silent room. A girl who’d been waiting ten years for someone to touch her and mean it.

The dining hall erupted.

Applause, shouts, feet stamping against the stone floor hard enough to rattle the silver on the tables. A girl was standing on her chair, clapping. A stepfather had his stepdaughter’s hand pressed against his crotch, both of them watching.

Dad’s hand found the back of my neck—warm and steady.

Nell slid from the chair onto the table, her legs folded, her chest heaving. Her eyes were closed.

Dad was hard again.

I looked at him. He looked at me. His cock was flushed and stiff—dark, gleaming with Nell’s arousal and the remains of everything.

“Lay me over the chair, Daddy.”

He stood. Lifted me from my knees and bent me forward over the chair back—my stomach on the wooden rail, my arms hanging, my ass raised, my slit pointed high. My feet left the table. I hung there, my weight on the chair and his hands.

Cool air blew across my cunt—swollen, soaked, my lips parted and open from everything I’d tasted and watched. My arousal had been running down my thighs since the blowjob. It dripped onto the linen tablecloth below me.

Dad slid his cock inside me in one stroke.

The full length in one hit—his head spreading me open, shaft dragging against every nerve, the ridge of his crown catching inside me as he drove into the root. I took all of him, and the impact pushed the air from my lungs in a sound the room heard.

He fucked me hard.

Not the careful lovemaking of our first night. Not the tender missionary on Lena’s side. This was new, and his voice was strained, his breathing feral. Daddy’s hands gripped my hips, his cock driving into me with long, deep strokes that slammed his pelvis against my ass and sent the chair rocking on the table. The wet sound of his shaft in my cunt filled the dining hall—thick, rhythmic, obscene.

Every thrust pressed the chair rail into my stomach. Every withdrawal dragged his crown against my front wall, and the sensation built until my vision blurred and my fingers clawed at the tablecloth.

“Fuck me harder, Daddy.”

He fucked me harder. His hands shifted to my waist, lifting my hips, and his cock found the depth behind the soreness from this morning—the place where the pressure made my whole body clench and my mouth open and nothing come out.

“Fill me up. In front of everyone. Let them watch your cum run out of both of us.”

He came with a groan that I felt in my spine. The first pulse hit my cervix—hot, forceful, spreading through me. His hips ground against my ass with each spasm, and I clenched around him, holding him deep, milking his shaft while the cum filled me and leaked around my lips and ran warm down my thigh onto the white linen.

He stayed inside me—balls deep, stretching me. His hands gripped my hips, his cock softening, his breath ragged against my back. I hung over the chair, full of his cock, dripping my father’s cum, and listened to the room recalibrate.

A hundred people were breathing again.

Nell looked at me. Her eyes were still wet, but something behind them had shifted—a door opening, or closing on everything she was leaving behind.

The corridor from the dining hall was stone-flagged and cool. Our feet were bare—all three of us. Dad carried Nell’s shoes in one hand because she’d forgotten them under the table, and I carried my clothes, walking naked, dribbling my father’s seed on the flagstone floor.

Nell walked between us. She hadn’t let go of my hand since the table.

Her harness was still on. The leather straps dark against her shoulders, the braided tail swinging behind her with every step. I thought about unbuckling it and decided against it. She’d worn it by choice. She could take it off by choice.

“Where are we going, Molly?”

“Our apartment. It’s in the tower.”

She looked up at the ceiling as though she could see through it.

“How high?”

“Five floors. There’s an elevator.”

Dad looked at her and moved to carry her.

She shook her head.

“I can walk.”

She could barely walk. Her thighs were shaking, and there was a careful quality to her steps—the way you move when something inside you has changed shape and you haven’t adjusted yet. I’d walked like that my first time too. The soreness that isn’t pain. The fullness that isn’t there anymore but your body keeps expecting.

Dad was quiet. He’d been quiet since he lifted me off the chair. Not withdrawn—processing. His jaw working the way it did when he was building something in his head that didn’t have a blueprint yet.

We passed a couple in the corridor. A woman on her knees, her stepfather’s hand in her hair, his cock in her mouth as he face-fucked her. She looked up as we passed, and her eyes found Nell—the harness, the flush still on her chest, the cum dried on her inner thigh—and she smiled around the cock in her mouth.

A welcome.

Nell’s fingers tightened around mine.

Dad pressed the button for the glass elevator, and the doors opened onto a space barely big enough for three. Nell stepped in and flinched when she saw the drop—the grounds falling away through the glass floor, the lawn silver in the moonlight, the stables dark below us.

I pulled her against me. Her back to my chest, my arms around her waist, the leather of her harness warm against my forearms.

“I’ve got you.”

The elevator climbed. Nell watched our reflection in the glass—a girl in a tack harness held by a girl wearing nothing, a tall man standing behind them both with a pair of shoes in his hand. She stared at the image like she was trying to believe it was hers.

Fifth floor.

The doors opened.

Nell was running on whatever fuel gets you through the hour after your life changes direction, and it was burning low.

Dad had left a lamp on that threw warm light across the sitting room. I looked around. The desk by the window. The PDA brochure where he’d set it down this morning. Our bed through the open door, unmade, the sheets still twisted from this morning’s fuck.

One bedroom.

Nell stood in the doorway and looked at the room the way you look at a place you might be allowed to stay.

“Shall I sleep on the sofa?”

I looked at Dad. He took Nell’s hand and led her into our bedroom.

I followed.

“Sit down on the bed, Nell.”

She sat on the edge of the bed. Her knees together, her hands flat on the mattress, the tail caught under her thigh. She looked small. The harness made her look smaller—all that leather on a frame that barely filled it.

Dad went to the bathroom. I heard water running. He came back with a warm washcloth and kneeled in front of Nell.

“May I?”

She nodded.

He cleaned her thighs. Gently, methodically, like she mattered—the cloth moving in slow strokes, lifting the drying cum and the faint traces of pink from her skin. Nell watched his hands. Her bottom lip was caught between her teeth.

“You don’t have to—”

“Yes I do, Nell.”

He finished. Set the cloth on the nightstand. Looked at her.

“When did you eat last?”

Nell blinked. The question had landed somewhere she wasn’t expecting.

“I don’t remember.”

Dad looked at me.

“Order room service, darling.”

I took out my phone and opened the Rosehill app.

“Pizza?”

They both nodded. I ordered a margherita to share—safe ground.

Dad paced the bedroom. Four strides to the window, four strides back. His hands opening and closing at his sides. Nell sat on the bed and tracked him with her eyes, her shoulders drawing in each time he turned. She looked like a girl waiting to be told she’d made a mistake.

Dad stopped pacing. He sighed and faced her.

1“Here’s the deal. You can stay with us here and have a room in our home when this is over. For as long as you like.”

Her eyes lit up. Then the tears came—fast, silent, running down her cheeks and dripping from her jaw onto the leather of her harness. She didn’t wipe them. She didn’t look away.

I sat beside her and wrapped my arms around her shoulders. The straps of the harness pressed into my forearms. Her body was shaking again, but this was different from the dining hall. This was a girl letting go of something she’d been holding for ten years.

“Listen to me. Both of you.”

We both looked at him.

“Nobody is being owned. I won’t have it.”

Nell’s breath caught.

“You are the agent of your own future, Nell. If you want to be with us, that’s fine. If you want to wear tack, enjoy your kinks, that’s fine too. If you want to sleep with us, help us with Molly’s business, that’s between you and her.”

She looked hopeful. Not the desperate hope from the dining hall—something quieter. The hope of a girl hearing words she’d need to hear again before she believed them.

“But you choose this. Every day. And the day you stop choosing it, you walk. The door is never locked.”


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

I helped Nell remove her tack.

It wasn’t real riding gear—that would have hurt. The leather was pliable, soft, and the buckles had protective fabric patches where they met her skin. I unclipped the braided tail first and set it on the nightstand. Then the sternum buckle, the shoulder straps, lifting each one over her head the way you’d lift a necklace—careful, two hands, no snagging.

She stood still for all of it. Arms at her sides. Chin up. The posture of a girl who’d been undressed by someone else’s hands before and learned not to move.

“Let’s shower together, Nell.”

She looked at me and smiled—shy, uncertain, the corners of her mouth not fully committing.

“Is this your first time with another girl, Molly?”

“Yes.”

“How do you know so much?”

I thought about that. School had bored me. People hadn’t.

“Sexuality fascinates me. What drives us. Why we want what we want. I’ve been reading about it since I was fifteen—not textbooks, not porn. The architecture of desire. How people are built.”

“So you studied it?”

“Some. You can’t know everything about anything in a lifetime. But I knew early that I wanted to try both—boys and girls.”

“Starting with your Dad?”

“Starting with my Dad.”

I kneeled in front of her and reached for the waistband of her skirt.

She stiffened.

Not the way a girl stiffens when she’s shy. Nell stiffened like she was waiting to be hurt. Her stomach pulled in, and her thighs pressed together, and her hands curled into fists at her sides—a body bracing for impact.

I slowed my hands, drew the skirt down over her hips and let it fall.

Her underwear was white cotton. Plain. Like mine had been the first day at Rosehill. I hooked my thumbs into the waistband and peeled them down. The fabric clung to her—warm, damp from Cole’s cum—before releasing.

I saw the bruises before the underwear reached her knees.

Marks covered the backs of her thighs. Old ones—yellow-green at the edges, fading into her skin. Newer ones underneath, purple-black, layered over the old in a pattern that told me they’d been put there by the same hand, in the same place, over and over.

And beneath the bruises, I saw scars. Thin white lines raised above the surrounding skin—welts, running diagonally across both cheeks of her ass—not random—deliberate. Nell’s body held the marks of something narrow and hard that had been applied with force.

I touched one with my fingertip. The scar tissue was smooth and tight, a ridge I could feel but barely see in the warm light. Nell’s skin flinched under my finger, and something in my chest locked shut—a cold, hard compression behind my sternum that had nothing to do with arousal and everything to do with rage.

“Bruises.”

“I enjoy being spanked.”

“You have scars, Nell. This isn’t spanking. This is abuse.”

“It’s the cost of ownership.”

Her body shuddered—a single tremor that ran from her shoulders through her stomach to her knees.

I stood and pulled her against me. Her bare skin met mine—her small breasts pressing flat against my chest, her chin on my shoulder, her ribs expanding and contracting in shallow, fast breaths. She smelled like the dining hall—sweat, sex, the faint copper of the blood she’d lost—and underneath that, soap. Plain soap. The soap of a girl who hadn’t been given anything better.

“You’re eighteen, Nell.”

“Yes. Nineteen next month.”

“You’re older than me, and all this happened when—”

“Don’t say it, Molly.”

I held her tightly.

“Do you want to be dominated, Nell?”

She pulled back enough to look at my face. Her eyes were wet again, but steady.

“More than anything.”

“I can do that for you.”

Her bottom lip trembled.

“Will you?”

“Yes. And the first rule is that I will never hurt you. Not playfully. Not for discipline. Not for any reason.”

“But spankings are—”

“Not for you. Not now. Maybe not ever. What you’ve been given isn’t what submission looks like, Nell. Someone took a girl who wanted to serve and punished her for the privilege. That’s not dominance. That’s cruelty wearing a costume.”

She was quiet. Her fingers had found the edges of my hips and were holding on—not gripping, just resting there, the way you rest your hand on something you’re afraid will move.

“You don’t know what you like, Nell. You know what you’ve been given. Those aren’t the same thing.”

She never had anyone, Moll.

The thought arrived. Warm. Familiar. A voice I’d asked to leave seven weeks ago, stirring in the space behind my ribs where she used to live.

I know, Bliss.

You did. She didn’t.

I know.

I’m back.

For her?

For her. She needs us.

Silence fell like a blanket in my head. Bliss settled back into whatever room she occupied now—not gone, not here, somewhere between the two. Watching out for Nell.

“When you asked to be thrashed—is that what he did to you?”

Nell nodded.

“Don’t worry, Nell. At home, I have a place where you can feel safe. I slept there often. We will go there together.”

Nell didn’t ask where. She didn’t need to. She leaned into me and let her weight arrive—slowly, the way a wall leans when the foundation shifts and the whole structure decides to trust something new.

I walked her to the bathroom.

The shower was big enough for couples to fuck in. White subway tile to the ceiling. A rain head the size of a dinner plate. Chrome fixtures, brass drain in a slate floor, no tub. A wooden bench was built into the wall—slatted, the kind you’d find in a sauna.

I turned the water on and held my hand under it until the temperature was right—warm, not hot. Hot might sting the marks on her thighs even though none looked recent.

Steam began filling the room. I stepped under the water and held out my hand.

Nell took it and stepped in.

The water hit her shoulders and ran down her body in channels—flowing between her breasts, over her stomach, parting around the dark triangle of hair between her legs, running pink down her inner thighs as it washed away the last traces of the dining hall. She closed her eyes and tipped her head back, and her face changed.

Not relaxed—released. Like someone had cut a cord.

I reached for the soap—a block of something white and unscented on the tile shelf—and worked it between my hands until my palms were slick.

“I’m going to wash you. Tell me if anything hurts.”

“Okay.”

I started at her shoulders. My hands moved over the muscles there—tight, knotted, the trapezius bunched into hard ridges on both sides of her neck. She’d been holding her shoulders up around her ears for years. I pressed my thumbs into the knots and felt them resist, then slowly begin to yield under the heat and the pressure.

Nell exhaled. A long, shaking breath that fogged in the steam.

I moved down her arms. Her skin was smooth under the soap—pale, faintly freckled across the forearms, veins visible at her wrists. Her hands were small. I washed each finger separately, running my thumb along the inside of her palm, and her hand closed around mine for a moment before releasing.

Her breasts were small—smaller than mine, which were small already. I cupped each one and washed it gently, my soapy palms sliding over the soft tissue, feeling the nipple harden against the center of my hand. Not arousal. Temperature. The water cooling on her skin as my hands moved.

I kneeled again.

The tile was hard and warm under my knees. Water ran down my face, into my eyes, and I blinked it away and looked at what I was washing.

Her stomach was flat and pale. A thin line of dark hair ran from her navel to her pubic mound. I washed her stomach in slow circles, and when I reached her hips, I turned her gently.

“Turn around.”

She turned, and I saw it all.

The scars ran from the tops of her thighs to the curve of her ass. Dozens of them. The older ones had faded to white and flattened into the skin. The newer ones were still pink, still raised, still tender enough that when my fingertips passed over them, Nell’s muscles jumped beneath.

I washed her ass with flat, open palms. No pressure. Just warmth, soap, water, and the steady movement of hands that weren’t going to hurt her. My fingers traced the worst of the scars—a thick one that ran diagonally from her left hip to the crease of her right thigh. Someone had hit her hard enough to split the skin, and it had healed crooked.

My jaw set. My back teeth pressed together until I felt the ache in my temples.

I washed her thighs. The bruises were warm under my hands—inflamed tissue holding heat the way a bruise does, radiating through the soap and the water. I washed the backs of her knees, her calves, her ankles. I washed her feet, one at a time, my thumb running along the arch, and Nell’s hand found the wall for balance.

“Turn back.”

She turned. The water ran between her breasts and down the center of her body.

I looked up at her from my knees. Her eyes were open, looking down at me, and her expression was one I hadn’t seen before—not on her face or anyone else’s. Not gratitude. Not desire. The expression of a girl discovering that someone’s hands on her body could feel like this. Like care. Like something she deserved.

I washed between her legs. My soapy fingers parted the hair and slid along her outer lips—gently, the way you clean something swollen and tender. She was still puffy from my father’s cock—the tissue flushed, her entrance slightly open. I saw the faint soreness of a girl who’d been stretched for the first time hours ago. I felt the heat of the inflammation against my fingertips and used only the pads, no nails, no pressure.

She gasped. Not from pain.

“Molly.”

“I’ve got you.”

“I know.”

My fingertips moved to her clit, and I rolled it gently. It was swollen, the hood pushed back from the arousal Nell hadn’t asked for. I didn’t rub. I cupped. My palm warm against her mound, my fingers resting along the seam of her swollen cunt lips, and I held her there—just held—while the water ran over both of us and the steam thickened until the tile walls disappeared.

“Trust nobody, Nell.”

“I trust you.”

“Not yet.”

Nell’s hips shifted forward. A fraction of an inch. Instinct, not decision—her body pressing into my palm because my palm was warm and still and not about to strike.

“Molly... can I—”

“You never have to ask.”

“I want to ask. I’ve never been allowed to ask.”

“Then ask.”

“Will you touch me? Not like that. Like—like you mean it.”

I circled her clit with the pad of my middle finger. One slow revolution. Her thighs shook. Her hand found the back of my head, and her fingers laced into my wet hair.

She held on—not pulling, not directing. Holding.

I leaned forward and kissed her mound. My lips on the soft skin above her pubic hair, the coarse curls wet against my chin. I breathed her in—the soap fading, the water carrying her smell to me underneath. Salt. Clean sweat. The copper trace of everything the dining hall had taken from her, not quite washed away.

I kissed lower. My lips found the top of her slit just beneath her clit and pressed. Nell’s breath caught. I opened my mouth and let my tongue trace the seam of her—slowly parting her lips, tasting soap and skin and, beneath both, the first slick thread of arousal that was hers alone. Not Cole’s semen. Not the dining hall’s tease. Hers.

The sound Nell made was quiet. A caught breath that became a hum that became a word.

“Please.”

I sealed my lips over her clit and sucked gently. The bud was firm against my tongue—swollen, the nerve endings amplified by everything she’d been through tonight. I circled it slowly with the tip of my tongue, then pressed it flat against her and held.

Her knees buckled. I caught her hips with both hands and eased her down—onto the tile bench, her back against the wet subway tile, her legs spread on either side of me, her cunt wide open and flushed at the level of my mouth.

I looked up at her. Water ran down her face and into her collarbones and between her breasts.

“Nobody is going to hurt you, Nell. That’s the rule. That’s the only rule.”

I lowered my mouth onto her cunt.

My tongue found the tender skin between her inner lips and traced it—the texture different from my own, the folds softer, the taste sharper, the dark hair rubbing coarse against my chin. I licked the length of her slit, bottom to top, parting the inner lips with my tongue, tasting the arousal that had gathered at her entrance—thick, sweet, cut with the salt of the water running over us.

I circled her clit with my tongue again and felt her hips rock forward. I pressed my hands flat against her inner thighs, opening her wider, and buried my tongue inside her.

She was tight, her cunt entrance still swollen from Cole, the walls gripping my tongue as it slid inside. I curled upward and found the rough patch of tissue on her front wall—spongy, textured, different from the smooth walls around it.

I pressed, and Nell’s hands flew to my head.

“Oh fuck.”

I stayed there. My tongue licking inside her, pressing her front wall, my nose grinding against her clit. I tasted her—a deeper flavor now, heavier than the surface, the taste of a girl’s insides, warm and dense and alive, traces of my father’s work still mixed in. My own arousal was running down my thighs and mixing with the shower water and disappearing down the drain.

Nell’s breathing changed. Shorter. Her stomach muscles working. Her thighs trembling against the sides of my head.

“I’m going to—”

“Let it happen.”

“I’ve never—”

“You have. Just not like this.”

Her orgasm was quiet. Not the dining hall sound—not the private exhale that a hundred people heard. This was smaller. A held breath released. Her cunt clenching around my tongue in slow, deep contractions, her hips lifting off the bench, her fingers pulling my hair hard enough to sting.

I held my mouth against her and rode it—tasting the fresh flood of arousal that pulsed out of her with each contraction, swallowing her, pressing my tongue flat against her clit until the last tremor faded and her body went slack.

She was crying.

Not sobbing. Not broken. Tears running down her face and mixing with the shower water, indistinguishable, and she was smiling through them—a crooked, disbelieving smile, the smile of a girl who’d just learned that her body could do that without being hit first.

I climbed onto the bench beside her and pulled her against me. Her head found my shoulder. My arm went around her back. The water ran over us.

“Nobody has ever—”

“I know.”

“—made me feel like I was allowed.”

Cole’s silhouette appeared in the bathroom doorway.

He stood there—jeans on, shirtless, his shoulder against the frame. Not entering. Waiting. The steam had fogged the glass partition, but I could see him through it—the broad shape of him, the tanned shoulders, the gray eyes finding mine through the haze.

He’d heard Eleanor’s version in the dining hall. The car packed while Nell was in the stables. The man who discovered he couldn’t love her. Words. Clean, institutional words for what a man had done to a girl over ten years.

The scars were not clean. The scars were what the words had looked like on her body, and Cole had seen them through the glass.

His fingers curled into fists and opened and curled again.

“Come in, Dad.”

“How can I help?”

“Make love to her—gently. Fill her with your cum.”

He pushed off the doorframe and stepped into the bathroom. The steam wrapped around him. He looked at Nell—tucked against me on the bench, her face wet with water and tears, her body still trembling—and his jaw tightened. His hands opened one more time and stayed open. A decision.

He stripped. Belt, jeans, boxer briefs—the same efficient sequence I’d watched in the Rosehill stables on our first day. His cock hung heavy between his thighs, soft, not aroused. This wasn’t about that. Not yet.

He stepped under the water. The rain head soaked his hair flat and ran in sheets down his chest, and the bathroom shrank—his shoulders filling the space, the steam thickening around all three of us.

Nell looked up at Cole. She didn’t flinch. She didn’t brace. She looked at him like he was a place she might be allowed to stay.

I kissed Nell’s forehead. Then I lowered myself off the bench onto the shower floor.

The tile was warm against my back—heated from below, the water running in thin sheets under my shoulders, pooling in the small of my spine. I lay flat and looked up at the rain head, the steam, the two bodies above me.

“Come here, Nell. Straddle my face.”

She understood before I finished. She slid off the bench and straddled me, cocking one leg, showing me her pink hole, still not fully closed. Her knees planted carefully on either side of my head, her hands finding the tile beside my hips, her body hovering above mine.

I felt her breath against my shaven cunt.

“I want mine like this.”

“Dad can shave you. He uses a cutthroat.”

She looked down her body at me.

“Will I be fucked a lot?”

“Do you want to be?”

“Yes. As long as you are there.”

“Cole will fuck you—”

“You can choose anyone, Molly. I want that.”

“I want you to choose.”

“Okay. I want your Dad to fuck me now.”

Her cunt was directly above my mouth—swollen, flushed, the dark hair wet and parted, the inner lips still pink from her orgasm. A thread of arousal hung from her entrance and broke against my chin.

I used a finger to take it and sucked.

She tasted delicious.

Her face was between my thighs. I felt her breath first—warm, unsteady, fanning across my cunt—and then her nose brushed my inner thigh as she lowered herself closer.

“You don’t have to, Nell.”

“I want to.”

“Then take your time.”

I lifted my head and ran my tongue along the length of her slit. The taste hit me—sharper now, richer, the clean soap layer gone and her own chemistry coming through. Salt, musk, the faint sweetness underneath that was just her. I circled her clit and felt her thighs tense against my ears.

Her mouth found my hairless cunt.

She began tentatively, her lips pressing against my mound first, then lower, then she licked—warm, soft, uncertain—tracing the seam of my outer lips. She licked carefully, curiously, moaning all the time.

Her tongue slid between my folds and found the slick heat there, and I heard her inhale—sharp, involuntary, the sound of a girl discovering she liked it.

“That’s good, Nell.”

“You taste amazing.”

“Take as much as you want.”

“Spread your knees wider apart, please, Molly.”

I spread my knees wider, and she speared deeper inside me, her tongue pushing through my inner lips, running the length of my slit from entrance to clit, gathering the arousal that had been building since I’d first kneeled in front of her. She found my clit and circled it—mimicking what I’d done to her, learning the geometry from the inside.

The sensation split my concentration. Her mouth on my cunt, my mouth on hers. Two rhythms finding each other. I pressed my tongue flat against her clit and held, and she moaned against me—the vibration traveling through her lips into my pelvis.

I looked up past her stomach, past her small breasts swinging above me, and found my father.

He was standing at our feet, the water running down his chest, his cock fully hard now—nine inches, thick, the head flushed dark, a vein raised along the underside. He was watching us. His hand was at his side. He hadn’t touched himself. He was waiting.

“Kneel behind her, Dad. Stretch her first, then fuck her balls deep on every stroke—take her.”

He kneeled. The tile was hard—I heard his knees hit—and then his hands were on Nell’s hips. His broad palms against the bruised skin of her thighs. She flinched.

I cupped her cheeks and spread them, exposing Nell’s hole for my Dad to fuck.

“Easy. Nell... keep licking me.”

“I won’t stop.”

“My Dad is behind you. His hands are on your hips. Is that okay?”

“Yes.”

“If you want to stop—”

“I don’t want to stop.”

“—you say stop. One word. We stop.”

“I know.”

“Dad. Fuck her slowly.”

I saw his cock above me—the underside of his shaft, the heavy balls, the dark head—angling downward toward Nell’s tight, pink entrance. I reached up with one hand and wrapped my fingers around his shaft. He pulsed against my palm. I guided him—notching his crown between Nell’s lips, the wide head spreading her open, his rim pressing against the tight, swollen tissue of her entrance.

Nell gasped into my cunt.

Her breath caught hot against my clit.

I watched from six inches away. Dad’s precum-soaked crown stretching Nell’s cunt—the pink tissue whitening around his width, her entrance yielding, the head sinking past the rim with a slow, wet resistance that I felt through her thighs.

“Breathe, Nell.”

She breathed. The exhale was ragged against my cunt, and I felt her whole body shake.

Cole slid his cock deeper inside her. An inch, then two. I watched his shaft disappear into her—the thick, veined length sliding between her stretched lips, her entrance gripping the shaft and then releasing as he moved. The slick sound of him fucking her filled the space between my ears—wet, intimate, the sound of my father’s cock inside a girl I’d decided to keep.

His balls came to rest against my forehead. Heavy, warm, the skin drawn tight. Every time he filled her, they pressed against my brow, and I could feel the heat of them, the weight, the density of a man who hadn’t cum in hours and desperately wanted to.

“Every day, Dad. You’ll fuck us both every day.”

“I’m warming to Braddock Stables, Molly.”

“You will. I’ll make sure there is plenty of pussy for us to fuck together.”

My tongue found the place where Cole’s shaft entered Nell—the stretched, slick tissue of her entrance gripping the underside of his cock. I licked along the seam, tasting them both—his salt and her sweetness and the flavor of everything between them. I traced the vein on his underside from root to where it disappeared inside her, and Nell’s hips jerked.

“Oh god. Molly. I can feel your tongue and Cole’s cock.”

“I know.”

I sealed my lips over her clit and sucked, my chin pressed against the base of Cole’s shaft. He began to fuck her properly. Small thrusts—not deep, not hard, measured strokes that shifted his cock inside her without driving to the depth that would hurt. Every push forward dragged his shaft across my chin until his balls covered my eyes.

Every withdrawal pulled his head back until I could see his cock rim catch against the inside of her entrance, stretching her outward before sliding back in.

Nell’s mouth returned to my cunt, licking me harder now, her tongue pressing flat against my clit, her lips sealed around the base, sucking with a rhythm driven by Cole’s thrusts. Every time he slid his cock balls deep inside her, the force rocked her body forward and ground her mouth against me.

I spread my legs wider and tilted my pelvis, and her tongue found the angle, and the pleasure hit so hard my vision went white at the edges.

“Don’t stop, Nell.”

She didn’t stop licking me. Her tongue circled and pressed and circled again, learning fast, the instinct taking over. She slid two fingers inside me—tentative, feeling, curling upward the way I’d curled mine inside her—and found the rough patch on my front wall. She pressed. My hips bucked off the tile.

Cole’s rhythm steadied. Longer strokes now, his cock sliding through Nell’s grip with the wet percussion I could hear and feel against my face. His balls swung forward on every thrust, grazing my forehead, heavy and tight. The shower water ran down his stomach, over his cock, and dripped from the join onto my mouth—warm, slick, tasting of both of them.

I worked Nell’s clit with my tongue and felt the change start. Her thighs clamped against my head. Her stomach muscles hardened above me. The internal flutter began—not against my fingers, but visible, her cunt gripping Cole’s shaft in rhythmic contractions that I could see from underneath, the tissue pulsing around him.

“Dad. Fuck her harder. Make her cum.”

“With pleasure.”

He drove his cock even deeper. Nell cried out against my cunt—the sound vibrating through my clit, her whole body shaking between us. I sucked her clit and felt Cole’s shaft swell against my chin as his thrusts lengthened, his pelvis hitting Nell’s ass with a sound the tile walls amplified.

Nell came first.

Her orgasm hit in a wave I felt everywhere—her cunt clenching around Cole’s cock so hard his rhythm broke, her thighs vise-tight around my head, her fingers curling inside me, her mouth open against my cunt in a cry that traveled through my pelvis and up my spine. The contractions were visible from below—her entrance pulsing around his shaft, gripping, releasing, gripping, the swollen tissue darkening with blood, her arousal flooding out around the join and running down my chin.

“Cum inside her, Daddy.”

“Molly—”

“Inside her. Fill her up again.”

Three more strokes is all it took. Cole thrusting his hips forward, burying deep, hard, his cock driving to the root. I heard his groan—raw, broken, the sound reverberating off the wet tile—and felt his shaft kick against my chin.

I felt his first pulse swell his cock inside Nell against my chin, and she gasped as the heat hit deep. His hips ground forward and held. His balls tightened against my forehead, and I could feel the contractions traveling through him—shaft throbbing, cum pumping into her, his whole body rigid above me while Nell shook between us.

He stayed inside her. His hands on her hips, his breathing ragged. Nell was trembling—small, continuous shudders running through her body.

He softened and pulled back. His cock slipped free with a wet sound, and cum followed—thick, white, welling at Nell’s entrance and spilling downward.

Onto my mouth.

I caught it. My lips sealed over her opening, and I drew out the warm flood of my father’s cum from inside Nell’s body. The taste filled my mouth—salt, density, the heavy alkaline burn I knew, mixed with the sharper sweetness of Nell’s arousal and the faint copper thread that was still there, barely, the last trace of her maidenhood.

I swallowed and pressed deeper. My tongue slid inside her—gathering what remained, cleaning her slowly, as I’d cleaned her in the dining hall, but this time the room wasn’t watching. This time it was just water and steam and the sound of a girl breathing above me.

“Molly.”

Nell’s voice. Shaking.

“Don’t stop.”

I didn’t stop. I licked her clean—every fold, every crease, the swollen lips, the stretched entrance still warm from Cole’s cock, the clit that was pulsing under my tongue. I cleaned her until there was nothing left but her own taste, and then I gave her clit one last slow circle and let her go.

She dropped her head between my legs.

Her mouth found my cunt again—urgent now, her tongue pushing deep, her lips sealed around my clit. Her fingers were still inside me, pressing my front wall, and her other hand gripped my thigh hard enough to bruise. She ate me like a girl repaying a debt she’d never been asked to carry—fierce, grateful, her whole mouth working.

“Nell. Slow down.”

She slowed. But she didn’t stop. Her tongue found the rhythm—long strokes through my folds, the tip circling my clit, dipping inside my entrance to taste the arousal pooled there. She was tasting me the way I’d tasted her. Learning the geography. Memorizing.

My orgasm built slowly. Deep. Not the sharp, cresting kind—the kind that starts at the base of your spine and spreads outward like warmth through cold water. Her tongue on my clit. Her fingers inside me. Cole’s hand—I felt it arrive on my thigh, warm, broad, resting there. Present.

“Right there, Nell. Don’t move.”

She held. Her tongue flat against my clit, her fingers pressing my front wall, and the pressure doubled and tripled and broke.

I came quietly. My back arching off the wet tile, my thighs closing around Nell’s head, my cunt clenching around her fingers in long, slow contractions that pulled the sound out of me in a low note I didn’t recognize. Not the sound I made for Cole. Something new. The sound of a girl coming on another girl’s tongue for the first time.

Nell stayed. Her mouth on me, her fingers inside me, riding every contraction until my body went slack against the tile and my hands found the back of her head and just held.

Nobody moved.

The water ran over all three of us. Cole was kneeling behind Nell, one hand on her hip, the other on my thigh. Nell was trembling above me, her face between my legs, her breath warm against the skin she’d just tasted. My back was flat on the shower floor, the heated tile beneath me, the water pooling in the hollow of my throat.

Three bodies on a wet floor. Nobody speaking. The steam rising around us until the walls disappeared and there was nothing in the room but breathing and water and the smell of sex settling into the tile.

We stayed until the water started to cool.

I turned off the shower and wrapped Nell in a towel—a big one from the top shelf, heavy cotton, large enough to fold around her twice. She stood in the center of the bathroom, dripping, the towel clutched to her chest, watching me dry Cole’s back with quick, efficient strokes.

She was thinking. I could see it—the slight crease between her eyebrows, her lips pressed together, the calculation behind her eyes.

“Molly.”

“Yeah.”

“You said you’d dominate me.”

“I did.”

“What does that look like? Without the pain.”

I hung the towel on the rack and turned to face her.

“We’ll figure that out.”

“Can I work for you—at the stables?”

I looked at Dad.

“You’re running Braddock Stables.”

“I’m eighteen. I haven’t run a business.”

“I’ll tell you if you do anything wrong. So far—you are doing everything right. Start thinking about insurance, safety, hygiene—all the boring things that have nothing to do with the customer experience.”

“What’s next here?”

“We see out the next week and leave early once you have everything you need.”

I looked at Nell.

“We will figure this out as we go. How are you at research?”

“I was going to law school.”

She looked at her tack on the bed.

“The tack stays if you want it—but you wear it because it’s yours, not because someone buckled it on you to mark property.”

“I like wearing it.”

“I know. That’s the point. You can’t wear it because you were trained. There’s a difference, and you’re going to learn it.”

Cole leaned against the sink, arms crossed, watching us. He didn’t interrupt. He was doing what he did best—listening to the architecture form, seeing whether the load paths made sense.

“Dad.”

“Yeah.”

“At home. The east wing bedrooms. How many can we convert?”

“All of them, if we gut the interior walls.”

“In the conversion, I want a suite beside ours for Nell. Adjoining doors, no lock, just one on the doors leading to the hall.”

Cole looked at Nell. Then at me.

“Done.”

Nell’s eyes went wide. Her hand tightened on the towel.

“A suite?”

“Your suite. With a door you lock from the inside. Not the outside. And another door you can open any time.”

Her chin wobbled. She pressed her mouth into a line and held it.

I crossed the bedroom and held her face in both hands. My thumbs wiped the water from her cheeks—shower water, not tears.

“You’ll come home with us when the course is over. You’ll have a suite. You’ll have a door that locks. You’ll wear your tack when you want to and take it off when you want to. And nobody—not me, not my Dad, not anyone—will ever leave marks on your body again.”

She nodded. Fast. Twice.

I kissed her forehead.

“Now let’s get to bed. I’m ordering room service.”

Cole fell asleep first—the man could sleep through anything once his body decided the day was over.

Nell lay on his left side, curled against his ribs, her hand resting on his chest. The towel was gone. Her harness was on the nightstand, the braided tail coiled beside it. She wore one of Dad’s t-shirts and nothing else. It hung to her mid-thigh, and the hem rode up where her legs were drawn up against her body.

I sat at the desk by the window, wearing Dad’s other shirt, eating the last slice of cold margherita. The paddock below was silver in the moonlight. A horse stood at the fence rail—dark shape, still, its breath visible in the night air.

Nell wasn’t asleep. I could see her eyes open, catching the light from the desk lamp.

“Molly.”

“Yeah.”

“Your Dad called me sweetheart.”

“I heard him.”

“Nobody’s called me that since my mom died.”

I set down the pizza. Wiped my hands on my thighs.

“Nell.”

“Yeah.”

“What was your stepfather’s name?”

“Carl.”

“What did Carl do? For work.”

“Real estate. Commercial leases. He was good at making money and bad at everything else.”

I nodded and filed it.

“Go to sleep, Nell.”

“Molly.”

“Yeah.”

“What’s the place you have at home? The safe place.”

I looked out the window. The horse at the fence rail shifted its weight, and moonlight caught the white blaze on its forehead.

“Our stables. My mom died there when I was one. My Dad sealed the doors and didn’t open them for seventeen years. I’ve been going there alone since I was twelve.”

“Why?”

“Because the place where someone you love died is also the place where they’re closest.”

Nell was quiet for a long time.

“Will you take me there?”

“When you’re ready.”

“How will I know?”

“You won’t. I will.”

She closed her eyes. Her hand was still on Cole’s chest, rising and falling with his breathing.

I finished the pizza and turned off the lamp.

In the dark, I crossed the room and climbed into bed on Dad’s right side. His arm came around me without waking—a reflex, the arm that had been reaching for me in his sleep since I was a child.

Three bodies in a bed built for two. Nell’s breathing evening out. Cole’s heartbeat under both our hands.

I lay in the dark and thought about sixteen bedrooms and a consent framework, insurance, and a girl in a tack harness who’d been given a key that locked from the inside.

You’re building something.

Go to sleep, Bliss.

I mean it. You’re building something real.

I know.

That’s why I left. You needed to do this alone.

Go to sleep.

The silence felt good, as did the warmth of two bodies against mine. The cool sheets. The taste of margherita and Nell still on my tongue.

The horse outside the window moved off into the dark, and I listened to my father breathe, and I didn’t sleep for a long time.


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

“Where are you going, Nell?”

“A parcel arrived for you. Someone slipped a note under the door.”

“I’ll get it.”

“My pleasure, Molly.”

“At least let me come with you.”

I slipped my hand into Nell’s. Her fingers closed around mine—the calluses on her palm rough against my skin from three weeks of grooming horses barehanded. She’d refused gloves. Said she liked feeling the brush pull through the coat.

The corridor was cool after the apartment—stone flags under my bare feet, the chill climbing through my soles into my calves. Morning light came through the tall windows in slabs, and the faint smell of saddle soap drifted up from the tack room below.

Nell walked half a step ahead of me, her tack harness dark against her shoulders, the braided tail swinging between her thighs with each stride. She’d clipped it herself that morning—buckled the sternum strap, checked every patch where metal met skin. It had become her ritual. Nobody else touched it.

I didn’t want to discourage her—the parcel errand, the initiative, the small pleasure of being useful. But I wanted her to be less agreeable. Three weeks, and Nell still moved through Rosehill like a guest who expected to be asked to leave.

Two girls came toward us. The taller one—Angie. Her stepfather’s arm around her waist at dinner most nights, her eyes tracking me across the dining hall with a heat I’d mistaken for friendliness until I’d noticed the edge underneath.

Angie’s shoulder caught Nell’s collarbone. Not a brush—a hit. The angle was deliberate, her weight shifting left to make it connect.

I opened my mouth.

Nell was faster.

Her hand shot out and grabbed Angie’s ponytail at the root and wrenched downward. Angie’s head snapped back. Nell’s face was three inches from hers, her teeth showing, the cords in her neck standing out against the leather of her harness.

“That was fucking rude.”

“Get off me, Nell.”

“Apologize.”

The corridor was silent. My pulse in my ears. The distant sound of hooves on packed earth from the arena below the windows.

Angie’s throat worked.

“Sorry, Nell.”

“Molly too.”

Angie’s head was twisted down in Nell’s grip, her face flushed from the angle and from something else—pupils wide, lips parted, chest rising and falling in shallow pulls. Not fear. Her body was answering the grip in her hair before her mind caught up.

“Sorry, Molly.”

Nell released her. Angie straightened, wincing, shaking out her ponytail. Her friend—Tiffany, sharp-featured, arms folded—checked for damage.

“What was that about?”

Angie didn’t answer. Her hand went to her throat.

Tiffany did.

“Sorry, Molly. And you, Nell. Angie is jealous.”

“Of what?”

She looked at me like the answer was obvious, then when she realized I meant it, she shrugged.

“You’ve got it all, Molly—Cole, Nell, the business ideas, and you’ve sailed through three weeks of Rosehill like you own the place.”

Heat crept up the back of my neck.

“I didn’t know—”

“You must have noticed. Even Miss Voss treats you as an equal, and we haven’t even started riding yet. I’m sure you excel—”

A question inside a statement.

“I ride.”

“See?”

I took Angie’s chin in my palm. Her jaw was warm. Her pulse knocked against my fingertips where they pressed the soft skin below her ear.

“Are you jealous?”

Her eyes were still burning. Then something shifted behind them—the defiance settling, the heat underneath rising to replace it.

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“I want to be—”

“Best?”

“No. I just want to be better.”

I held her chin. Her breath was warm on my wrist. Behind her, Nell stood with her arms crossed, watching Angie’s face with an expression I hadn’t seen before. Interest. Something clicking into place.

“Come to our apartment later. Both of you.”

We collected the parcel from outside Miss Voss’s office—a brown Amazon box, heavier than it looked. Nell carried it under her arm without asking what was inside.

Her stride was different on the walk back. Looser. The ponytail grab had unlocked something in her posture that three weeks of care hadn’t touched.

“She’s been doing that since I moved in with you.”

“The shoulder thing?”

“Worse. Comments in the dining hall. Moving my tack off the bench when I leave it. Last week she told Tiffany I’m your pet.”

“What did you do?”

“Nothing. I thought I deserved it.”

“And today?”

Nell’s jaw set. The same jaw I’d watched clench the night she’d walked up to my father’s cock and asked to be fucked.

“Today I didn’t.”

“What happened?”

“I snapped. It happens—rarely, but it happens.”

I squeezed her hand.

“We can fix that tonight.”

Dad was at the desk, reading glasses low on his nose, graph paper covered in pencil lines—the east wing, sixteen bedrooms, our bedrooms. He glanced up when we came in.

“Parcel?”

Nell set it on the bed. I pulled the tape.

Inside: a Clone-A-Willy kit. Molding powder, mixing container, vibrating insert, body-safe silicone in flesh tone. The instructions had a cartoon cock on the front.

Nell looked at the box. Looked at me. Looked at Dad’s crotch.

“You’re making a copy of Cole’s cock?”

“I’m making a marketing tool.”

Dad took off his glasses.

“What kind of tool?”

“Your cock. Silicone. An exact replica.”

“For what?”

“For tonight and to give others a taste of what Braddock Stables can and will deliver.”

He picked up the instruction sheet and read it with the face of a man who’d reviewed a thousand engineering specs.

“It says I need to maintain an erection for the mold.”

“That’s my job.”

I kneeled between my Dad’s legs at the desk chair and unbuckled his belt. The leather was warm from his body. His jeans came open, and his cock shifted against his thigh—already thickening, the shaft filling as I wrapped my hand around it and freed him from the fabric.

Three weeks of daily sex and he, my father, still responded to our hands, mouths, and cunts like the first time. The skin was hot against my palm. Veins rose as blood filled him—thick ridges I traced with my thumb, the shaft hardening under my grip until the upward curve set, and the head flushed dark, smooth, the slit beading with precum.

I licked it off. Salt and heat and the alkaline taste that lived in the back of my throat now.

“Nell. Mix the powder.”

She went to the bathroom. Measured water. Timed stir. The compound thickened from liquid to the consistency of cake batter while I kept Dad’s cock hard with slow, firm strokes—my hand slick with spit, my thumb catching the ridge below his crown on every pass. His breathing deepened. His stomach muscles tightened against my forearm.

“I’m going to run special invite nights, Dad.”

“At Braddock’s?”

“Yes. We need a small gallery like the one here. Performance on the floor, seats surrounding. The first two will be anal virgin nights. You’ll fuck Nell and me on different nights while we rest in a saddle.”

“Anal?”

“Yes. We can serve cocktails and canapés after.”

“Jesus, Molly.”

“I was considering special tickets for anyone who wants to watch close up.”

He shook his head.

Nell brought the tube. The mixture was warm—body temperature, the instructions said, so the heat wouldn’t flag him.

“Guide Daddy’s cock in.”

I angled his cock straight and pressed the tube flush against Dad’s pelvis. The compound closed around him—wet, dense, gripping the full length. His jaw clenched.

“Don’t move, Dad.”

“I’m not moving.”

“And don’t cum.”

“You’re not helping.”

It took two minutes of near silence. His breathing and the clock on the nightstand and Nell watching from the edge of the bed, her chin on her knees, her eyes on the tube where his cock disappeared.

The timer went off, and I eased the mold free. Dad’s cock slipped out with a wet sound, the compound holding shape—a perfect negative. Every vein, every ridge, the flared head, the thick base.

He stared at it.

“That’s obscene.”

“That’s the point, Dad. A nine-inch Cole Braddock cock is the perfect gift for any woman. Imagine the number of women you’ll be inside.”

He shook his head.

He did that a lot these days.

Nell leaned forward and looked into the mold.

“It’s accurate.”

“You’ve felt it enough times.”

“From the inside. I’m having two.”

“Why two?”

“One for each hole once my anus is broken in.”

“You have Cole’s cock any time you want, Nell?”

“Yeah—I have three holes.”

We poured the silicone and set it on the windowsill to cure.

By evening, the replica sat on the nightstand in the lamplight. Nine inches of magnificent cock, the slight upward curve, the flared crown, veins shadowed in the flesh-tone silicone. The color was too uniform—missing the darker flush of the head, the map of blood vessels—but the shape was exact. I wrapped my hand around the base, and my fingers didn’t close.

It was the same as the original.

“Nell.”

She looked up from the bed.

“Stand up.”

She stood. I held the replica against her tack harness—the base between the leather straps that crossed below her navel, the shaft jutting forward.

“We’re going to modify your harness.”

“With that?”

“With Dad’s cock. Tonight, you’re going to fuck someone with it.”

The color left her cheeks and came back darker.

“I’ve never—”

“I know. That’s why I want you to do it.”

“Who will I fuck?”

“A volunteer. You’ll find out when we get there.”

I cut the leather. Two strips from a spare harness in the tack room—one to anchor the base between her existing straps, one to loop behind her thighs and hold the angle. I measured against Nell’s body, adjusting the height until the replica sat where it needed to—angled forward and slightly down, the way a cock angles when it’s about to enter someone.

Nell looked at herself in the bathroom mirror. The tack harness across her shoulders, the braided tail at her spine, and between her legs, nine inches of her owner’s cock pointing forward from a cradle of dark leather.

“I look—”

“You look like someone who’s about to fuck a girl who doesn’t know what’s coming.”

“I was going to say terrifying.”

“Good.”

The gallery was empty when we arrived. Packed earth and sawdust floor, dark wood panels to waist height, whitewashed plaster above. The iron beam lights threw long shadows across the benches. I’d asked for the equipment hooks to be cleared.

The mounting frame stood in the center. Padded knee rests, leather chest support, adjustable rails. I’d used it myself three weeks ago with Seren underneath me. Tonight it was set lower—hip height, the chest support angled forward, thigh straps unbuckled and waiting.

Nell stood by the entrance in her modified harness, the replica cock jutting from between the leather straps. She was otherwise naked—and beautiful. Her hands were at her sides, her fingers opening and closing. She was shaking—not the trembling from the dining hall three weeks ago. This was tighter.

Adrenaline, not fear.

Dad sat in the front row of the gallery benches, his legs spread, his elbows on his knees. Present but not taking part.

The benches filled. Eleanor had mentioned the booking at dinner, and couples I recognized from the dining hall took seats in the middle rows. A girl I’d seen riding that morning sat cross-legged on the top bench, her stepfather’s hand on her thigh. Tiffany slipped in two rows back with Angie and tucked her legs beneath her.

I stood at the center of the gallery floor, beside the mounting frame, and waited until the room was still.

“This is a lesson.”

“In what?”

“How to treat disobedience and jealousy.”

My voice carried off the whitewashed walls.

“Most of you know Nell.”

Nell stepped forward. The replica cock caught the light—flesh-tone silicone, nine inches, jutting from her harness. A murmur ran through the benches.

“That’s a replica of Cole Braddock’s cock. We molded it this morning. It’s exact. Nine inches.”

“I want one!”

A girl on the front row giggled. Her dad looked displeased.

“Sorry, Daddy. You can fuck me with it, using your cum as lube.”

A woman in the third row leaned forward. Her stepdaughter whispered something, and they both looked at Dad. He didn’t move.

“Tonight Nell is going to fuck someone with it. She’s been on the receiving end her whole life—obedient, still, bracing for impact. That’s over. Tonight, Nell fucks.”

I looked at Angie.

“I need a volunteer.”

Angie’s stepfather looked at her. She looked at him. Three seconds, no words. She nodded. He nodded.

“Come on. You’ll feel better for it. The girl you bullied can fuck you hard.”

Angie stepped forward.

Nell’s breath caught. I heard it—a sharp pull through her teeth. Her eyes went to Angie’s face, then to the ponytail, then back. The replica cock shifted against its leather cradle as her weight moved forward half an inch. Not a step. An impulse held in check.

“Before we begin—Nell, step up to the frame.”

Nell looked at me. I held her eyes. She walked to the mounting frame and stood beside it, the replica jutting from her harness, her hands at her sides.

“Bend over with your chest on the support.”

She bent. Her stomach met the leather, her chest lowered onto the angled pad, and her ass rose behind her—pale, the thin scars catching the overhead light, the braided tail hanging between her thighs. The replica cock pressed against the frame beneath her.

I turned to the benches.

“I need two girls.”

Hands went up. I picked two from the front row—one dark-haired, one freckled, both barefoot, both watching Nell’s raised ass with open curiosity.

“Hold her open.”

“Hold what open?”

“Her ass.”

Angie looked horrified.

Miss Voss watched on, her face expressionless.

They kneeled on either side of Nell. Each girl placed a hand on one of Nell’s ass cheeks and spread them apart—slowly, firmly, the pale skin pulling taut, exposing the tight pink pucker of her asshole and the dark hair and the swollen cunt beneath it. Nell’s fingers curled against the leather pad, but she didn’t move.

I looked at Angie.

“Kneel.”

Angie’s legs folded. Her knees hit the packed earth, and she was face-level with Nell’s spread ass cheeks—close enough to feel the heat coming off her skin. Her hands were shaking. Her jaw was locked.

“You shoulder-barged my girlfriend. You called her my pet. You’ve been making her life miserable for three weeks because you didn’t know what to do with what you were feeling.”

Angie’s eyes were wet. Her chest was heaving.

“You want forgiveness?”

“Yes.”

“Find it inside Nell.”

Angie stared at Nell’s exposed pucker inches from her face. Her throat worked. A tear broke from her left eye and ran down her cheek. She leaned forward—stopped—leaned again. Her lips parted.

Her tongue touched Nell’s asshole.

It was a tentative lick. She barely made contact—the tip tracing the rim, pulling back, tracing again. A whimper came from Angie’s throat. Not pain or disgust. It was the sound of a girl crossing a line she hadn’t known was there and finding the ground on the other side was solid.

She licked again.

Longer this time, flatter, her tongue pressing against the tight muscle. The two girls held Nell wide open, and Angie’s face pressed deeper between the spread cheeks, her nose against the base of Nell’s spine, her chin wet with her own spit.

“Kiss her ass well, Angie. There is forgiveness in your humility.”

“Okay.”

“You want to?”

“Maybe.”

“Nell. Tell me when she’s inside you.”

Nell’s breathing was shallow. Her fingers were white on the leather pad. Angie’s tongue circled the rim—small, tight circles, pressing harder with each pass, the muscle yielding in increments, her pink pucker relaxing under the persistent wet heat of her mouth.

Angie pushed. Her tongue breached the ring—not far, a fraction, the tip pressing past the sphincter into the tight heat beyond.

Nell’s head came up, and she gasped. She looked over her shoulder at the gallery, smiled, and raised her thumb.

“She’s inside me.”

The benches laughed. Warm, surprised, a burst of sound that broke the tension and let the room breathe.

“Good girl, Angie. You can stop now.”

Angie didn’t stop licking Nell’s back passage.

Something had shifted. Her whimpering was gone. Her hands came up, and her thumbs pressed against the edges of Nell’s sphincter—spreading the muscle wider, opening her, making room. Her tongue slid deeper. She sealed her lips around the rim and pushed, her jaw working, her chin slick with spit that ran down to Nell’s cunt and dripped from her swollen lips onto the packed earth.

She was eating Nell’s ass with the focus of a girl who’d discovered what she’d been jealous of.

Nell’s thighs shook. Her hips pressed backward—grinding against Angie’s mouth, her body answering before her mind could qualify it. The two girls holding her open exchanged a look and tightened their grip.

“Enough.”

Angie pulled back. Her mouth was wet. Her pupils were blown wide. She looked up at me from her knees, and the defiance from the corridor was gone. What replaced it was simpler and hungrier.

“Thank you, Molly.”

“Don’t thank me. Thank Nell.”

Angie looked at Nell’s ass—the sphincter glistening with spit, relaxed, still slightly open from her tongue.

“Thank you, Nell.”

“You’re welcome anytime.”

“I want to.”

“You’ve been asked to visit Molly’s apartment tonight.”

They both looked at me.

“I have an idea. First, Nell must fuck you.”

Nell straightened from the frame. She wiped her palms on her thighs and looked at Angie kneeling on the packed earth. Dad’s replica cock stood rigid from her harness, level with Angie’s face.

“Your turn to be fucked, Angie.”

“He’s so fucking big.”

“You want it?”

She winced and nodded.

“Very much.”

I took Angie’s arm and lifted her to her feet. Her skin was flushed from her chest to her hairline. She wore a white cotton dress—I pulled it over her head. No bra. White underwear, damp at the center, damp at the back where she’d been kneeling and grinding against her own heels.

“Mount the frame.”

She kneeled on the pads. The leather creaked under her weight. Her knees settled into the rests, her chest lowered onto the support, her arms hanging forward. I fastened the thigh straps—snug, not tight. Her ass was raised, her back sloped, her face level with the edge of the frame.

I pulled her underwear down her thighs and worked them over the knee pads, past her ankles and off. She was soaked—the fabric peeled away from her cunt with a sound the front row heard, and the slick caught the light. Her lips were swollen, flushed, arousal running down her inner thighs in two thin lines.

“Nell.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Look at this slut. She’s dripping wet, and desperate for our Daddy’s cock.”

Nell stepped up behind the frame. The replica cock bobbed with her movement, the head swaying level with Angie’s raised hips. Nell’s hands were at her sides, fingers opening and closing.

“Put your hands on her, Nell.”

Nell reached forward and put both hands on Angie’s hips. Her small hands on warm skin, thumbs pressing into the muscle above Angie’s ass. Angie exhaled—a long breath that fogged against the leather support.

“Marcus, come here and fuck your daughter’s mouth.”

Angie’s stepfather stood.

He crossed the gallery floor, pulling his shirt over his head as he walked. His belt came open, jeans dropped, and his cock was hard—not as thick as Dad’s, but long, the head flushed, a bead of precum catching the light.

He moved to the front of the mounting frame. Angie’s face was level with her father’s cock. She looked up at him, and the expression on her face was the one I’d seen in the corridor. Not defiance. Need.

“You wanted to be better, Angie?”

She looked at me.

“Nell is going to fuck you with Cole Braddock’s cock while your stepfather fucks your mouth. You stop when you say stop. One word.”

“I don’t want to stop.”

“I know.”

I turned to Nell.

Her breathing had changed. Shorter, faster, her ribcage working under the tack straps. The replica stood rigid from her harness, and beneath it, between her legs, her own arousal had soaked the leather thigh strap dark. Something in her face had gone still and sharp—the same stillness from the corridor when she’d grabbed Angie’s ponytail.

Not anger.

Focus.

“Nell. Whenever you’re ready, fuck Angie.”

Nell gripped the base of the replica cock with one hand, steadying it, and positioned the head between Angie’s parted lips. The silicone crown pressed against her entrance—pink, wet, the tissue spreading around the wide head. Angie hissed. Her fingers gripped the leather support.

Nell drove forward.

The head breached her. I watched from beside the frame—close enough to see the silicone disappear, the flesh-tone shaft parting Angie’s cunt, her entrance stretching white around the replica’s girth. The same width that had stretched me, that had stretched Nell, that had made us both gasp and hold on. The shape of my father’s cock entering another girl, wielded by the girl I’d claimed.

Two inches disappeared inside Angie, then three. Her mouth opened, and nothing came out. Her thighs shook against the knee pads. The wet sound of the silicone sliding into her filled the gallery—slick, thick, the sound of a body yielding to something bigger than it expected.

“He’s stretching me, Daddy.”

“It’s the most humility I’ve ever seen from you, girl.”

Marcus stepped forward. His hand found the back of Angie’s head—fingers lacing into her hair, the same ponytail Nell had gripped in the corridor—and he tilted her face up. Daddy’s cock pressed against her lips.

She opened.

He slid his cock inside. His head disappeared past her lips, her cheeks hollowing as she sealed them around him. Her eyes closed. Her shoulders dropped. The frame held her weight as both ends of her filled.

Nell began to fuck Angie.

Slow thrusts at first. Her hips rocking forward, driving the replica cock deeper, the silicone shaft gleaming with Angie’s arousal on every withdrawal. Four inches slid inside her, then five and six. Nell’s hands gripped Angie’s hips harder—her knuckles white, the tendons in her forearms standing out, the tack harness creaking with each drive forward.

I watched Nell’s face.

The trembling was gone. Her jaw was set, her eyes fixed on the place where the replica entered Angie’s body, her hips finding a rhythm that was hers—not the rhythm of a girl who’d spent ten years being used. This was Nell fucking at her pace using our Daddy to find the right depth inside Angie.

She was gentle, taking care when pushing deeper, pulling back slowly, letting the head catch against the rim before driving in again.

Marcus matched Nell.

Every forward thrust from Nell rocked Angie’s body forward onto his cock, and he held his position and let the motion carry her. Angie was pinned between them—Nell’s silicone cock filling her cunt, her stepfather’s cock fucking her throat, her body rocking on the mounting frame with a rhythm set by the girl who’d grabbed her ponytail six hours ago.

The gallery was wet and dense with sound. Nell’s hips hitting Angie’s ass. The slick pull of the replica through tight, swollen tissue. The muffled sounds from Angie’s filled mouth—not pain, not protest, the thick vowel sounds of a girl whose body was answering from both ends.

I pressed my thighs together.

My own arousal had soaked through my underwear and was running warm down my inner thigh. I could smell it—mine, mixing with the sawdust and the leather and the sharp, clean scent of Angie’s cunt carrying across the packed earth.

Nell went deeper. Seven inches, eight, then all of it. The full length—my father’s full length was buried inside Angie until the leather base pressed flush, and Nell’s hips were against her ass. Angie’s whole body clenched. Her fingers clawed the leather support. A sound came from her throat—muffled by Marcus’s cock, vibrating around his shaft.

Marcus groaned. His hand tightened in her hair.

“Fuck her harder, Nell.”

It wasn’t a suggestion.

Nell fucked Angie harder.

Her thrusts lengthened—pulling the replica back until the head stretched Angie’s entrance outward, the rim catching, holding, then driving forward with a force that rocked the mounting frame on its bolts and sent the slap of silicone and leather against wet flesh echoing off the whitewashed walls.

Angie came.

Her body locked. Her cunt gripped the replica—I could see it, the tissue clenching around the shaft, the muscles working, her thighs shaking so hard the knee pads rattled against the frame. The sound she made was trapped behind her stepfather’s cock—a high, broken note that vibrated through his shaft and made his hips stutter.

Clear fluid pulsed from around the replica’s shaft—not cum, not arousal, thinner, forced out by the contractions—squirt that spattered the packed earth between Nell’s knees, darkening the sawdust in a spreading patch.

Nell didn’t stop.

She fucked Angie through the orgasm—hips driving forward, the replica plunging into the clenching, pulsing grip of a girl who was cumming harder than she’d planned. Each thrust forced another thin stream from Angie’s cunt, the squirt running down the silicone shaft and dripping from Nell’s leather straps onto the floor. Nell’s face was flushed, her hair stuck to her temples with sweat, her breath coming in sharp bursts through her teeth.

Marcus came in his daughter’s mouth. His groan broke the silence—low, raw, his hips pushing forward, his cock deep in her throat as it clenched and milked him. Angie swallowed. The thick, working sound of her throat, the gulp, the catch, the retch, the strings of her father’s cum blasted out of her nostrils.

While Marcus fucked his daughter’s throat, his cum leaked from the corner of her mouth and ran down her chin onto the leather support.

Nell pulled the replica cock free. The silicone slid out of Angie’s cunt with a wet release, and more arousal followed—thick, clear, running down Angie’s inner thigh and dripping onto the packed earth. The replica gleamed, coated, the veins and ridges of my father’s cock traced in another girl’s cum.

Silence.

Then came their applause—not the roar from the dining hall. Smaller, warmer. Hands meeting in the light from the iron beams. Tiffany was on her feet. Dad was leaning forward on the bench, his jaw tight, his eyes on Nell.

Nell stood behind the mounting frame, the replica jutting from her harness, slick and dripping, her chest heaving under the tack straps. Her hands were still on Angie’s hips.

She looked at me.

Her chin lifted. Her shoulders squared. The braided tail swung behind her.

“Shall I fuck her again, Molly?”

“Not tonight. Take care of her, please.”

Nell kneeled beside the frame and unbuckled the thigh straps. She helped Angie off the pads—gently, both hands. Angie’s legs were unsteady. Marcus was there with a towel. Tiffany brought water.

I crossed the gallery floor to Dad.

His cock was hard. The ridge of his cock angled left against his jeans, the denim taut. He hadn’t touched himself. Hadn’t moved from the bench. Had watched his cock—its silicone twin—fuck a girl while his girl who wore it discovered what she could do.

“Are you proud of her, Dad?”

“Immensely. I am proud of both of you.”

“She’s ready, Dad.”

“For what?”

“For home. For the stables. For everything we’re building.”

He looked at Nell across the gallery—kneeling beside Angie, her harness still strapped, the replica resting against her thigh, both girls’ hands intertwined.

“So am I.”

Miss Voss found me before I’d reached the door. Her hand slipped through my arm—cool, dry fingers against my damp skin—and she steered me past the benches and through the side entrance without a word.

Outside, the evening hit my body. The sweat on my stomach cooled instantly. My nipples hardened against the thin fabric of my bra, and the breeze found the wet patch on my underwear and turned it cold.

I smelled the paddock—grass, horse sweat, the iron tang of the water trough—and underneath it, still on my skin, the gallery. Sawdust and leather and the musk of four people fucking.

Miss Voss stood beside me. Lavender and linen. She looked out across the darkening grounds, her silver-streaked hair catching the last of the light from the gallery windows.

“I don’t suppose there is any point offering you a position at Rosehill?”

“I want to find my own way, Miss Voss.”

“I would too.”

She turned to face me. Her eyes were steady—warm underneath, the warmth held back behind something harder.

“I ask one thing, Molly.”

“Please ask.”

“Let’s not compete. You wouldn’t like my competitive side.”

She unlinked her arm from mine, turned and walked back inside.

She never looked back.


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

“What happens now, Molly?”

Dad lay on the bed in our apartment, one arm behind his head, the other around Nell—both naked. The tower window was open. Evening air moved through the room, cooling the sweat on my arms, carrying the faint smell of hay and horses from the paddocks below.

My father’s cock was hard against his thigh, untouched since the gallery. He hadn’t cum tonight. Hadn’t needed to. He’d watched.

He was smiling. His eyes softened at the corners, and his mouth stayed closed — the smile he saved for the apartment, for us.

“What do you mean, Dad?”

“Tiffany and Angie are heading here in an hour. You have a remit from her dad.”

I sat on the windowsill and pulled my knees up. The stone was cold through my underwear. Below us, the paddocks darkened at the edges where the tree line ate the last of the light.

Marcus had found me outside Eleanor’s office. Angie was in the bathroom with Tiffany, cleaning up. He stood in the corridor with his hands in his pockets, and his face held something I hadn’t expected — not anger, not embarrassment. Exhaustion. The face of a man who had run out of ideas long before tonight.

“Train her. Please.”

Two words and a please.

That was all he had left. He told me he loved his stepdaughter, but she needed to learn how to respect others before they could be a romantic couple. He said it looking at the floor, not at me. His jaw worked around something else he didn’t say, and I watched him swallow it.

He kissed Angie’s forehead in the corridor, told her he’d be in their suite, and walked away with his shirt untucked and his shoulders rounded. A man who’d raised a girl to believe the world owed her everything and then watched her discover, on a mounting frame with a replica cock inside her, that she’d been starving for the opposite.

“He’s had enough of her.”

“It’s his own fault, Molly. The girl was raised to disrespect others. He spoiled her. I bet when you told her to lick Nell’s ass, it was the first submissive act in her life.”

“And she loved it.”

I looked at Nell. She was curled against Dad’s ribs, her tack still on, the braided tail coiled on the nightstand beside our silicone replica cock. Her cheek rested on his chest, and she was tracing the line of dark hair that ran from his sternum to his navel with one finger.

She nodded and smiled.

“I felt her tongue inside me. Licking. It was...”

“Therapeutic?”

I raised an eyebrow, and she nodded again.

“I didn’t feel angry with Angie when she rimmed me. It was like a page turned. An apology. I had a moment when my dislike for her turned a corner.”

Her hand stopped moving on Dad’s chest. She looked at me, and her eyes were clear. Not the flat, survival-mode steadiness I’d seen in the shower when I found the scars. Something warmer. A girl testing the weight of a feeling she wasn’t used to carrying.

“It was good for me too, Molly. You knew that.”

“I felt it. There is a difference. It seemed like the right thing to do. I have no experience, so it could have turned bad.”

“It didn’t. I loved being licked there by my nemesis.”

“And now?”

“I like her. I want her to do it again.”

“I’m sure she will.”

“I want to fuck her with Dad’s cock too.”

“Once we get home, let’s talk to a saddler and get a better harness for you. We’ll put it to good use.”

I sat on the bed beside them, one hand on Dad’s calf, stroking the coarse hair there, the other reaching back to run my fingers through Nell’s hair. She leaned into it, her eyes half-closing, chin tilting. The three of us breathed together for a moment, the tower quiet except for a horse somewhere below and the creak of the glass elevator settling on its rails.

“This is what I want for Braddock Stables. A place where people can come and feel like they gained something when they leave.”

Dad sat up slowly and swung his legs off the bed. His cock stood hard against his stomach, flushed at the head, a thread of precum catching the lamplight. He wasn’t reaching for it. He was looking at me.

“Angie isn’t fixed yet, Molly.”

“No. But it’s progress. For all of us.”

“How all of us?”

“Nell is changing—understanding that her submissive side isn’t all of her. Angie had a pause for thought. Me — I’m changing too—understanding what Braddock Stables can be, and who I am to it.”

I looked at him. The lamplight found the gray at his temples, the lines around his eyes, the scar on his thigh where the hair never grew back.

“And you, Dad. You’re changing too.”

He was quiet.

Nell slid off the bed and knelt between his legs without being asked. She took his cock in her hand, wrapped her fingers around the base, and kissed the head once before taking him into her mouth. Her eyes closed—slow, deliberate, a girl who wanted to be close to my father and chose this way to get there.

Dad’s hand rested on her head. Not guiding, not gripping. Resting.

“How me?”

“Look at you now. Nell wanted to suck your cock for connection. Emotionally. Psychologically. She didn’t kneel to drain you, although I’m sure she will. She kneeled because she wants to. For you. That’s your attraction, Dad.”

“I know.”

He nodded and smiled at me. Then down at Nell. The same smile, undivided.

“I can be a dom, Molly.”

He said it quietly. Nell’s mouth moved on him, her head bobbing forward and back, taking his cock slow and deep, her lips wet, her breathing steady through her nose.

“I can’t be cruel.”

“We can’t, Dad. There is a different way to do this.”

“Ethical.”

The word sat in the room. I let them. The evening air came through the window and touched the back of my neck. I heard the horse again below, I heard Nell’s mouth, and I heard my father name the thing he was and the thing he would never be, and I held still because some sentences you don’t follow. You just let them land.

“I gave Angie a choice, Dad. An act of submission and humiliation. She didn’t have to do it. She could have told me to fuck off and walked away.”

“And instead she discovered something about herself.”

Nell’s rhythm changed. She took Dad’s cock deeper. Her cheeks hollowed, and I heard her gag once as she took him past the place where her throat narrowed, and she held there, breathing, her jaw wide. Dad’s hand tightened in her hair. His stomach tensed, and his hips shifted forward an inch.

“Cum for her, Daddy.”

“What about—”

“You have time. Fill your little girl up. Make her happy.”

“Make her ours.”

“Make her yours, Dad. She’s already mine.”

His eyes closed. His cock pulsed, and Nell swallowed around him — I watched her throat work, the small convulsion, the gulp as she swallowed his salty seed. She held him deep while his body shook, his breath catching in short, hard pulls.

Another pulse.

She gagged, pulled her lips back to the head, and his cum filled her mouth. She swallowed again, her hand stroking the shaft, milking him, her lips sealed tight around the crown. A line of white escaped the corner of her mouth and ran down her chin.

Nell didn’t wipe it.

She looked up at him with his cock still in her hand and her mouth still wet, and the expression on her face was the simplest thing in the room. Gratitude. Not for the cum. For the hand on her head that hadn’t pushed, hadn’t gripped, hadn’t hurt.

Dad cupped her jaw and wiped the line of cum from her chin with his thumb. She opened her mouth, and he placed his thumb on her tongue. She sucked it clean.

“Take a shower, Dad. Our trainee arrives in an hour.”

“What have you planned?”

I looked at Nell.

“Scrub each other in the shower. No more fucking until after this evening’s lesson.”

The knock came at ten past nine.

Dad opened the door wearing jeans and nothing else. His hair was still damp from the shower, and the hallway light caught the water on his shoulders. Angie stood in the corridor in a borrowed t-shirt and cotton shorts, her ponytail pulled tight, her face scrubbed pink. She looked younger without the defiance.

Tiffany stood behind her with a bottle of water in each hand, arms folded across them. Even carrying things, she found a way to cross her arms.

“Come in.”

“Mr. Braddock. Thank you.”

“Hopefully, Molly can help you.”

Dad stepped back. Angie walked in first — her eyes moving across the room. Nell lay on the bed in one of Dad’s t-shirts, legs tucked under her, tack off, hair loose. I stood at the window in shorts and a tank top. She saw Cole’s replica cock on the nightstand.

There was a long pause as everyone weighed the room.

Tiffany closed the door. Set both bottles on the desk and leaned against the wall beside it. Arms folded.

Angie looked at me.

“Sit down, Angie.”

She sat on the edge of the bed. Nell shifted to make room but didn’t speak.

“Your dad asked me to train you. Do you know what that means?”

“He said I need to learn respect.”

“He’s right. Do you want to be here?”

“Yes.”

“Did you learn anything already?”

Her face flushed when she looked at Nell.

“Yes. I did.”

Her fingers twisted the hem of her shorts. Her voice didn’t waver.

I took the hairbrush from the shelf above the sink. Rosehill left one in every room — pale wood, flat oval back, smooth tapered handle rounded at the end. A pink satin bow was tied at the neck. I weighed it in my hand. The handle was polished, it felt warm and was seamless, the width of two fingers at its widest.

“What’s that for?”

“You’re going over the knee, Angie.”

“Fuck… for… for—”

“A spanking? Yes.”

“That’s humiliating.”

“Twenty strokes. It’s not a punishment. Call it compliance or a quick, sharp lesson to tune you in for tonight’s session.”

“You—”

“My Dad is going to spank you, and I’ll tell him where, how hard, and how fast. You count each one out loud. If you need to stop, say red.”

She struggled for a few breaths, reached out for Tiffany’s hand and found it withdrawn. She looked at her friend who smiled softly while shaking her head firmly.

“You said you were committed, babe.”

She turned from Tiffany and looked at me.

“Understood, Molly.”

“Dad.”

Everyone looked serious, not scolding, mocking, or teasing.

My father sat in the chair by the window — a wooden one with the straight back. He settled his weight, rolled his shoulders once, and rested his hands on his thighs. Open. Waiting.

“Come here, Angie.”

She crossed the room. Four steps. She looked at his chest, his stomach, the jeans riding low on his hips.

“Bend over my knee.”

She bent across his left thigh. Her hips settled against the denim and her ponytail swung forward. Dad put one hand on the small of her back — broad, steady, holding her.

I stood at his right shoulder. Close enough to see the goosebumps on Angie’s skin where the window air found her.

“Pull her shorts down, Dad.”

He hooked one thumb into the waistband and pulled them to her knees. She wore simple, cute white underwear underneath that was damp and stained at the center.

“Those too.”

He pulled her underwear down and tossed it to Nell, who sniffed it.

“Nice. She’s fucking wet.”

Angie’s ass was round, smooth, and unmarked. She shivered once and went still.

“Right cheek. Light. The sound matters more than the sting.”

Dad raised the brush and brought it down flat. The crack bounced off the stone walls, and Angie’s body tightened across his thigh.

“One.”

“You bullied a girl who’d been hurt by people she trusted, Angie.”

“Left cheek. Same weight.”

Crack.

“Two.”

“You shoulder-barged her in corridors. You moved her tack. You called her a pet.”

“Center. A little harder. Aim for the crease between her ass cheeks and thighs.”

Crack.

Angie’s fingers gripped the chair leg.

“Three.”

“Why?”

Her breathing changed. Shorter.

“Because she had what I wanted.”

“Harder, Dad.”

Crack.

“Four. She had you. Both of you. The way you are together. The way he looks at both of you.”

“Same spot again, Dad.”

Crack.

Her hips rocked forward against his thigh.

“Five.”

“And instead of asking, you took it out on the smallest person in the room.”

“Lighter here, Dad — the crease. Just a tap.”

He tapped. Angie gasped. The skin at the crease of her thigh and ass flushed pink instantly.

“Six.”

“I know. I know what I did.”

I glanced at Tiffany. She hadn’t moved from the wall. Her arms were still crossed, but her fingers had tightened on her own biceps, knuckles pale. She was watching Dad’s hand on the small of Angie’s back.

“Left cheek, firm.”

Crack.

“Seven.”

“Right cheek. She can take it.”

Crack.

“Eight.”

Crack.

“Nine.”

“Slower now, Dad. Let her feel each one.”

He slowed. The brush came down measured, deliberate. Angie’s ass was flushed dark pink across both cheeks, the oval outline of the brush head visible in the reddest spots. She had stopped gripping the chair leg. Her hand hung loose, fingers open, swaying with each stroke.

“Do you want to stop, Angie?”

“God no.”

Another stroke hit her, more bark than bite.

“Ten.”

We were halfway. Her voice had dropped — softer, lower, as if something in her chest had settled.

“How do you feel, Angie?”

“Warm.”

“Center, Dad. Medium.”

Crack.

“Eleven.”

“I want you to understand something. This isn’t about embarrassing you. The gallery taught you what submission feels like. This teaches you what authority feels like when it’s delivered properly.”

“Twelve.”

“Lighter — outer thigh.”

He adjusted. Angie’s legs trembled. Between her thighs, her cunt was slick and swollen, her lips parted.

“Thirteen.”

“She’s soaked, Molly.”

Dad said it quietly.

“I know. That’s the point. Right cheek, same weight.”

Crack.

“Fourteen.”

I looked at Tiffany again. Her weight had shifted off the wall. She was standing upright, arms still folded, but her thighs pressed together and her lower lip caught between her teeth. She saw me looking. Held my gaze.

“Fifteen.”

“Sixteen.”

“Seventeen.”

“Three more, Angie.”

“Eighteen.”

Her voice cracked. Her hips ground against Dad’s thigh — involuntary, the friction she needed and couldn’t stop reaching for.

“Firm, Dad. Make the last ones count.”

Crack.

“Nineteen.”

I watched her raise her ass higher, making a better target.

Crack.

“Twenty.”

She went limp across his knee. Her back rose and fell, fast and shallow. Both cheeks were deep pink, hot — I ran my palm across one and felt the heat rise through my skin. She moaned into the open air below the chair.

“Good girl, Angie.”

Dad set the brush on his thigh, bristle side down. The smooth handle pointed up, warm from his grip. Angie’s ass glowed across both cheeks — deep pink shading to red at the crease where the skin was thinnest, the oval imprint of the brush head layered across the flesh in overlapping marks. The heat came off her skin like a radiator.

“Do you need to get up, Angie?”

“Can I stay here—like this?”

“Of course. Grip my father’s ankles if it makes you feel better.”

“It does.”

I rested my palm flat on her right cheek and felt it pulse — the blood rushing to the surface, the tissue swollen and hot under my hand.

“Turn the brush over, Dad. Handle first.”

“What for?”

“I want you to fuck her with it.”

He looked at the dildo end of the brush and realized it was designed precisely to fuck bratty girls after they were fucked.

He picked up the brush and turned it. Ran the rounded end between Angie’s thighs from behind, parting her swollen, drooling lips.

She was soaked — her arousal coated the varnished wood before my father touched her tight pink opening, a clear slick that ran down the taper and dripped from the bristle end onto his jeans. The smell hit me — sharp, dense, the unmistakable salt-musk of a girl whose cunt had been answering the brush for the last ten minutes.

“Tell me you want this, Angie.”

“I want it. Please.”

“My Dad is going to fuck you with the brush he spanked you with.”

She looked at Tiffany—just a glance, but in that glance was pride.

“Fuck her, Dad.”

He pressed the rounded end against her cunt entrance. I watched from his shoulder — close enough to see the smooth wood dimple the pink tissue, her lips stretching around the taper as he pushed. Her cunt opened for it slowly, the swollen inner lips gripping the varnish, whitening at the edges where the width was widest. Two inches disappeared inside her, then three.

Her arousal flooded around it — a wet, slick sound as her body took the handle deeper, the wood disappearing between her flushed lips inch by inch.

Angie moaned. Her hips pushed back against my father’s hand.

“More. Fuck me hard—please.”

“Hold still.”

I reached between her thighs from the front and found her clit with two fingers. Swollen, the hood pulled back, the bud slick and hard under my fingertips. I pressed. She jerked across Dad’s knee.

“Fuck her with it, Dad. Slowly but deep. I’ll tell you when to stop.”

He worked the handle in and out of her dripping wet cunt using slow, measured strokes — the wood gleaming wet each time he pulled it back, her lips clinging to the smooth surface, the sound wet and rhythmic in the quiet room.

I circled her clit with a fingertip, matching his rhythm, then breaking it. Every time her thighs tensed, and her breathing stopped, and her cunt gripped the handle tight enough that I could see the tissue bunch around it — I pulled my fingers away.

“No. She doesn’t cum. Not yet.”

“Molly — please —”

“Not yet.”

“But—”

“Hold on, Angie. Learn to control yourself. You’ll cum when I allow it.”

She ground down against my finger, her hips chasing friction I wouldn’t give her. I spread two fingers—one either side of her clit, making sure she couldn’t so much as graze it against my father’s thigh.

Her ponytail stuck to the sweat on her neck. Her cunt leaked slick down the handle, down Dad’s fingers, soaking into the denim beneath her. Her thighs shook. Her fists clenched, unclenched, clenched. Her hips bucked hard, and she nearly slid sideways off his knee — Dad’s hand on her back caught her and pressed her flat.

“Tiffany.”

Her head snapped toward me. Her arms uncrossed for the first time since she’d walked in. Her thighs were pressed together, and through the thin cotton of her shorts I could see a dark stain spreading from the seam.

“Yes?”

“Come here.”

She crossed the room. Her steps were careful, but her hands trembled at her sides.

“Do you want to be part of this?”

“Yes.”

“Take off your shorts.”

She pulled them down and stepped out of them. No underwear. Her cunt was shaved clean — the lips pink, swollen, glistening. The slick on her inner thighs caught the lamplight.

“Stand in front of Angie.”

Tiffany stepped forward. Angie raised her head — face flushed, mouth open, the hairbrush handle still sliding in and out of her.

“You want to cum, Angie?”

“God. Yes. Please, Molly.”

“Tiffany cums first. Open your mouth.”

Tiffany moved in front of Angie’s head. Dad lifted it.

Tiffany spread her legs and thrust her hips forward.

Angie’s tongue found her cunt before I finished the sentence. She pushed between Tiffany’s folds — I heard the wet sound of her mouth sealing over another girl’s cunt, her tongue parting the slick lips, driving between them.

Tiffany’s hands flew to Angie’s ponytail, gripping, pulling her up and in. Her hips rocked forward against Angie’s face, and I could see her jaw working — her tongue flat and wide across Tiffany’s clit, then pointed, circling, then driving inside her.

Tiffany’s arousal coated Angie’s chin, her lips, ran down to the point of her jaw and dripped onto Dad’s thigh.

“Keep fucking her with that wooden cock, Dad. Slow. Don’t let her cum.”

He drove the handle deeper inside Angie’s cunt on each stroke. I worked her clit — to the edge, then pulled away, back to the edge and pulled away. Her moans vibrated into Tiffany’s cunt, and Tiffany gasped and widened her stance, spreading herself open against Angie’s mouth.

“Squirt on Angie when you cum, Tiffany.”

“But I drank so much.”

“Then flood her. Face, hair — everything.”

“I—”

“It’s for your friend. Do it for her.”

Tiffany’s thighs shook. Her sharp features softened, her mouth falling open, her eyes half-closed. I could see the contractions building in the tightening of her stomach muscles, the flush spreading down her chest to her navel. Angie’s tongue was flat and wide on Tiffany’s clit, working fast, her jaw slick to the ears.

“Cum, Tiffany. All over her.”

She came with a held breath that broke. Her knees bent, her hips drove forward, and the first jet hit Angie’s face — a hard, clear stream that splashed across her forehead and ran into her hair. Tiffany cried out and gripped the ponytail with both hands, her cunt spasming, and the second pulse hit Angie’s mouth and chin and ran in warm sheets down her throat.

Angie gasped and opened wider — her tongue out, catching it, swallowing what she could, the rest flooding over her cheeks, her closed eyes, pooling in the hollows of her collarbones. Tiffany’s thighs clenched and released and clenched again, each pulsing jet of squirted orgasm forced by a deep contraction.

On the fourth, it ran thinner, running freely, soaking Angie’s ponytail dark, dripping from the ends onto Dad’s jeans beneath her. The sound was unmistakable — the wet, spattering rush of a girl emptying herself onto another girl’s upturned face.

Tiffany’s knees buckled.

She stumbled back a half step, the last of it running down her inner thighs, and steadied herself with one hand on the back of the chair. Her chest heaved. Between her legs, her cunt was flushed and swollen, a thin stream still trickling from her, catching the lamplight.

Angie lay across Dad’s knee with her face drenched — Tiffany’s cum in her lashes, in the fine hairs at her temples, pooling in the cup of her ear. She blinked it out of her eyes and licked her lips. The taste of it on her mouth. She didn’t wipe her face.

“Make me cum like that—please, Molly.”

“Not yet.”

I could smell all of them. Angie’s arousal on the brush handle, Tiffany’s cum soaking Angie’s skin and hair, the warm salt-musk of Dad’s chest beside me. The room was thick with it — sex and sweat and the sharp, clean scent of Tiffany’s flood on the floorboards and soaked into Angie.

Through the open window, the faint hay-and-leather undertone from the paddocks below.

I pulled Dad’s hand, and the brush handle out of Angie’s cunt. The wood slid free with a wet sound, and her pink hole gaped for a moment — the opening stretched and flushed, her inner walls visible, slick and swollen, before closing slowly around nothing.

She whimpered.

“Not yet.”

“But—”

“You’ve been a good girl, Angie. Keep it up.”

She nearly sobbed across Dad’s knee. Her whole body shook — the tremor of a girl who had been brought to the edge four times and pulled back four times, her cunt empty and clenching around air.

“Get up.”

She slid off Cole’s lap. Her legs barely held her. She stood swaying, her thighs slick from hip to knee, her ass still radiating heat, her cunt visibly throbbing — the lips swollen dark, parted, a thread of arousal connecting them that caught the light and broke.

“Nell.”

Nell came to the edge of the bed and pulled Dad’s t-shirt over her head. Her small breasts, the dark nipples hardening in the window air. The scars across her ass — the thin white lines, the one thick ridge from hip to thigh. The dark triangle of hair between her legs.

“Lie down, Dad. Nell—fuck him please.”

He stood, unbuckled his belt, and stripped.

His cock stood hard against his stomach — the head flushed dark, the circumcised crown smooth and swollen, a thread of precum running from the slit down the shaft. He lay on his back on the thick rug.

Nell straddled my father’s cock, one foot planted either side. She took his cock in her hand and squatted — her small fingers barely closing around the shaft — and positioned the head against her entrance.

I watched from two feet away. Dad’s crown pressed into her — the wide rim spreading her lips apart, the pink tissue stretching white around his girth, her cunt yielding to his width as it had in the shower, and in the dining hall, her body recognizing his shape. She sank down slowly. Inch by inch. I could see the shaft disappearing into her — the slick, veined skin of his cock swallowed by the tight grip of her cunt, her inner lips dragging along the ridges, until her pelvis pressed flush against his and a small sound left her throat.

“Angie.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Stand behind Nell. Hands under her arms.”

Angie knelt behind Nell and slid her fingers under Nell’s armpits, gripping. Her chest pressed against Nell’s back — her breasts flattened against her spine, her chin above my girlfriend’s shoulder.

There were six inches between Angie’s mouth and Nell’s ear.

“Help Nell fuck my Dad.”

Angie raised Nell’s body. Dad’s cock appeared — three inches, four — the shaft gleaming, coated in Nell’s arousal, the veins raised and glistening. Then Angie lowered her, and the cock disappeared again, Nell’s cunt swallowing him to the root. Dad’s hands went to Nell’s waist, then moved to Angie’s hands, covering them. Holding both.

They found a rhythm. Angie lifting, Nell sinking, Dad’s hips rising to meet her. The wet sound of his cock inside Nell filled the room — slick, rhythmic, the percussion of her body taking him fully on every stroke.

Angie’s face was inches from Nell’s neck. She could feel every thrust through Nell’s body — the shudder, the catch of breath, the moan that vibrated through Nell’s ribs into Angie’s chest. Her lips found Nell’s shoulder and stayed there.

“Faster, Angie. Make them both cum. Help the girl you bullied get what she deserves.”

She drove the pace. Nell’s moans climbed — short, sharp. Dad’s cock was soaked, the shaft dark with Nell’s arousal, his balls tightening against the base.

“Cum inside Nell, Daddy.”

His jaw clenched. His hips drove up — three hard strokes that lifted Nell off her knees — and he came. I saw his cock pulse inside her, the shaft kicking, his stomach tensing with each spasm. Nell cried out and ground down on him, her cunt clenching in deep, visible contractions around his cock, milking him. Angie held her through it — arms tight under her armpits, chest against her back, breathing with her.

Nell rose slowly. His cock slid free — softening, wet, a thick strand of cum connecting his head to her opening that stretched and broke. Cum spilled from Nell’s cunt onto his stomach — white, dense, pooling in the crease of his hip.

“Lie back, Nell.”

She lay on the rug beside Dad. Her legs wide open, her cunt swollen and flushed, cum leaking from her in a slow white line that ran down between her cheeks and pooled on the rug beneath her.

“Angie.”

She looked at me. Her eyes were glassy, her body still trembling.

“Clean Dad’s cum out of her cunt.”

“Really?”

She looked startled.

“Don’t you want to?”

Her eyes moved from one to the other, finally settling on me.

“Yes.”

“Then quickly now. Don’t let any more leak on the floor.”

She crawled between Nell’s legs and lowered her face. Her tongue found the seam of Nell’s cunt and traced it — bottom to top, parting the swollen lips, gathering the thick white cum that had pooled between them.

She sealed her mouth over Nell’s opening and sucked. I heard the sound — wet, intimate, the sound of a girl drawing a man’s cum from inside another girl’s body. Nell’s hands went to Angie’s head, resting, gentle.

Angie swallowed. I saw her throat work — the gulp, the pause, the second gulp. She went deeper, her tongue pushing inside Nell, searching for what was left. Her nose pressed against Nell’s mound. Her chin was coated — cum and Nell’s arousal, the slick of both, glistening in the lamplight. She licked along the inside of each lip, thorough, unhurried, and Nell’s hips rocked against her mouth.

I picked up the replica cock from the nightstand. It was room temperature and smooth, every vein exact to the original design.

Angie was on her hands and knees — her face buried between Nell’s thighs, her ass pointing in the air, her cunt swollen and slick, the arousal running down her inner thighs to her knees. I knelt behind her and ran the head of Cole’s replica cock between her lips. The silicone parted her folds, sliding through the wet heat, and I felt her cunt clench against the head before I’d pressed it inside her.

“Tiffany.”

She was by the desk. Arms at her sides. Thighs wet. Breathing shallow.

“Kneel beside me.”

She did. I took her hand and guided her index finger to Angie’s asshole — the tight, puckered ring above where the replica rested against her entrance.

“Wet it and rub her there but no penetration.”

Tiffany put her finger in her mouth, coated it, and pressed the tip against Angie’s anus. The muscle clenched under her fingertip, then softened — the ring easing open a fraction, the skin around it flushing pink.

“Circle it. Slow. Let her feel you massaging her.”

Tiffany circled Angie’s pucker. Slow. Precise. Her fingertip tracing the ridged skin of her friend’s rim while I pushed the replica inside her — the silicone head spreading her open, her lips stretching around the girth, the slick tissue gripping the shaft as it slid deeper. Three inches. Four. Angie gasped into Nell’s cunt.

My free hand found her clit. I circled and built her up—felt her thighs start to shake, her cunt tightening around the replica, her moans climbing. Tiffany pressed her fingertip against the center of Angie’s anus — not piercing inside, just applying pressure, the promise of a fucking — and Angie’s whole body pulled tight.

She was close. Her breathing stopped. Her back arched. Her cunt gripped the replica so hard I felt the resistance in my wrist.

I pulled my hand away. Slid the replica out — the head dragging against her inner walls, her lips clinging to the silicone, her cunt gaping open for a moment before closing around nothing.

“Not tonight, Angie.”

She collapsed between Nell’s thighs. A sound came out of her — half sob, half laugh. Her body shook in long, rolling waves, her cunt clenching and unclenching on empty air, her thighs trembling. She pressed her face against Nell’s stomach and breathed.

The room settled. The window air dried the sweat. Somewhere below, a horse stamped and was still. Dad lay on the rug with his hand in Nell’s hair. Nell watched Angie’s body shake and stroked her head — slow, even passes, her fingers gentle in the ruined ponytail.

Tiffany sat back on her heels. She looked at her index finger — wet, glistening — and then at me.

“When do I come back?”

“You stay. Nell and Tiffany will bathe you.”

“And then?”

“We take you at midnight, strap you in the frame, and my Dad fucks you.”

“Oh, God. Thank you, Molly.”

“Until then, you be a good girl.”


Chapter Five

◆◆◆

It was morning.

Angie lay on our bed. Four of us sharing it now. The bed was made for three. Her head rested on Nell’s stomach, one arm draped across Dad’s chest, her fingers curled loosely in the hair below his collarbone. The sheets were wrecked — twisted off the corners, damp in patches, smelling of cum and sweat and the faint lavender of Rosehill’s laundry soap underneath it all.

When Tiffany left to return to her father last night, Angie had cried.

She cried for the bully she’d become.

Dad fucked her three times through the night while Nell and I fed her our cunts. She took another spanking over his knee around two in the morning, and this time, I watched.

He went harder, because she wanted it, and the spanking lasted much longer. The sound of the brush on her ass filled the apartment in slow, measured cracks, and between each one I heard her breathing — not the held breath of a girl enduring something, but the deep, open exhale of a girl settling into it.

I watched her face carefully and saw the smile appear.

That’s when I understood Angie had forgiven herself.

She wanted to fetch breakfast for us all so we could eat in bed. I went with her and held her hand all the way down the spiral staircase, her bare feet on the cold stone, my sneakers untied. The corridor was quiet — early enough that the only sounds were kitchen noise from somewhere below and a horse calling from the paddocks through an open window. The morning air was cool on my arms and smelled of cut grass and the damp stone of Rosehill’s walls.

“Can I visit you, Molly? At Braddock’s, I mean.”

“Of course.”

“With my Dad?”

“I’d like that.”

“You’ve helped me meet him where he is.”

She said it looking straight ahead, not at me. Her hand tightened in mine. She was walking with the careful, slightly bowlegged gait of a girl whose cunt had been stretched open three times in six hours, and her spanked ass would be radiating heat through the thin cotton of Dad’s borrowed t-shirt.

“Will he spank you? Is that what you want?”

“Yes. I asked for the first time to be an act of contrition — mine, for all my brattiness.”

“Come to Braddock’s for it. We can get an audience to watch you. Make it a real event. A weekend of contrition with Angie Cartwright and her long-suffering father.”

She stopped in the hallway, turned, and stared at me, her eyes wide, her smile wider. The bruised-pink flush from last night’s crying still sat under her eyes, and her ponytail was half undone, loose strands stuck to her neck with dried sweat.

“Miss Voss doesn’t like you, Molly.”

“Why not?”

“Because you have ideas like this. A public thrashing for a father who held back and a daughter who was vile.”

“You weren’t vile.”

“I was.”

She took my hand again and walked toward the dining hall.

“I want that weekend, Molly.”

“I’ll arrange it. Can your father wait?”

“Yes. I’ll spend the time apologizing in other ways, but I really want that first beating to be about drawing a line under my past behavior.”

“Not pain, Angie.”

“Don’t worry. I have my safe word.”

The dining hall was half empty — the early risers already gone, plates stacked at the serving station, a girl in a ponytail wiping down the long table nearest the French doors. Sunlight came through the glass in wide slabs and caught the steam rising from the coffee urns. We took the takeout trays and boxes.

We had coffee in the room, so this was about carbs for the long day of presentations ahead. I selected crusty rolls, cheeses, and hams, while Angie went for muesli, fruit, yogurt, and croissants. She moved along the serving station with her tray balanced on one hip, wincing when she reached too far, and the cotton pulled tight against her ass.

“What is your presentation today, Molly?”

“I’m fucking a fourteen-inch cock.”

She looked at me, horrified, licked her lips, and glanced around. A man two tables away glanced up from his newspaper and went back to it.

I laughed.

“Nobody here’s done it.”

“It’s —”

“A dildo, Angie. A fantasy cock. I had it delivered here yesterday.”

“Fuck. It must be —”

“Huge?”

“Yes.”

“I guess that’s why it’s never been done.”

“And you’re doing it publicly?”

“Yes.”

She nodded and leaned closer, her voice low. Her breath smelled of the mint tea someone had given her at four in the morning when she couldn’t sleep and sat on the windowsill with her knees up, watching the paddocks go dark.

“This is why Voss doesn’t like you.”

Voss. The respect had been dropped. My plan was emerging, and Miss Voss was noticing. All legal kinks catered for, no judgment. Braddock Stables would be everything Rosehill was but on steroids and for a far smaller group of clientele.

Angie would stay with us now her father had left. She and Dad agreed on regular spankings for her until graduation.

I lay on the bed with Nell curled against me, her head on my shoulder, her tack off, her hair still damp from the shower she’d taken while Dad and Angie talked. We shared a croissant and a slice of Emmentaler. She tore the cheese. I tore the bread. The crumbs fell on the sheets between us, and neither of us cared.

Dad sat in the straight-backed chair by the window with Angie cross-legged on the floor at his feet, her back against his shins. He was in a detailed discussion with her about the spankings — what she wanted to get out of them, how he would prepare her, how he would apply aftercare. His voice was low and steady, the voice he used when he was drawing something — laying out load paths, calculating where the weight would fall. Everything programmed. Everything structural.

“Shall I fuck you after each thrashing, Angie?”

I smiled.

Nell smiled too.

“Can’t imagine any woman hearing her Dad say that to a spankee.”

“Angie is our first client.”

“Not me?”

Nell looked mildly hurt. I gently pressed my thumb into her chin dimple and lowered my face to hers, kissing her softly. The taste of cheese, bread, and Nell.

“You were never a client, Nell.”

“Thank you.”

“I’d rather suck your cock, Master.”

I turned and looked at my father.

Master.

Angie said it quietly, without the defiance she’d worn like armor three days ago. She sat at his feet with her hands on her knees, and her chin lifted, and it was the posture of a girl who had found the thing she’d been looking for underneath all the brattiness and the jealousy and the shoulder-barging in corridors.

Nell watched her.

“She’s our first sub.”

“Not ours. Dad’s.”

“You fixed her, Molly?”

“No. I knew what was wrong. Dad is mixing her.”

It was an important distinction to make. Angie was the first real sub in Dad’s life, enjoying a relationship with him I would never have.

I didn’t feel jealous.

Well, maybe a twinge.

I submitted to my father — in bed, in the gallery, in everything we were building — but I was his love, his daughter, his partner. I couldn’t submit absolutely. He wouldn’t want me to. What I gave him was trust.

What Angie gave him was authority over her correction, and he held it like a pencil over a blueprint — precisely, knowing that a wrong line could bring the whole structure down.

He looked at me.

“What just happened, Molly?”

I smiled.

You just figured out how to manage a girl’s discipline the way you draw a building, Dad. Foundations, cross beams, load-bearing walls. Angie trusts you. She loves her father, but you are her Master now.

Dad looked at her and smiled. Not the rare smile he saved for the apartment, for us. A different one — careful, measured, the smile of a man accepting a responsibility he understood the weight of.

“Is this true, Angie?”

She nodded — a small, precise dip of her chin.

“Yes. I would like you to continue being my Master after leaving here.”

“And what about your Dad?”

“While you discipline me, Tiffany will fuck my Dad — or another girl will. I won’t step over that line, but I need you in my life too.”

“Your father will learn.”

“And when he does, I will thank you and ask permission to leave.”

“You must leave any time you wish, Angie.”

Dad was quiet for a moment. His hand rested on the back of the chair, and his thumb moved slowly across the wood grain. He was thinking — the same unconscious gesture I’d watched him make over kitchen tables and conference room desks my whole life.

“You mustn’t submit too hard either, Angie. Not to anybody. It’s not right.”

He said it gently, but it wasn’t a suggestion. It was a load-bearing wall. The line a Dom draws when he sees a girl willing to hand over more than anyone should hold for her. He’d seen Nell’s scars. He’d heard what Carl did with unchecked authority over a girl who would have given him everything. He wasn’t going to be that.

“I’ll set the limits. You’ll tell me if I’m wrong. And your father stays involved — this doesn’t replace him. It supports what you have with him.”

Angie’s eyes filled. She blinked it away and nodded.

“Yes, Master.”

The presentations were vanilla — spankings without emotion or spark, lesbian sessions where Daddy joined in after catching his daughter in clinches with a childhood friend.

There was one anal deflowering, poorly implemented. The girl’s stepdad worked himself inside her without enough preparation, and I watched her sphincter stretch white around his shaft and the tissue tear — a small, bright split at the rim that welled red before he’d even bottomed out. He didn’t notice. He was enjoying the tightest hole he’d ever fucked, and his face showed it, and nothing else.

My hand found Nell’s knee beside me. She covered it with hers.

One girl tried improv, inviting all comers to fuck her while her father watched from somewhere behind me. The gallery benches were half full — couples drifting in and out between sessions, the wooden seats worn smooth, the packed earth of the paddock floor scuffed from the morning’s demonstrations. The iron beam lights buzzed faintly above us.

Miss Voss intervened when the second stepdad finished inside her, and nobody else lined up to have a go.

“Who can tell me what went wrong here?”

My hand shot up.

She chose another.

“She’s asking men to fuck her while they’re saving themselves for their own presentation?”

She wasn’t sure of her own answer.

“Partly right. Anyone else?”

I waited through three more wrong or mostly wrong answers. When no more hands rose, I raised mine.

“Yes, Molly.”

The gallery looked at me.

“Is this cuckolding?”

Eleanor gave me a long, still look — chin level, eyes steady, the look she used when she was deciding whether to cut someone down or let them hang themselves.

“Yes, Molly. Obviously. Have you a problem with cuckolding?”

“Not at all.”

“Then why ask?”

“Stefanie’s father doesn’t look like a happy cuck. This presentation wasn’t labeled as cuckolding on the schedule. It’s called ‘Open House.’”

“Meaning?”

“There likely isn’t a contract — verbal or otherwise — between the cuck and hotwife. In this case, girlfriend. It’s poorly thought out. No care for emotions or context, no before-and-after ritual. Stefanie’s father doesn’t look like a man desperate to reclaim his woman.”

Everyone looked at Stefanie’s father. He sat three rows back with his hands between his knees, his shoulders rounded, his jaw working around something he couldn’t say. Not aroused. Not proud. Stranded.

“Dad?”

“I won’t. I don’t want to, darling. This isn’t what I want.”

“Cuckolding is great.”

They all looked back at me.

“When the couple and their bulls are agreed, it is great. Simply launching it on your boyfriend like Stefanie has, leaving her dad in the audience and asking random guys to fuck her while he watches feels like the punishment version of the kink.”

Miss Voss nodded.

“How do you know this, Molly?”

“I study. A lot. I’ve been reading academic papers about sexual psychology, consensual non-monogamy, jealousy, compersion — all sorts.”

Silence filled the gallery. The buzzing lights. A horse stamping somewhere beyond the stable wall.

“Dad?”

“I’m no cuck, darling.”

“Oh fuck. I’m sorry.”

She climbed through the audience, into his lap and buried her face in his neck. His arms came around her slowly, and he held her, and the room watched a girl realize she’d broken something that would take months to repair.

“This is how it goes wrong. Poor implementation. Now everyone in this room is put off a kink that might be perfect for them.”

Miss Voss stood an inch taller. Her hands came together in front of her waist — fingers laced, knuckles white. Her face gave nothing away, but the stillness in her was the wrong kind of still.

Everyone saw it.

I didn’t care.

“It’s unethical.”

She turned and walked out of the gallery. Her heels struck the stone corridor in a slow, even rhythm that didn’t falter and didn’t hurry, and the sound carried back to us long after she’d disappeared through the side entrance. Nobody spoke until the footsteps faded.

The silence she left behind was louder than anything she could have said.

At lunchtime, four of us went for a walk. I didn’t want the dining hall, the attention, the speculation that a war had begun.

I held my father’s hand while Nell and Angie walked behind us. The gravel path curved away from the main house and into the grounds — past the paddock fence where two horses stood nose to tail in the shade, past the water trough with its iron tang hanging in the still air, and down toward the old oaks at the edge of the lake. The midday sun was high and hot, and the grass on either side of the path had been cut that morning — the smell of it sharp and green, sticking to my sneakers.

Dad never said a word.

“Dad?”

“Yes?”

He smiled.

“You’ve been very quiet.”

“I was thinking.”

“Can you share?”

He paused in the shade of a giant oak — the trunk wider than both of us, the canopy cutting the sun into coins on the grass. My father looked at me and cupped my cheek with one hand. His palm was warm and rough, the calluses from years of site visits and pencil grips pressing against my jaw.

“I love you, Molly. I always did. That love changed before you came for me. I wanted you too. I came here to make that happen, and I went along with it.”

“And it worked, right?”

“It did. I thought we’d spend a few days here, make love a lot, then leave. I thought the whole idea was fanciful — an erotically charged fantasy blown up.”

“It’s not.”

“I know it’s not. I’ve seen what cruelty does to people all my life, and I’ve seen it here. I’ve also seen a solution — you.”

“That’s what Braddock Stables can be. Unflinching. Like the cuckold session we just watched. If we run cuckold weekends —”

“I know, Molly. You’ll have a system, safeguards, surety from all parties and the cuckolding will be consensual.”

“Yeah, Dad. Just like you did for Angie.”

“Stefanie and her father lost out because of the oldest business problem of all.”

“What’s that, Dad?”

“Greed. No governance. No care for the pupils beyond the basics.”

“We’ll do it differently.”

“Yes. We will.”

I turned into him and smiled. His arm came around my waist, and I pressed my forehead against his chest. I could hear my father’s heartbeat through the shirt — steady, slow, the heart of a man who had made a decision and was calm inside it.

“Are you okay with me fucking the fantasy cock, Dad?”

“Yes, of course. It’s just a dildo — the rest is theater. I’ll be right there. But first, I want to stretch you and lube you.”

I glanced around. The path was empty. The oak threw shade across a wide circle of grass, and through the branches I could see the lake — flat, still, the surface catching the light in bright shards. The main house was two hundred yards behind us, the windows small and distant.

“You want to fuck me here, Dad?”

“Yes.”

“I did tell you to fuck me wherever you like.”

“This tree. This place. Now. You and me. Nell and Angie can help.”

His voice was quiet. He was already unbuttoning his shirt cuffs and rolling his sleeves to the elbows — the same efficient sequence I’d watched a thousand times at kitchen tables and construction sites, the forearms tanned and corded, the dark hair on them catching the light.

“Nell.”

“Yes, daddy?”

“Undress my daughter. Panties only.”

Nell stepped forward. She knelt on the grass in front of me without being asked twice — her hands finding the hem of my skirt, sliding underneath, her fingers hooking into the waistband of my underwear.

She peeled them down my thighs slowly, the damp cotton pulling away from my cunt with a faint, wet sound. The fabric clung — I was already soaked, had been since the gallery, since watching Stefanie’s father sit stranded in the third row, since saying the word “unethical” to Eleanor Voss’s face.

My arousal wasn’t for them.

I knew my Dad was sitting beside me, burning with pride.

The arousal had been building since him, and now, my cunt leaked even more as Nell’s knuckles brushed my inner thighs as she drew the underwear to my ankles.

My stomach tightened.

She lifted each of my feet free and held the underwear up.

“Angie.”

“Yes, Master?”

“Do as you please with my daughter’s spoiled panties.”

Angie took them. She looked at the gusset — the dark, wet stain that mapped hours of arousal — and brought the fabric to her face. Her nose pressed into the damp cotton first, her eyes closing, inhaling. Then her flat tongue slipped from between her lips. She licked the gusset slowly, her mouth open, tasting me through the soaked fabric, and her throat moved as she swallowed what she gathered.

“She tastes like —”

“Don’t tell me. Keep it.”

“Thank you, Master.”

“Now prepare me to fuck my daughter.”

Angie folded the underwear carefully and slipped them into the waistband of her shorts.

Dad stood in front of me.

Angie moved to him — she reached for his belt, unbuckled it, drew it through the loops in one motion. She unbuttoned his jeans and pushed them down with his boxer briefs.

His cock was already hard — the shaft angled against his stomach, the head flushed dark, a thread of precum running from the slit and catching the sunlight. Angie knelt and took my Dad’s cock into her mouth without hesitation.

Her lips closed around the head, and I heard the wet sound of her tongue working his crown, coating him in spit. She took him deeper — her jaw opening wide, her cheeks hollowing — and Dad’s hand rested on her head.

Not guiding.

Resting.

“That’s enough, Angie. Thank you.”

She pulled back. A strand of spit connected her lower lip to his cock and broke, falling onto the grass. His shaft was slick and gleaming — wet from root to crown, the veins raised and glistening in the dappled light through the oak.

He looked at me.

“Lift up my daughter so I can fuck her face to face.”

The lake spread out in front of us, and the breeze off the water found my bare cunt and cooled the slick heat between my legs. I felt the air on skin that had been pressed against damp cotton all morning, and I shivered.

They looked unsure about how to pick me up.

“Nell. Angie.”

“Sorry, Molly.”

“Dad wants you both to be my chair while he fucks me.”

They nodded and came to either side of me. Nell on my left, Angie on my right. Each took one of my legs behind the knee and lifted — coordinated, steady, raising me off the ground until I was suspended between them in a seated position, my thighs spread wide, my cunt open to the air and to my father.

My arms went around their shoulders — Nell’s collarbone sharp under my forearm, Angie’s softer, rounder. They held me between them, and the muscles in their arms were taut and warm against my skin.

Dad stepped between my spread legs. His cock was level with my cunt — hard, wet with Angie’s spit, the head swollen and dark. He gripped my ass cheeks with both hands, his fingers sinking into the flesh, spreading me open. I felt the air hit my anus — exposed, the puckered ring clenching and softening under his gaze.

He positioned his cock against my cunt entrance and pushed.

The head spread me open.

Slowly.

“You need to be stretched. How big is the cock, Molly?”

“Twelve.”

“Inches?”

“Yes.”

“And its girth?”

“Almost double yours, Daddy.”

“Be careful.”

“Of course. Now fuck me open and make me sloppy inside.”

His crown dragged against the inside of my lips as they stretched around him — I felt them whiten at the edges, the tissue yielding to his width. He slid his cock deeper inside me, and the ridged skin of his shaft caught against my walls, every vein a line of friction that sent sparks up through my pelvis into my chest.

Nell tightened her grip on my leg, and Angie shifted her stance, and I was held between three people while my father filled my body inch by inch.

He bottomed out.

The head pressed against my cervix, and the pressure pushed a sound out of me — low, involuntary, the sound of a body that had taken this cock before and recognized it. His balls rested warm and heavy against my ass. His hands on my cheeks held me open, and I could feel his thumbs close to my anus — close enough that the skin between puckered under the pressure of his grip.

Two girls came down the gravel path from the main house, towels over their shoulders, heading for the lake. The taller one saw us first — her stride broke, and she grabbed her friend’s arm. They stood in the middle of the path, twenty yards away, and watched.

The taller one waved.

The shorter one didn’t.

She stared at Dad’s cock buried balls deep inside me, at Nell and Angie holding my legs apart, at the four of us locked together under the oak like something she’d been told about but hadn’t believed. Her hand went to her hip, and her jaw set, and she turned her friend by the elbow and walked on without looking back.

“She’s doing it again.”

“Doing what?”

“Fucking showing off.”

“She’s a leader and I like her. Stop being bitter — do better.”

She walked away from her friend who scowled at me before following.

A third girl passed from the other direction — barefoot, wearing crotchless riding breeches, a crop tucked under her arm. She slowed, smiled, blew a kiss at Dad, and kept walking. Her eyes stayed on his cock until the path curved and the hedgerow took her.

Daddy fucked me slowly. Long strokes — pulling back until the rim of his head caught at my entrance, then driving forward until the slap of his pelvis against my spread thighs carried across the empty grounds.

Each thrust pushed me back against Nell and Angie, and each withdrawal pulled me forward onto his cock. I was suspended between them — his hands on my ass, their arms under my legs, the three of them holding me in the air while my father’s cock worked the deep, tender places inside me that still ached from the last time he’d been there.

The sound was obscene in the open air — wet, rhythmic, the slick percussion of my stepfather’s shaft vigorously fucking my soaked cunt carrying past the oak and out across the still surface of the lake.

I could hear the birds.

I could hear the horses stamping in the distant paddock.

I could hear my own breathing and his breathing and the faint grunt Dad made at the deepest point of each stroke, and all of it mixed with the sound of my cunt taking him, milking and giving him back and taking him again.

His right thumb found my anus.

He didn’t push inside. He circled the rim — slow, deliberate, spreading the wetness that had run down from my cunt. The muscle clenched under his touch, then softened, and I felt the ring ease open a fraction as his thumb traced the ridged skin around it. He pressed — just pressure, the pad of his thumb against the center of my pucker — and my whole body pulled tight between the three of them.

“Fuck me harder, Daddy.”

“Not yet. I’m going to open you here. Slowly. With lube. So when you take it, your body isn’t fighting two battles at once.”

His thumb circled my anus again. The sensation radiated inward — deep, heavy, a fullness that connected to the fullness of his cock inside my cunt, and for a moment I felt both at once and my vision blurred.

“I trust you, Daddy.”

“I’ll stretch my little girl.”

“One day —”

I paused.

He stopped fucking me.

“Say it, Molly.”

“One day, that cock in my cunt and yours inside my ass.”

He drove deep — three hard strokes that lifted me against Nell and Angie’s grip — and then Dad came. I felt his cock pulse inside me, the shaft kicking, the first jet of cum hitting the deepest part of me and spreading outward in a hot rush.

His hands tightened on my ass, his thumbs pressing into the flesh beside my anus, and I felt every spasm through his shaft — pulse after pulse, filling me, his cum pooling where his head met my cervix in a warmth that spread through my pelvis and settled into my bones.

He stayed inside me while his breathing slowed. His forehead rested against mine, and his eyes were closed, and the smell of him — sweat and grass and the musk of sex in open air — was the smell of the man who had raised me and chosen me and was about to help me do the hardest thing I’d ever done on a stage in front of people who would remember it.

“Put me down, girls.”

They lowered me gently. My feet found the grass — cool, soft, the blades pressing between my toes. Dad’s cock slid free, and I felt his cum begin to leak from me immediately — a warm trickle down my inner thigh, thick and white against my skin.

I didn’t wipe it away.

“Let’s go back. I need to wet the fantasy cock.”

The gallery was full.

Word had traveled about my presentation.

I was the girl who called Miss Voss unethical, and I was presenting at two o’clock, doing something nobody at Rosehill had done before.

By the time I walked through the side entrance with Dad, Angie, and Nell, every bench was taken — couples pressed shoulder to shoulder on the raked wooden seats, girls sitting on laps, two men standing at the back with their arms folded.

Angie joined Tiffany in the front row, center.

Angie still had my underwear in her waistband.

The gallery smelled of sawdust and leather and the warm, animal residue of a morning’s worth of presentations — sweat, cum, the faint copper tang of the girl whose anus had torn. The iron beam lights buzzed overhead, and the packed earth floor was scuffed and darkened in patches from the day’s traffic.

Eleanor Voss sat in the far corner of the top bench. She had changed — fresh linen, hair re-pinned, her hands folded in her lap. Her face gave nothing away. She looked like a woman who had taken a walk, decided something, and come back ready to watch it play out.

In the center of the paddock floor, on a square of black rubber matting, stood the dildo.

I’d ordered it three weeks before we left for Rosehill. Specialist supplier, medical-grade silicone, suction cup base rated for any hard surface. It arrived in a plain brown box the size of a shoebox, and I’d kept it in the bottom of my bag under the spare sheets.

It didn’t look like a shoebox anymore.

Fourteen inches from base to tip.

Twelve usable inches of gnarled, veined shaft. The rest was the suction base.

The head flared wide — wider than Dad’s crown, wider than the replica, a smooth, blunt dome that tapered into a thick shaft with a pronounced medial ring halfway down. The silicone was matte black, and the suction cup held it upright on the rubber mat, motionless, absurd, enormous. It looked like something that shouldn’t fit inside a human body.

That was the point.

The gallery went quiet when they saw it.

I walked to the center of the paddock and stood beside it. The top of the flared head reached my mid-thigh. I rested my hand on it — the silicone was cool, firm, and gave slightly under my palm.

“This is a fantasy cock. Fourteen inches with twelve that you can fuck. Medical-grade silicone.”

I let that sit.

“Nobody at Rosehill has done this. I checked. The modified saddles have dildos — six inches, maybe seven. The tack room has equipment for stretching and training. But nothing like this. Nothing that asks a girl to take something her body wasn’t designed for and find a way to make it work.”

I looked at the benches.

“This is what Braddock Stables will offer. Not a copy of what you can get here. Something you can’t get anywhere else. Extreme kink, safely delivered, with preparation, with support, with a team around you that knows what it’s doing.”

I pulled my skirt over my head. I stood naked in the center of the gallery, and the air from the open stable doors found the slick between my thighs where Dad’s cum had been leaking since he fucked me at the oak tree. I could feel it — warm, thick, a slow trail down my inner leg that caught the light from the iron beams above.

“Dad.”

Dad stood from the front bench. He’d changed into jeans and nothing else — his chest bare, the dark hair running from his sternum to his navel, the scar on his thigh visible below the denim hem where he’d rolled the cuffs. He carried a small bottle of lube in one hand.

He crossed the paddock floor to me. The sawdust compressed under his bare feet.

“Nell.”

She came from the bench beside Angie. Tack on — the leather straps across her collarbone and under her breasts, the braided tail clipped to the back of the harness, swinging between her thighs as she walked. She’d dressed for this. She looked like staff, not a spectator.

I turned back to the gallery.

“Before we start — five rules. For anyone who ever tries this.”

I held up one finger.

“First. Be well fucked before you attempt it. Your cunt needs to be open, stretched and flooded. Cum is excellent lube. My Dad fucked me an hour ago, and I’m still full of him. That’s not an accident. That’s preparation.”

Two fingers.

“Second. Add more lube than you think you need. Then add more. The silicone is forgiving, but your tissue isn’t. You cannot over-lubricate.”

I raised three fingers.

“Third. Fuck this cock slowly. Enjoy the stretch. This is not a race. If you rush the descent, you will tear, and nobody in this room wants to see that. We watched it happen this morning with something half this size.”

The gallery was silent. The girl whose anus had torn wasn’t in the room, but several people who’d watched it happen shifted on the benches.

“Fourth. If you feel pain — stop. Not discomfort. Not stretch. Pain. There is a difference, and your body knows it before your brain does. You stop, you breathe, you reassess. You do not push through pain to impress an audience.”

I raised my hand and wiggled five fingers.

“Fifth. Never do this alone. You need someone controlling your descent, someone watching your body for signs you can’t feel, someone who will pull you off if you can’t pull yourself. I have two.”

I looked at Dad. At Nell.

“That’s the difference between a stunt and a system. Braddock Stables will never ask a girl to do something without building the framework around her first.”

I let the silence hold for three seconds. Then I knelt on the rubber matting beside the dildo. On my hands and knees, the flared head was level with my face. I could see every detail of the silicone — the smooth dome, the ridge where the flare met the shaft, every pronounced gnarl, the medial ring two-thirds of the way down, the veined texture of the lower shaft tapering to the suction cup base.

“Kneel down, Molly.”

Dad’s voice was low and steady, the voice that made buildings stand up.

He knelt behind me. I heard him uncap the lube — a soft click that carried in the silent gallery. Then his hands on my ass, spreading my cheeks, and the cool air hitting my anus. The muscle clenched.

“Breathe out, Molly.”

I breathed out. Dad’s thumb — slick now, warm from his hand, coated in lube — found my rim and circled it. Slow. Deliberate. The ridged skin of my pucker softened under his touch, the ring easing open as he worked the lube around and across it in small, patient passes. I could feel the gallery watching.

“Why is he lubricating her ass?”

I wasn’t answering questions.

Sixty people saw my father’s thumb on his daughter’s anus, preparing her, opening her with the care of a man who understood that a structure fails when you rush the foundation.

His thumb pressed against the center. Not inside — just pressure. My ring yielded a fraction, the muscle remembering the promise he’d made under the oak tree, and I bore down against it.

“Good girl, Molly.”

He pushed his thumb past the first ring. The stretch was sharp and specific — a burn that radiated outward from my sphincter and settled into a deep, heavy fullness that connected to the ache in my cunt where his cock had been an hour ago. I gasped, and the sound bounced off the whitewashed plaster walls and came back to me.

He worked me open slowly. Thumb first — circling inside, stretching the ring in gentle passes, adding lube until the friction disappeared and the movement was smooth and wet. Then two fingers slipped inside me easily, scissoring, the stretch doubling, my anus gripping my father’s knuckles and releasing, gripping and releasing, learning to yield.

“The point of this.”

My voice steady despite my father’s fingers inside my ass.

“I asked my father to stretch my back passage so that one day he and this cock can fuck me together. He’s training me already.”

“Is he fucking you there today?”

I shook my head.

“He will when he is ready. Not today. I trust my Dad to prepare me. I trust Nell to support me. And when I take this cock” — I nodded at the dildo beside me — “I trust my own body, because the people around me have done the work to make sure it’s ready.”

Dad withdrew his fingers. My anus stayed open for a moment — I could feel the air inside me, the ring slow to close — before the muscle tightened back to a soft pucker, slick and warm.

“Stand up, Molly.”

I stood. My legs were shaking, and I didn’t hide it.

Dad lubed the dildo. He poured a long stream down the flared head, and it ran in a clear, shining line over the dome and down the shaft, pooling in the groove of the medial ring before dripping onto the rubber matting. He spread it with his hand — coating the head, the shaft, the ring, working the lube into the silicone until the whole thing glistened under the iron beam lights.

“Nell. Get into position.”

Nell stepped behind me and placed both hands under my arms — her grip firm, her fingers interlocking across my ribs. Her chest pressed against my back, the leather of her tack harness warm against my spine, and I could feel her breathing — steady, controlled, a girl who’d spent three weeks learning to be the structure someone else leaned on.

Dad made sure the dildo was immovable.

I stepped over the giant cock. One foot on either side of the rubber mat. Looking down, the flared head pointed up between my thighs — black, shining, absurdly wide. My cunt was directly above it, swollen and slick with Dad’s cum and my own arousal, the lips parted and flushed from the fucking under the oak.

“Put me on it, Nell.”

She took my weight. I bent my knees, and Nell controlled my descent — her arms taut under mine, her thighs braced behind me, lowering me by inches. The flared head touched my cunt first — cool from the lube, smooth, the dome pressing against my entrance without entering. The width was immediate.

I gulped.

I could feel the circumference of the head against my lips, and my body’s first answer was no.

“Breathe, Molly.”

Dad’s voice came from beside me now. He knelt at my right hip, one hand on my thigh, the other reaching between my legs from behind. His fingers found my lips and spread them — opening me manually around the dome, guiding the head into position against my entrance.

I bore down and took that cock.

The head began to enter. The stretch was beyond anything I’d felt — wider than Dad, wider than the replica, the smooth silicone spreading my lips until I could feel the tissue whitening at the edges, my inner walls yielding reluctantly to a width they’d never been asked to accommodate. The burn radiated outward from my entrance and deepened into a pressure that filled my pelvis.

“More, Nell. Slowly, but I want more cock.”

“How much?”

“I can take it all, but slowly. I need time to stretch.”

She lowered me another inch. The widest part of the flare pressed against my opening, and I felt my cunt resist — the muscle at my entrance gripping the silicone, stretching, the tissue thinning around the circumference until I could feel every nerve ending firing at once.

I cried out.

The feral sound hit the gallery walls and the benches and came back to me from three sides.

Dad’s lubed finger found my anus again. He slid one finger inside — past the ring, deep, curling forward until I felt the pressure against the thin wall between my ass and my cunt, between his finger and the dildo, the two separated by a membrane of tissue that transmitted every sensation from one channel to the other. The fullness was total. My body was being opened from two sides.

“Push, Molly. Take the head.”

I sank down on the cock. Nell held me steady. The flared head breached my entrance — the widest point sliding past the ring of muscle, and my cunt closed behind the flare with a grip that made my thighs shake and my vision narrow to a point.

The head was inside me.

The stretch softened from a burn to a deep, heavy pressure — the dome seated against my front wall, pressing upward, filling a space that made my breath come in short, shallow pulls.

“That’s the head. You’ve got it, Molly.”

“I know.”

I could feel it. The flare lodged inside me, the shaft below it narrowing slightly before the medial ring, and my cunt gripping the silicone in slow, rhythmic contractions — the muscle adjusting, accommodating, learning the shape.

“Lower.”

Nell dropped me another two inches. The shaft filled me deeper — the smooth silicone sliding against my walls, the ridged texture of the veined surface catching on nerve endings that sent sparks through my pelvis and up into my chest. Dad’s finger stayed in my ass, fucking me gently, curling, pressing, his knuckle against the thin wall where I could feel the dildo on the other side.

I looked at the gallery. Every face was turned toward me. Angie’s mouth hung wide open, her hand between her thighs. Tiffany had stopped folding her arms. The man who’d been reading his newspaper that morning was leaning forward with his elbows on his knees.

Eleanor Voss hadn’t moved.

Her hands were still folded in her lap, her posture still perfect. But her eyes were different. I’d seen her watch Molly Braddock the student with professional interest. I’d seen her watch Molly Braddock the presenter with surprise.

What I saw now was neither of those things.

She was watching a competitor.

“Let me take more, Nell.”

The medial ring hit my entrance. The second stretch came — the ring wider than the shaft above it, pressing against the opening that had just closed behind the flare, demanding that my cunt open again.

I bore down.

Dad added a second finger to my ass and scissored them, and the combined stretch — front and back, silicone and skin, the dildo and my father’s hand — split me open in a way that was architectural. Load distributed across two points. The structure holding because the foundation had been laid.

The ring slid inside me. My cunt closed behind it, and the relief was immediate — the shaft below the ring narrowing, the pressure easing, my body settling onto the dildo with a deep, shuddering exhale that fogged in the cool gallery air.

Ten of the twelve inches were inside me. Two left — the last of the shaft between my cunt and the rubber matting. The deepest anything had ever been. Deeper than Dad. Deeper than I’d imagined. I could feel the head pressing against the back of my cunt — not my cervix, beyond it, in a place I didn’t have a name for, a place that sent a low, rolling pressure through my abdomen and into the base of my spine.

“Raise me, Nell.”

She lifted. The dildo dragged against my walls — the medial ring catching at the inside of my entrance, the ridged shaft pulling on nerve endings that were swollen and raw and oversensitized. I rose four inches and felt the head shift inside me, the flare pressing against a different angle of my front wall, and the sensation was so intense that my hand shot out and gripped Dad’s shoulder.

“Drop me.”

She dropped me. Not hard — controlled, Nell’s arms flexing under mine, her breathing matching mine — but fast enough that the dildo filled me in one stroke. The medial ring punched past my entrance, and the depth bottomed out, and I screamed. The gallery heard it. The horses in the paddock heard it.

“Again, Nell.”

She raised me. Dropped me. The rhythm built — Nell lifting, releasing, lifting, releasing, my cunt riding the shaft in long, deep strokes that left the head lodged inside me on the upstroke and drove the full length home on the downstroke.

Dad’s fingers worked my ass in counterpoint — pressing forward when the dildo withdrew, easing back when it drove deep — and the dual rhythm turned my body into something I didn’t fully recognize. A machine. An instrument. A girl being played from two sides by two people who knew exactly where the notes were.

My orgasm built from the base of my spine. Not a clit orgasm — deeper, structural, the kind that starts in the walls of your cunt and radiates outward through muscle and bone. The dildo’s medial ring was hitting my entrance on every stroke now, and each time it breached me the stretch fired a pulse of sensation through my pelvis that compounded on the one before it.

“Daddy.”

“I’m here.”

“I’m going to cum.”

“I know.”

“Don’t take your fingers out of my ass.”

He curled them forward and fucked me faster. The pressure against the thin wall between my channels was devastating — the dildo on one side, his fingers on the other, my body caught between them, the tissue compressed and swollen and transmitting sensation in both directions at once.

I came.

The orgasm detonated from my center outward. My cunt clamped around the dildo — the walls gripping the shaft in deep, violent contractions that I felt in my teeth. My anus tightened around Dad’s fingers, the ring pulsing in the same rhythm, my body clenching from both openings simultaneously.

Nell held me through it — her arms locked under mine, her chest against my back, her breathing in my ear. I screamed again, and again, and the sound filled the gallery and bounced off the whitewashed walls and the dark wood panels and came back to me from every direction.

My arousal flooded around the dildo — a rush of slick that ran down the shaft and pooled on the rubber matting beneath me, mixing with the lube in a wet, shining mess that caught the light from the iron beams. Dad’s cum, still inside me from the oak tree, leaked out around the silicone seal and ran in a white line down the black shaft.

The gallery erupted. Applause, shouts, the stamping of feet on wooden benches — the same sound as the dining hall the night we claimed Nell, but louder, longer, warmer.

Nell raised me off the dildo slowly. The head dragged against my walls as it withdrew — the medial ring catching at my entrance one final time before the flare stretched me open from the inside and slid free with a wet, obscene sound. My cunt gaped — open, flushed, the inner walls visible and slick, swollen tissue that had been stretched beyond anything I’d taken before. I felt the air inside me. I felt the absence of the fullness like a phantom.

Dad withdrew his fingers from my ass. The ring closed slowly, tender, the muscle remembering his touch.

Nell lowered me to my feet. My legs didn’t hold. I sank to my knees on the rubber matting, and Dad caught me — one arm around my waist, his chest against my back, his mouth against my ear.

“I’m proud of you, Molly.”

Three words. Five. They landed harder than the orgasm.

I looked up at the top bench.

Eleanor Voss was gone.


Chapter Six

◆◆◆

Nobody saw Eleanor Voss until Thursday, and even then it was only so she could update the notice board.

There was nothing new. Just hype that the valedictorian was still up for grabs. The unofficial book had closed. Nobody was betting against me.

Angie looked at the list of seventy-three girls graduating.

She wasn’t on it. Neither was Nell.

I wrapped my arms around their shoulders.

“It’s a farce. Theater performed for social media and PR.”

“It seems unfair that we don’t even get a mention.”

“You will. Just not here.”

They looked happier, but still not entirely consoled.

“I have a call with Dad and the contractors. While we attend that, I want you two to make love. I have toys.”

That cheered them up. They held hands all the way back to our apartment, skipping, their tails flashing and flicking as they went.

I followed behind.

The term would end on Monday with graduation. From now until then, Rosehill girls would ride their saddle cocks on real horses. Fathers would lube the girls in the traditional way. Everyone had been taking normal riding lessons throughout.

I hadn’t ridden a horse since arriving.

I told myself that I didn’t need the practice, so I focused on other things.

I attended the same hour-long Zoom call with contractors that I did every day. Dad insisted I join him. He ran the project. I gave advice.

I sat in his lap.

I was past caring about optics.

Dad was getting close to the line too.

The call was dull and necessary. Two men in hard hats standing in what used to be our east wing drawing room, pointing cameras at stripped-back walls and exposed joists while Dad walked them through the drawings on his screen. Load-bearing walls. Drainage runs. Fire escapes that met code.

Through the bedroom door, I could hear Nell and Angie fucking. They were nothing if not obedient, getting straight down to fucking as the apartment door clicked shut. I enjoyed the wet, steady sound of two girls who didn’t need to be told twice. I’d received the dildos last night. Black silicone, five inches, thick enough to notice and very smooth.

The call ended. Dad closed the laptop and rubbed his eyes.

“You’ve extended the plan, Dad. The house is getting much bigger.”

“I had to.”

“How did you manage it?”

“I had planning permission and designs commissioned years ago. A whole wing was supposed to be filled with children, then grandchildren one day — playrooms, shared bunk rooms, dens, studies for college years.”

“Don’t give up on those plans, Dad.”

He grinned from ear to ear. We hadn’t talked about our relationship very much lately. There was no time. We were learning new roles, new skills, and there was a lot of fucking to get through, but I did have plans, and they included pregnancy.

“With the extension we can take on twenty-four couples. It’s not Rosehill —”

“I don’t want it to be, Dad. Braddock’s is a boutique.”

“We still have playrooms, but they are very different to the ones I had planned.”

“Dungeons?”

“And the breeding room you asked for. Orgy, gangbang, and cuckold honeymoon suites too. I used all your ideas.”

“Are the breeding rooms a good idea?”

He looked at me and sighed.

“I don’t know, Molly. The idea sounds wrong and right. Natural impregnation rather than artificial. It’s cheaper —”

“But?”

“It feels like extreme cuckolding, Molly.”

“It’s for couples that can’t get pregnant. I’ll put it on hold until we decide if it’s worth doing.”

“The room can be used for gangbangs once we have bookings.”

I looked at him.

“Simone.”

He stared at me.

“Simone Hardaway?”

“Yes. I should have told you. Mom’s best friend. She wants to be fucked.”

“Shit!”

“Don’t worry. She approves of our plans.”

His eyes were wild.

“What does she know?”

“Everything. Simone found our new website and recognized the pictures. She called — asked what it was about and told me not to lie.”

“And then?”

“Two days later, she made a booking through the website and paid in full — six men, all weekend.”

“Fuck!”

He shook his head and seemed agitated.

“I know, Dad. If she’d asked to book, I could have discouraged her, but it’s right there, online, in full explicit detail of what she wants. She booked. She paid.”

“And she hasn’t called back since?”

“No.”

I knew it would trouble my Dad. It troubled me too. I was sure to see my mother’s best friend being fucked by her paid-for bulls over the course of the weekend. She’d been a presence in my life since — well, as long as I could remember.

She was like an aunt.

But her entire approach to fashioning a weekend of pleasure was precisely the ethical way Braddock’s stood for. She was unmarried, her children were at college, she never asked for a discount, and made the booking online.

“Who are we to judge, Molly?”

“It’s like we were sent a test.”

“We have been. Did she specify any of the men?”

“Three Black, two white.”

“You said six.”

“She wants the resident dominant.”

His eyes blew and he stood up, pacing the room.

“That’s —”

“She knows it’s you, Dad.”

The bedroom had gone quiet while we talked. Not silent — I could still hear moaning, the faint wet shift of bodies moving together — but the urgency had settled into something slower.

“Come and watch Angie and Nell, Dad.”

“What are they doing?”

“Fucking.”

“Again?”

“They need it. I told them what I wanted.”

“And what did you want, Molly?”

“A 69 to relieve pressure. And a review of two new dildos I had delivered last night.”

I led him to the bedroom door. He stood behind me, arms wrapped around my waist, palms cupping my belly where his seed was planted from the early hours.

His chin rested on my shoulder.

They lay on the rug in front of the window where the morning sun crossed the floor in a warm band. Nell was on top, her tack off, her dark hair falling forward, her thighs spread wide over Angie’s face.

Angie was on the bottom, her ponytail crushed against the rug, her arms wrapped around Nell’s hips, her mouth buried between her legs as she slurped her cunt.

Each girl had a small dildo — black ones, smooth silicone, maybe five inches long. They fucked each other while sucking clit, and the sound filled the bedroom — wet, rhythmic, the dual percussion of two girls working each other open at the same time.

Nell’s arm reached behind her between Angie’s thighs, her wrist turning on each stroke, the black shaft disappearing into her lover’s cunt and reappearing slick, coated in the clear shine of her arousal.

Angie’s hand worked upward from underneath — the second dildo sliding in and out of Nell’s tight cunt, her fingers wrapped around the base, her thumb pressing against Nell’s mound on the deepest push.

I could hear them breathing — Angie’s breath coming in short pulls through her nose because her mouth was sealed over Nell’s cunt, and Nell’s moans falling from above, open-mouthed, unfiltered, dropping onto Angie’s body. The slick sound of the dildos working inside them was layered underneath — a quieter, steadier rhythm, the silicone sliding through swollen tissue, the faint squelch of two girls who had been wet since I told them to do this.

Angie’s ass was still faintly marked from the brush — the oval prints faded to a pale pink that flushed darker when the blood rose to the surface, and the blood was rising now. Her cunt gripped Nell’s dildo on every stroke, the lips stretching around the shaft, the inner folds dragging along the smooth black surface and gathering the slick into a white line that ran down the silicone and coated Nell’s fingers.

Angie’s tongue found a rhythm that made Nell’s thighs shake. I watched from the doorway — her jaw working beneath Nell, her chin wet, her free hand gripping a hip to hold her steady. She sucked Nell’s clit between her lips and held, the hood pulled back, the exposed bud pressed flat against Angie’s tongue, and Nell’s back arched and her head dropped, and her hands pressed flat against Angie’s stomach.

The moan that came out of Nell was open and desperate and beautiful, and it traveled down through her body into Angie’s mouth.

I smelled them from the doorway — salt and musk and the warm, sharp tang of two cunts being fucked and eaten at the same time. The sun caught the slick on Angie’s inner thighs, the wet shine on Nell’s chin, and the thin sheen of sweat across both their stomachs.

“Do you think there is such a thing as too much sex, Daddy?”

“Probably, but we haven’t reached that point yet.”

I turned into him as Nell came hard. I just caught her rising up like a queen on her throne, Angie’s arms wrapped around her thighs, pulling her cunt down, draining every drop.

Nell’s stomach tensed, her small breasts lifting, her mouth falling open, and the sound she made was low and sustained. Her cunt pulsed around Angie’s dildo, the contractions visible from where I stood, the black silicone gripped and released in slow, deep waves.

Angie held her through it, her mouth still working, her tongue still moving, drawing it out until Nell’s thighs relaxed and her weight settled back down onto Angie’s face and her breathing came in long, ragged pulls.

My mouth watered.

I ordered lunch from a takeout service authorized to deliver to Rosehill. A month of canteen menus had started to take its toll — the same roast chicken, the same wilted salads, the same bread rolls that tasted like they’d been baked by someone who’d lost interest in bread.

We sat on the floor around pad thai with fat rice noodles and crushed peanuts, crispy spring rolls stuffed with pork and glass noodles, the wrappers blistered and golden. I’d ordered prawn crackers — the big ones, pale pink, shattered into shards the moment you bit down. Beef in black bean sauce was the main, with sliced peppers and water chestnuts that still had crunch. It went well with sticky rice in a foil tray.

And lychees for dessert — cold from the bag, the shells rough, and pink, the fruit inside translucent and sweet and slippery enough to shoot out of your fingers if you squeezed too hard.

The four of us sat cross-legged, the foil containers spread across the sheets between us. Dad opened everything and set it out in a line down the center of our circle — organized, accessible, nothing touching anything it shouldn’t.

Nell ate with her fingers. She tore a spring roll in half, and the steam rose from the filling in a thin curl. She dipped one end into the sweet chili sauce and caught the drip with her tongue before it hit the sheets. Angie reached across and took the other half without asking, and Nell let her, and neither of them said anything about it.

“These are excellent spring rolls.”

“I found the place online. They deliver to the gate.”

“How did you find a Thai restaurant that delivers to a sex school in the middle of nowhere?”

“I searched, Dad. It’s what I do.”

Angie laughed. It was a sound I was still getting used to — open, unguarded, nothing behind it. She sat with her legs folded under her, one of Dad’s t-shirts hanging off her shoulder, a prawn cracker in one hand and a spring roll in the other. She ate like a girl making up for lost meals.

Nell peeled a lychee. She cracked the shell with her thumbnail, pulled the rough skin away, and held the pale fruit up to the light from the window. It caught the sun — translucent, wet, the dark seed visible through the flesh.

She put it in Dad’s mouth.

He took it from her fingers with his lips, and his eyes closed for a second, and Nell watched his jaw move and smiled. A small smile. The smile of a girl who had learned that feeding someone you loved was its own kind of intimacy, quieter than sex and just as necessary.

Angie leaned into Nell’s shoulder and picked another lychee from the pile. She peeled it slowly, the juice running down her wrist, and ate it herself.

“We should eat like this every day.”

“We will. At home.”

I looked at the three of them on the bed — Dad with lychee juice on his chin, Nell with her dark hair falling across her bare shoulders, Angie reaching for the last spring roll with both hands. The foil containers between us, the crumpled napkins, the smell of black bean sauce and lime and the faint salt of sex still underneath it all.

This was the blueprint. Not the playrooms or the cuckold suites or the mating rooms. This. Four people on a bed, eating spring rolls with their fingers, meaning it when they said the word "home".

Angie straightened on her knees and inhaled deeply.

“I have something to say.”

“Go ahead.”

“My stepdad and I are taking a break.”

Dad’s hand stopped on the lychee he was peeling. Nell’s fingers tightened on the spring roll wrapper she’d been folding into a neat square. I felt my own fork pause against the foil edge of the pad thai.

She waved it away.

“No, no, no… don’t be sad. This is what we both want.”

I bit into the last prawn cracker and let the salt dissolve on my tongue. The silence needed a moment. The cracker gave it one.

“Okay. It sounds permanent.”

“We had fun, but it’s behind us. I want to work at Braddock’s Stables, Molly. I don’t need to be paid.”

“Work doing what?”

“I don’t mind. I can be a spankee — a sub, or even someone’s company for a night, dinner, and bed.”

“Jesus.”

“I don’t expect a relationship. I don’t want one.”

“Then what do you want? I mean, what do you really want? No spin?”

She breathed in and looked excited.

“Are you ready for this?”

“Go ahead.”

“Braddock Stables needs a Free Use Girl.”

I was stunned.

“Where did you come up with that, Angie?”

She giggled. She actually giggled — like a girl who had forgotten she’d spent the last three weeks proving she wasn’t one.

“I did my research, looked at your services online and decided you have a gap. I want to fill the gap.” She laughed. “I have a gap to be filled, and I love being passed around.”

“Free use?”

“Anytime, any place. The guests can fuck me. I can be bent over at the saddlery by a man who watched his significant other fucking a dildo saddle for a quick fuck, or taken to bed by a couple.”

Dad placed a hand on her shoulder.

“You can’t be completely free use, Angie.”

“Why not?”

“Consent doesn’t work like that. There will be conditions.”

“Okay. If that’s the case, am I in?”

They all looked at me.

I nodded.

“Welcome aboard.”

I watched three girls ride that afternoon.

All of them fucked it up.

The first girl I was rooting for — Marcus’s stepdaughter Tiffany. She lost her posture inside thirty seconds. Her shoulders rolled forward, chin dropped, and her mouth opened, as she ground her cunt into the saddle like she was alone in her bedroom.

Rhett pulled the horse up before the first corner.

The second girl fought it. She sat rigid, her legs locked in the stirrups, trying so hard to keep form that she clenched everything and felt nothing. Rhett let her ride the full circuit. She dismounted dry.

No orgasm meant no points.

The third girl came hard at the trot. She screamed, grabbed the mane with both fists, and slumped sideways until Rhett caught her and walked the horse back to the rail.

Dad stood beside me at the arena fence, arms folded.

“I don’t like this, Molly.”

“Trust me.”

“I do. I’ve never seen you ride.”

And there it was—the reason I went into this cold. I wanted Cole Braddock to watch me ride for the first time on a saddle that bore his cock.

I pulled it out of my bag.

Nine inches.

“I’m riding your cock, Dad. On that saddle.”

“It’s too big.”

He looked at Rhett.

“Molly said she’s ridden before, Cole.”

“Have you seen her ride?”

“No, but my opinion—if Molly says she has ridden and can ride—I believe her.”

Rhett looked at me and smiled, then he looked back at Dad, who nodded once.

The tack room smelled like saddle soap, neat’s-foot oil, and clean leather. Rhett set the modified saddle on the wooden fitting horse, and I saw the engineering up close for the first time.

“Did you have your father’s cock fittings engineered as I said?”

“Yes. The company charged a fortune.”

He studied my father’s cock like it was a piece of tack.

The dildo housing sat dead center of the seat — a small stainless steel socket bolted flush with the leather. The clit friction plate was a four-inch patch of dimpled leather just forward of it, slightly raised, the texture of fine sandpaper worn smooth by use. The dimples were deep enough to catch flesh and shallow enough not to tear it.

“Nine inches for your first ride.”

“It’s not my first ride, Rhett.”

“You know what I mean.”

“I do.”

“Keep it slow. Don’t fight the horse or you’ll—”

“Be impaled?”

He looked down at my cunt with a smile that spoke volumes.

“Fuck me after I’m done. With my Dad.”

I looked at Dad, and he smiled.

“I’d love to. I was wondering when we would get around to spit roasting you, Molly.”

“I want both of you to cum inside my cunt.”

Rhett screwed my father’s cock into the housing. Nine inches of silicone cast from the original — every vein, every ridge, the curve I’d felt inside me a dozen times mapped onto a shaft engineered for this saddle.

He tested the connection twice, pulling hard. It held.

“Use the adapted gear in the locker. I made sure it’s your size.”

I changed while Rhett oiled the friction plate. The crotchless underwear was white cotton — sensible, seamed, nothing pretty. The breeches had a zipper running from the front waistband, under, and up the small of my back.

When I pulled it open, the air found my pussy, and I felt my lips swell against the cool. I was already slick — my arousal coating the inner folds, warm and thick, gathering at the base of my opening.

“Who is fucking me?”

“A mare. I can’t risk a stallion with a cock this size.”

“Okay. You’re the riding master.”

“Saddle’s going on Penny. She has a calm stride with a smooth gait.”

“And after that?”

“If you still want it—I’d love to help your Dad fuck you.”

Rhett carried the saddle out with Dad’s cock gleaming under the arena lights. Two stable hands cinched it onto Penny while I followed in riding boots, crop in hand.

The gallery had filled. Nell sat cross-legged on the lower bench with Angie beside her. Dad kissed me and moved to the rail, his arms folded, jaw set. Three couples lined the upper tier. Everyone who’d watched the other girls fail was still there.

“Fuck! It’s huge.”

“That’s her Dad’s cock. Bitch is doing it again.”

She was there. Miss Voss. She stood in a corridor between stands in the shadows, watching.

I didn’t care.

“Lubricant please, Rhett.”

Rhett handed me a small tube. I squeezed a line down the shaft — my Dad’s shaft, every detail I knew by touch reproduced in silicone. I worked it with my palm, my fist twisting around the head as though I were wanking off the real thing. The lube mixed with my own arousal already on my fingers.

“Friction plate needs oil, Molly. Olive oil — nothing else works on this leather.”

“Okay.”

“I’ll apply it. I want to protect your clit.”

“Before you destroy it later.”

Something like that.

He dribbled the oil from a small bottle onto the dimpled patch and rubbed it in with two fingers until it gleamed.

“Mount her from the left. Slide down slowly and grind a few times to make your clit push out of the hood. Your Dad’s cock is curved forward, so angle your hips back while you fuck him.”

“I will. Got it.”

“Don’t forget now. Once seated, grind forward until your clit finds the plate.”

“How do I keep form?”

“Shoulders back, chin level, heels down, spine straight. You’re riding a horse, Molly, not fucking your father. The saddle does the work. You control the horse. She controls the pace at which you are fucked.”

I put my left boot in the stirrup and swung up. Penny shifted beneath me — warm and alive. I reached down between my legs, found the head of Dad’s cock, and spread my pussy lips around it with two fingers, hooking the swollen folds apart so the silicone could pierce my opening.

I knew this shape.

I’d taken it in my mouth, in my hands, deep in my cunt while Dad held me down and told me I was his. The head pressed against the rim of my entrance. My body opened for it — willing, hungry, the thick crown stretching the ring of muscle at my opening while my pussy walls softened and pulled it in.

The crowd cheered for me.

I couldn’t hear them properly.

The rim of the head dragged against the ridges inside me — each one a jolt that traveled up through my pelvis. Nine inches of cock sliding in balls deep. I’d taken every one of them in Dad’s bed, but gravity added a dimension that lying on my back never had.

The weight of my body drove me down his shaft, and the cock filled me deeper than I’d felt it before — the curved head pressing hard against my front wall, then past, sliding deeper until the tip nudged my cervix and the pressure bloomed outward through my lower belly.

“You’re on, Molly. Good girl.”

“Wish me luck.”

“Grind down hard on the leather patch, my girl.”

My swollen cunt lips met the leather seat and sealed against it, hot and wet; Dad’s full nine inches was buried inside me in front of everyone.

I exhaled through my teeth.

The friction plate caught my clit on the first grind forward — the oiled dimples peeling back my hood, exposing the raw nerve to the textured surface. It felt sharp and specific. I gasped and my inner thighs clenched against the saddle.

“Walk her.”

Dad’s voice was low and steady.

Rhett took Penny’s crownpiece and led her forward. The mare’s first step hit me between my legs like a fist. Her hips rolled left, and the saddle shifted, driving the cock even deeper — the head grinding against my front wall, nine inches of silicone shifting inside me, reshaping me, the shaft dragging against my entrance while the rim pulled outward before the next step drove it back. My clit scraped across the friction plate, and the dimples bit into my exposed nub.

Then her right hip swung, and the saddle rocked back, pulling the cock an inch out — my walls gripping the familiar shape, the ridges I knew by heart catching against the tight muscles inside me — before the next stride pushed it home.

Dad’s cock was fucking me harder than he ever had with every step the horse took.

I sat straight, my shoulders back, chin level and heels heavy in the stirrups, my spine stacked like I’d been taught when I was eight on a pony at a neighbor’s estate. Same posture, same discipline — with Daddy’s cock buried nine inches deep in my cunt and a leather plate grinding my clit raw.

Penny walked the first long side of the arena.

Miss Voss smiled cruelly.

The expression challenged me.

I rode in silence, letting my body find the rhythm. Rise on the left step, sink on the right, grind forward at the bottom, drag my clit across the plate, clench and release. My cream leaked around the shaft within the first minute — I felt it seep from the seal where my lips gripped the silicone, warm and slick, running down the base of Dad’s cock and pooling in the saddle leather.

The wet sound of my cunt working the shaft was audible under the clip of Penny’s hooves. A thick, rhythmic squelch each time the dildo bottomed out balls deep inside me and my cunt lips kissed the soaked leather.

My clit was on fire, dragging across a hundred leather teeth intent on ruining me.

I glanced at Dad. He had white knuckles gripping the rail.

“She’s got it.”

Rhett was talking to my Dad, not me.

Dad said nothing.

The thought of those two immense men fucking me almost made me cum.

By the second corner I was close. A hot, tight coil low in my belly that pulsed every time Penny’s stride drove the cock home and the curved head pressed my front wall. My nipples were hard against the riding shirt.

I could feel my heartbeat in my clit — each pulse a tiny throb against the oiled dimples. My arousal had thickened, changed — the slick that coated the shaft was dense now, tacky, the kind my body produced when it was getting ready to cum. I could smell it. Salt and musk and the warm scent of the horse all mixed until the arena smelled like Dad’s bedroom.

I kept my back straight.

My chin didn’t drop.

“Trot on, Penny. Fuck me harder, girl.”

Dad looked anxious.

Rhett broke into a jog, and Penny followed.

The first trot stride nearly split me open. The mare’s gait doubled — her hips rocking faster, harder, the saddle slamming up to meet my pussy in sharp, rhythmic bursts.

Nine inches of hard cock drove deep inside me on every downbeat and pulled halfway out on the rise, the thick rim dragging against the tight ring of muscle at my entrance before the next stride slammed it home — head grinding my front wall, shaft stretching my cunt wide, Dad’s cock pounding in and out with a wet, obscene slap each time my soaked lips hit the leather.

My clit found the friction plate on every downstroke. The dimples caught my exposed bud and scraped it — hard, fast, oiled leather burning across the raw nerve in bursts that traveled up my spine and detonated behind my eyes.

I tasted copper.

I held my form.

Heels down, spine straight, hands steady on the reins. My thighs worked the stirrups to control how hard my pussy hit the saddle — too hard and nine inches slammed my cervix, too soft and I lost the friction plate.

I found the depth six strides in and rode it, rising and falling with the trot, grinding into the leather with just enough weight to keep my clit pinned while Dad’s cock fucked me in deep, relentless strokes that my body answered with a flood of cream so heavy it ran down the shaft and dripped from the saddle onto Penny’s withers.

The orgasm came on the back straight.

It started where the cock pressed my front wall — a hard, pulsing knot of heat that broke open and poured through my pelvis. My cunt clenched Dad’s cock so tight I felt every vein of the mold through the walls of my pussy — his cock, his shape, his nine inches gripped inside me while my body shook.

My clit ground into the friction plate and the dimples held it, pinned against the oiled leather, the nub throbbing in time with Penny’s hooves while the cock drove in and out and my cream ran thick and warm down the inside of my thighs.

I kept my back straight.

My mouth fell open and I moaned — loud, raw, shameless — but my shoulders stayed squared and my hands stayed light on the reins and my heels stayed deep and my chin stayed level and I rode through it with my eyes open, watching the arena blur while my pussy clenched and released, clenched and released, milking the shaft in long, rhythmic spasms that wrung every drop out of my body and into the leather.

They cheered.

I came for a full circuit. Dad’s cock fucked me, and I fucked the saddle, and my cunt dripped, and my clit burned, and I didn’t lose my form. Not once.

“Walk.”

Rhett slowed Penny.

My orgasm ebbed in long, pulsing waves as the gait softened and the cock’s stroke shortened to a gentle rocking inside me. My clit lifted off the friction plate and the relief made me gasp — my raw, oversensitive nub throbbing in the open air. My inner thighs shook. My pussy squeezed the dildo in slow aftershocks, each one releasing a fresh trickle of cum that ran warm down the shaft.

I rode the cool-down lap in silence, my spine straight, chin level, hands easy. The only sound was Penny’s hooves and my breathing and the slick click of Dad’s cock shifting inside my swollen cunt.

When Rhett stopped the mare at the mounting block, the arena was quiet.

Then Nell clapped. One sharp crack of her palms that echoed off the tile walls. Angie joined her. Then the couple on the upper tier, then the next, then the next. By the time I swung my leg over and pulled myself off the saddle — feeling nine inches drag past my entrance, the thick rim catching against the stretched muscle before it pulled free with a slick, obscene pop — the whole gallery was applauding.

I stood on the mounting block with cream running down my thighs and my breeches unzipped and my legs shaking so hard I gripped Rhett’s arm.

Dad walked across the arena floor. He didn’t hurry. He reached the mounting block, took my face in both hands, and kissed my forehead.

“That’s my girl.”

Rhett glanced at the soaked saddle. The trainer who never showed anything showed the smallest nod.

“She doesn’t need lessons.”

I looked at Rhett. Then at Dad.

“Fuck me here. I want everyone to watch.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes, Rhett. I’m fucking certain.”

I bent over the fitting table beside the mounting block, gripped the far edge, and looked back at them both.

“Daddy fucks me first.”

“I don’t mind sloppy seconds.”

“It’s all sloppy inside me now. I want it properly ruined with cum.”

Dad unzipped behind me. I heard the leather of his belt slide, heard his cock fall free. He stepped between my legs, gripped my hips, and pushed inside me — the real thing, blood-warm, the skin soft over the hard shaft.

After nine inches of silicone, his cock was alive. I felt details the replica couldn’t capture — the subtle flex of his head as it pushed past my entrance, the throb of his pulse against my walls, the heat of his cum building at the base.

Daddy filled me in one stroke.

Nine inches of real cock slid into a cunt that had been stretched and soaked and primed by riding his replica for twenty minutes. My pussy gripped his cock, and he groaned — deep, raw, the sound of a man who’d watched too long and found the real thing hotter than what he’d imagined.

Rhett stood at the other end of the table. He unbuckled slowly, watching my Dad fuck me — long, measured strokes, pulling his cock almost out, the head catching at my entrance before driving home. Each thrust pushed me forward across the table. I opened my eyes and Rhett’s cock was level with my mouth.

Eight inches and thicker than Dad’s — the shaft wider through the middle, the head blunt and broad, flushed dark with blood. His slit leaked a clear thread that caught the tack room light.

I took him in my mouth.

The width stretched my jaw wider than Dad’s cock ever had — I felt my lips strain around the girth, the smooth skin sliding over my tongue as I pulled him deeper. His taste was different. Earthier, less salt, more musk. I sucked the head and his hips jerked forward, driving the thick crown against the back of my throat.

Rhett was the second man to ever be inside me. My mouth was the second place I’d ever taken another man’s cock. Not my cunt — not yet — but I felt the weight of it settle through me anyway.

Every man before this moment had been Dad or his replica. Rhett’s taste on my lips and the stretch of his girth against my jaw was new territory, and my pussy clenched around Dad’s shaft in response — gripping the familiar while my mouth learned the unfamiliar, my body caught between two men for the first time and wanting both of them so badly my thighs trembled against the table.

They found a rhythm. Dad’s cock buried balls deep inside my cunt, Rhett’s fucking my mouth, my body rocking between them on the fitting table. Dad thrust and pushed me forward onto the riding master’s shaft. Then he withdrew, and my mouth slid back along Rhett’s length. The wet sounds filled the room — my father’s cock in my soaked pussy, my spit on Rhett’s shaft, my moans muffled around the thick head pressing past my tonsils.

I gagged and spit flooded around Rhett’s cock, running down his shaft and dripping from my chin onto the table. He gripped the back of my head and held me there while Dad fucked me harder — his hands bruising my hips, his pelvis slapping my ass, the sound echoing off the tile walls of the tack room.

I loved it.

Two men I trusted. I wanted to be fucked by other men, but only with my father present and involved.

I needed more cock. I’d known it for weeks — watching Nell take her punishment, watching Angie spread for whoever I told her to, feeling the hunger build in me until it sat behind my ribs like a second heartbeat.

It wasn’t because Dad wasn’t enough.

Precisely the opposite.

He’d opened something in me that one man couldn’t fill. And he knew. He’d known before I had. The fact that he was balls deep inside me while another man’s cock stretched my throat — that he’d unzipped and gotten hard watching me ask for it — told me everything about the man who raised me. He wasn’t losing me. He was letting me grow. And he was going to fuck me harder because of it.

I pulled my mouth off Rhett’s cock, a thick string of spit connecting my lower lip to his head.

“Fuck me harder, Daddy. Go deep, and Rhett can stretch me wide.”

Dad’s strokes shortened. He fucked me faster, deeper, grinding his hips into me every time to seal his shape as deep as he could. I felt his cock swell inside me — the shaft thickening, the head pushing harder against my front wall. He was close.

“Cum inside me.”

He drove deep and held. His cock kicked — the first pulse hitting the deepest part of me, a hot jet spreading outward, pooling where his head pressed my cervix. I felt each spasm, each throb, his shaft pulsing between my walls while his cum filled me in thick, heavy bursts.

He ground his hips against my ass and emptied himself, and I clenched around him and milked every drop until his grip on my hips loosened and his breathing broke.

He pulled his cock out slowly. His cum leaked from my entrance — warm, viscous, running down my swollen lips.

“Your turn to fuck my little girl, Rhett.”

He pulled his cock from my mouth and walked around the table. I felt his hand on my hip, then the blunt head pressing against my entrance — wider than Dad, stretching the already-stretched ring of muscle wider still.

He pushed inside, and the difference hit me immediately. Not deeper — shorter by an inch — but thicker, his shaft pressing outward against my walls in places Dad’s cock didn’t reach, the girth forcing Dad’s cum deeper inside me. I felt it — warm, thick, pushed ahead of Rhett’s cock, mixing with my cream around the broad head.

He fucked me differently than Dad. Shorter strokes, more grinding, his thick shaft working the walls of my cunt in slow, circular thrusts that stretched me wider with every rotation. The pressure was constant and everywhere — no single point of contact but a blunt, relentless filling that pressed my pussy open from the inside out.

I dropped my forehead to the leather table and moaned into it.

The first cock that wasn’t my father’s was fucking me in my father’s cum. I could feel it — the slick, warm difference between my own cream and the thicker load Rhett’s shaft was churning inside me, Dad’s seed pushed deep and spread wide by a cock that stretched me in places I’d never been stretched. My pussy made sounds I hadn’t heard before — wetter, heavier, the obscene squelch of two men’s fluids mixing inside a cunt that wanted both of them there.

Dad stood in front of me now. His cock was softening, coated in his own cum and my cream. I took him in my mouth and tasted us — salt, musk, the thick compound of what we’d just done. I sucked him clean while Rhett’s cock worked my pussy from behind.

Rhett didn’t last long.

My mouth had done good work.

My cunt was hot, soaked, full of Dad’s cum, and the friction of his thick shaft in a pussy that had already been ridden to orgasm and fucked full pushed him over fast. His strokes shortened, his grip on my hips tightened, his breathing went ragged.

He drove deep and came.

The crowd cheered. I’d forgotten they were there. Every couple in the gallery, Nell on her feet, Angie beside her with her hand over her mouth. They’d watched me ride Dad’s cock to a perfect orgasm, and now they were watching me get fucked full by two men on the arena floor. Nell’s clap started it again — that same sharp crack — and the sound rolled through me while Rhett’s cock pulsed and kicked and emptied inside me.

His cock swelled wider still — stretching me to a bright, sharp edge — and then the pulse. His cum hit deep and mixed with Dad’s, two loads pooling against my cervix while his shaft throbbed inside me.

He groaned, held, and emptied himself in slow, heavy pulses that I felt in my teeth.

When Rhett pulled out, their cum ran from me in a thick, warm rush. I stayed bent over the table, breathing hard, feeling the mixture of both men seep from my swollen cunt and run down my thighs onto the rubber matting.

Dad’s hand found the back of my neck. Warm. Steady.

“Good girl, Molly.”

Rhett buckled his belt, took Penny’s reins, and left the arena without a word.

I straightened up, leaned into Dad, and pressed my face against his chest. His heartbeat was still fast.

“I rode your cock in front of everyone, Daddy.”

“I know. That was your first time.”

“The horse, or being fucked by two men?”

“Both. How was it?”

“I loved it—both.”

Nell and Angie burst from the crowd. Nell dropped to her knees and pressed a panty liner against my swollen cunt, her fingers gentle on the soaked folds. Angie crouched behind me, slipping fresh white cotton panties over my feet and working them up my thighs.

I wriggled into them, and the thick cum loads of two men flooded from my cunt into the cotton — warm, heavy, soaking through before the elastic reached my hips. My legs buckled, and both girls caught me, one under each arm, holding me upright while my body shook.

The crowd stood. Feet hammered the wooden stands like drums, the sound rolling through the arena and up through the soles of my boots.

Miss Voss strode out. Her smile was wide and fixed and didn’t reach her eyes.

She waved a hand and the arena fell silent.

“Molly. That was—”

“Don’t bother, Eleanor. We’re leaving.”

Angie’s grip tightened on my arm. Nell’s mouth opened and closed. Dad laughed.

“Good girl.”

I stood on my own, cum already leaking through my panties, thick and warm against my thighs.

“What do you mean, you’re leaving?”

I looked around the arena. The couples in the gallery, still on their feet. Penny in her stall, flanks dark with my sweat. Rhett at the rail, holding her reins, watching me.

“I don’t need you anymore, Miss Voss. You are dismissed.”

We packed in twenty minutes. Nell and Angie moved through the suite like they’d been waiting for the order. Clothes stuffed into bags, toiletries swept off shelves, riding gear bundled and strapped.

Nobody spoke.

Nobody needed to.

I stood at the window for a ten count and looked at Rosehill’s grounds — the paddocks, the lake, the long gravel drive, the stables where I’d arrived a virgin four weeks ago. I didn’t feel nostalgia. I felt finished.

Dad carried the bags. I carried the saddle.

The gravel parking lot was warm in the late sun. The Chevelle sat where I’d left it — deep red, chrome catching the light, Mom’s car waiting to take me home the same way it brought me here.

Rhett stood beside it, his kit bag at his feet.

“Where are you going?”

“I quit, Molly.”

I stared at him for a long time. His cum filled me, and soaked my panties; the shape of his cock was still inside me.

I smiled.

“Braddock’s needs a riding master.”

“I figured you might.”

“Are you available?”

“Yes.”

We loaded the car. Dad opened the trunk and stacked bags while Rhett slung his kit in beside them. Nell and Angie stood on the gravel, looking back at the main house.

I didn’t look back.

“Everyone in the back.”

Dad raised an eyebrow.

“I’m driving, Daddy. You’ve earned the rest.”

I slid behind the wheel and pulled my door shut. The Chevelle’s engine turned over, and the exhaust rumbled through the gravel. In the rearview, four people arranged themselves across the back seat — Dad behind me, Rhett behind the passenger seat, Nell on Dad’s lap, Angie on Rhett’s.

I pulled down the drive. The wrought iron gate stood open. I didn’t slow down.

“Nell.”

She looked up in the rearview.

“Unzip my father and ride his cock until we’re home. Angie, you fuck Rhett. I want to hear both of you cum before we hit the highway.”

Nell’s hands found my Dad’s belt. Angie was already working Rhett’s zipper. I heard buckles and buttons and the soft rustle of cotton, and then Nell’s sharp intake of breath as she sank down on Dad’s cock.

“Good girl.”

I drove.

The Chevelle ate the road and the sun dropped behind us, and the sounds from the back seat filled the car — Nell’s gasps, Angie’s moans, the wet rhythm of two girls fucking two men in the leather seats while I watched in the rearview and steered us home.

Dad’s hands gripped Nell’s hips as she rode him. Rhett’s head was back, his eyes closed, Angie’s thighs spread wide across his lap. The car rocked gently on its suspension. Cum from two men was drying on my thighs and soaking through my panties, and I was the only person in the car not getting fucked.

I didn’t care.

I was taking us home.

Four hours. Two cocks. Two girls. One car. And me behind the wheel, driving my family to Braddock Stables, where everything we’d learned at Rosehill would become ours.

The gate at the end of our driveway was open. The porch light was on. Maria stood in the doorway, drying her hands on a dish towel.

I parked the Chevelle, killed the engine, and sat in the silence for a moment.

In the back seat, Nell was asleep on Dad’s chest, his cock still inside her. Angie had her head on Rhett’s shoulder, his cum leaking onto the leather seat.

Dad caught my eye in the rearview.

“We’re home, Daddy.”

“We’re home.”
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