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Chapter One

◆◆◆

I couldn’t help coming home late after nights out. Ella’s club was pure catnip to me. The second I stepped inside any jazz joint, the sultry horns, the brush on snare, the upright bass thumping low—it all hit me like a drug.

Ella’s was the best: dim lights, real instruments, no bullshit playlists. Dad always said you either love jazz or hate it, though plenty coast on the pop-adjacent stuff. He’s hardcore Jazz, Mom was too, so I came out the same.

And so it was, after too much dancing, I got home and closed the front door as softly as I could.

But the kitchen light was on.

I knew what was coming as I tiptoed across the marble hallway floor.

“You’re home late again, Cassie.”

“Yeah, I know. Sorry, Dad. I lost track of time. Ella’s had the band lit up—Louis, Thelonious, the whole set.”

I strolled into our kitchen and smiled at my stepfather.

“You never did this when your mom was alive, Cassie.”

His words landed quietly, but they hurt all the same. I dropped onto the sofa. He was about to lecture me; I could feel it. It wasn’t even that late, but I got why he worried about a young woman out late, alone aside from regulars at Ella’s. Still, I was twenty-two now, a whole month in, and I needed to live a little dangerously.

He eyed me lovingly, but I knew worry racked my stepdad.

“Were you at Ella’s alone?”

“I’m twenty-two, Dad. I’m not weird. I danced with the regulars.”

“I know. But it’s dangerous out there at night. Your mom always knew that.”

“Yes, but she’s gone, and I can’t stay scared forever — or keep hoping.”

He looked confused, and my cheeks burned bright crimson.

“Hoping for what?”

“For someone. It’s hard to find a guy my age who can tell the difference between Stan Getz and an online streaming AI compilation. Especially a guy who’ll mountain bike with me every weekend, kayak whitewater, and make decent pizza from scratch. I want exceptional, Dad—not adequate. A real man, not some boy who won’t give me what I need.”

“You’re young, and there are plenty of—”

“I want a real man in my life, Dad. Someone who’ll appreciate me — all of me.”

He looked hurt. I had fucked up again, choosing my words poorly.

I slid closer to the man who raised me, my short skirt riding high, one silken bare thigh brushing his leg. Then I took his hand, felt a tremor in his fingertips, and rubbed the back with my thumb, smiling warmly.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean it like that. You’ve been everything my biological dad never was. Reliable, loving, and protective. You took us both in. I promised Mom I’d never throw that in your face. I didn’t mean how that sounded, Dad.”

He smiled, and I was forgiven.

I was always forgiven.

Silence stretched while my father’s eyes glistened in a way I had noticed for years. A friend told me what it meant, but I didn’t believe her. If I were to test the theory, now was as good a time as any.

His eyes dampened, and my heart raced — had I done more damage than I realized?”

“And yet you did, Cassie… say it, I mean.”

I squeezed his fingers.

“C’mon. You know, I wasn’t talking about you not being my blood relative. I’m legal now—of drinking age… everything. No one can stop me from doing what I want if it’s not illegal.”

“We’re wealthy, sweetheart. Mom left you millions, and my fortune is four times that. The company’s killing it and high profile, which means you are a target for kidnappers, gold-diggers, and assholes of every flavor.”

“You’re a target too.”

That hit. He’d been seeing Mrs. Crawford for a couple of months. It had taken me two years to convince my father to even try moving on from Mom, who’d been gone six years now.

“Anne and I are going nowhere, darling. I’m not interested in her.”

“She’s not what I had in mind when I said you should date.”

“What did you picture?”

“Umm… honestly? I saw a version of Mom. She was perfect for you, and I figured you needed younger, because you’re fit and active. You need a woman with energy to match yours.”

“That’s what I pictured, too.”

I rubbed his hand and leaned in, testing boundaries — words, proximity, and concepts woven into subtext. The man I loved with my whole heart—the one Mom treasured for eleven years was withering, and it broke me to watch. He wasn’t even forty and had so much life left, with so much love to give.

But how do you tell a man who has truly loved to simply move on?

“It’s late, Dad. We should sleep.”

“Yeah. Let’s pick this up tomorrow.”

I always showered after Ella’s, being sweaty from dancing and my skin still buzzing from the music. Harold, the club’s owner, said I’d single-handedly dropped the average age in the club by three years and was the youngest Jazz aficionado he knew. I never checked his facts because I didn’t care, and never followed a crowd anyway. At Ella’s, the bands were killer, and I didn’t mind being the youngest regular.

Hot water woke me up more than it relaxed me, so I lay in bed after showering. Benny Goodman sounded soft in the dark, while I scrolled through messages, eventually drifting off, dreaming of Deer Lodge at Lake Louise, me beating Dad downhill on the bikes, and a whole week’s vacation ahead — just me, the mountains, and him.

Morning came first for me, so I rose and made Dad breakfast in bed. I kicked his bedroom door open softly, then, holding the tray with both hands, I raised my leg and touched him gently with my toe.

My father’s eyes opened, and that’s when I realized what he could see — up my skirt. His cheeks flushed brightly, and my stomach tightened.

“Pancakes from your favorite girl.”

“Oh wow, you’ve been my only girl… and the only one I want.”

I sat on the edge of Dad’s bed, holding his coffee while he ate Mom’s recipe — our favorite. Our eyes kept meeting over every forkful, and something warm and unspoken hummed between us.

My father stared at my knees, and I knew then that not wearing panties had been a conscious choice rather than a blunder. Raising my leg to be seen was also deliberate.

“Are you going to the office today, Dad?”

“Only for one meeting. I have the hyperloop pitch with Ben and the team, which will take me a couple of hours max.”

“We can ride together, drop the bikes for service, and I’ll run a few errands in town, then tonight, I’ll pack for the weekend — we can leave for the cabin early tomorrow morning.”

“Good… done, I hate packing. Mom always did it better.”

I placed my hand over his and leaned closer.

“Do you want to talk about last night, Dad?”

“Forget it. You were right… its none of my business.”

“I like that you worry so please, will you come with me tonight? To Ella’s. The new restaurant’s menu sides are gorgeous, and we could dance all night like the old times.”

He stared into the distance, and his expression faded—not unhappy, just remembering. After almost a minute, he squeezed my hand and smiled weakly.

“That was our place, Cassie. Mom’s, yours, and mine.”

“Which is why she’d want you to take me there on a Daddy-Daughter date, especially since I don’t have a boyfriend… and… let’s face it, how could I be safer?”

He went quiet again, lost in memories of better days.

Later, after more than an hour of showering, dressing, and bike loading, when my father parked the truck under his “President & Founder” sign at the office, pride swelled in my chest like always. We split for the day—he to the executive suite I hated, me to marketing for coffee, doughnuts, and a gossip with the girls before I left to shop.

Dad came looking for me when I ran late. I was picking lingerie in a tiny, cute boutique that looked like a shop plucked from a Parisian side street. He smiled and waved from outside. I beckoned him in, but he shook his head and walked a few paces further down, looking through the window of a hunting shop.

At the bike shop, Alex promised an early-morning pickup the next day, so we grabbed trail tools, levers, and tubes, then headed home.

When we got home, in the hallway upstairs, Dad stood at my bedroom door. I invited him in, but his toes wouldn’t cross the line lately as they once did. It was my adult space, he said, and I knew it was fiercely protected by him.

“We’ll go to Ella’s tonight, Cassie — but let’s make it an event.”

“Formal?”

He nodded, and I grinned from ear to ear. I loved formal wear.

“I called Harold and reserved a table for two in the restaurant so we can check out these sides you mentioned.”

“Awesome. I’ll get ready.”

“It’s early afternoon, honey.”

“Yeah… expect me to be late, Dad.”

I lost a lot of time rummaging through my closet, sending photos of my outfits to friends, and trying to pick the right clothes. Then I showered again.

With the hot, steamy water pounding off my shoulders, my skin tingled, so it was inevitable that my fingers strayed between my thighs. It had been a week or so since I had rubbed one out. I threaded my fingers through soft curls that had been neglected for months and realized, without admitting why, that I needed to shave, or at least have a trim and do some waxing; my pussy was a hairy forest.

I slowly rubbed slow circles over my clit, my body shimmering, then, before I even got halfway, I stopped and grabbed the razor and some cream, lathering myself. When I was ready, I squatted enough to spread my thighs and used low, careful strokes around my pussy, shaving until I was bare, smooth, and tingling.

I loved the vulnerability of going hairless so much that my pulse kicked and my heart soared. I wanted to play with myself, but I enjoyed the heightened sense of my own desire by not satisfying it.

Formal meant a tux for Dad, so I had to match him in style. When I stepped into his bedroom wearing Mom’s old prom dress: black, figure-hugging with mother-of-pearl sequins flowing like liquid light, a deep, plunging V, and full side split flashing my leg—Dad froze.

“My God, Cassie. You’re a beautiful woman.”

“Like Mom?”

“Yeah… there is no doubt. She’d be so proud of you.”

We took a taxi to Ella’s so we could both drink a few glasses of champagne. Harold spotted us and fast-tracked us past the line, delivering us straight to the most romantic, secluded corner with polished oak panels, perfect acoustics, white Irish linen, and brass candleholders lit, casting sultry gold across the table.

Dad glanced around the room and nodded, smiling, more relaxed than I’d seen him in ages. It was his first time through Ella’s front door since Mom died.

His eyes settled on me, he smiled, and raised his glass to me.

“The furniture’s new, Dad — carpets, too.”

“Harold’s done a hell of a job.”

“It’s still the best jazz spot for two hundred miles.”

I ordered what my father loved most—oysters, tiger prawns, a medium charcoal-grilled rib-eye, butter-fried asparagus, and scalloped potatoes, fried crisp. With champagne, we had sparkling water with lime too — we both knew we’d sweat while dancing later.

My Dad could dance like no one else. With his hand in mine, we were all heels, toes, hips, and ass for three hours straight. It all started with Glenn Miller’s “In the Mood,” ending on Ana Popovic’s slow blues.

It was the best night I could remember in years.

When Ana played, Dad looked a little sheepish and seemed ready to leave the dancefloor, but I stayed there, my heels dug in.

“You know Ana’s more blues than jazz, right, Cassie?”

“Close enough for us to dance, Dad.”

The slow number felt at a different pace. I stepped into Dad’s space more intimately, giving him enough courage to lead. He held me close, safe and strong, just as I loved. He smelled faintly of Calvin Klein and Mom’s favorite lavender soap, with a deep, musky man-scent underneath that flooded my senses.

His hands wrapped around me, his fingers spreading and pressing lightly into the small of my back, but I moved, deliberately making him grip harder and lower, almost until he cupped my ass.

I pressed against my stepfather harder, grinding myself against something solid while I stared deeply, seductively, and submissively into his eyes.

I lay my chin on his chest and looked up, smiling — all his now, just as I always had been. With growing confidence, Dad’s fingers slid a quarter of an inch lower down into the area of my ass—not quite inappropriate, but close, and my heart hammered.

My hairless pussy lips tingled, and a tiny trickle of shame soaked through my thong, zigzagging down my thigh — disgrace and desire twisted together. I should’ve worn more than lace after shaving my pubic bush off, but maybe I always knew what would happen if I didn’t and wanted it that way. Maybe I’d hoped for this as my aroma rose like a musky bubble, flaring my father’s nostrils.

I gazed into Dad’s eyes and pressed my pussy harder against his cock, rolling my hips slowly so he felt every deliberate inch of me rubbing against him. His breath caught, and he gulped, then his fingers slid fully down, cupping my ass cheeks, parting them gently—more than friendly, less than assault.

I reached up, taking my chance in the moment, and met no resistance. Our lips fused together softly, like a brushstroke, then they parted, and his tongue slipped inside my mouth, searching and electrifying. My knees buckled; Dad gripped tighter, his fingertips digging into my flesh fully, spreading my cheeks suggestively while he held me upright.

I stared into his eyes and saw love.

It was time to take a leap of faith.

“You can’t fuck me here, Dad.”

“Is that what you want?”

“Oh yes… for a long time.”

“Can we stick with you calling me Bill tonight, Cassie?”

“Maybe. But when we get home… I think you’ll want to be my Daddy again.”

He shook his head, and I saw a flicker of regret.

“Oh dear. Is this wise?”

“I think it’s right. I’ve got a good feeling about us. I’ve always had it… Haven’t you?”

My father paused and instinctively stared down to where his cock and my throbbing, swollen pussy lips were separated by millimeters of fabric. He inhaled slowly, sighed, and then stared at me.

“Yes, Cassie… I have felt romantic love and lust for a long time.”

Other couples were already groping in the low light, which was normal for Ella’s. I stared at him and reached down, my fingers finding my father’s cock, which was enormous and concrete-hard. He moaned and stared at me with love baked into his face — I loved the power.

“I need to be filled by a real man. Shall we leave, Dad?”

“Yeah. We should.”

He signaled for the check, paid, and we left, barely speaking in the taxi on the way home; our emotions whipped like kites in a storm, and my body quivered at the thought of the man I loved most being inside me.

He leaned across the seat and whispered.

“This is wrong, Cassie.”

“No, Bill. This feels so fucking right.”

“Are you sure?”

“If I could pull your cock out right now and suck it until you cum in front of the driver without being arrested, I would. Trust me—this is happening tonight. I’m not passing up the best man I know.”

I gripped his hand and squeezed tightly. I think the driver understood what was happening in his back seat because I filled the space around us with pheromones and succulent pussy juices that had soaked my inadequate panties. In any case, he ran reds all the way home.

I held Dad’s hand instead of stroking his cock—saving that hardness for inside me. I wanted his cum to swim freely inside me all night, getting more when he woke with morning wood.

At home, we ran upstairs, and I dragged him inside my bedroom, kissing him, while he unzipped my dress, then tore it off roughly. Sequins hit the floor, and I got lost in the moment, ripping his shirt open, buttons flying everywhere. My stepfather’s pants and boxers were gone in seconds flat, and I stepped back, gasping, staring at his cock: thick, veined, a gorgeous foreskin pulled back, the tiny slit weeping a translucent honey I needed to taste.

I smelled us both, my hormones raging as I breathed in a seductive concoction of sex. When I stared up at his face, Dad smiled.

“Is it big?”

“Fuck yes. Bigger than anything I’ve taken.”

“Good.”

“You’re mine now, Dad. This is not a childish crush. I want your cock inside me, and I want your cum too.”

He looked shocked, staring at my shaven cunt, his eyes bulging, amber flecks sparkling in the corners.

“Did you shave Cassie?”

“Fuck yeah… for you. I even started playing and stopped to drive myself crazy to make sure this would happen.”

“You smelled better than the steak, darling.”

“You’ll find out a lot more when I sit on your face, Dad.”

“Jesus, Cassie. You’re a vixen.”

“I know what I want. Do you?”

I stepped forward, wrapping my arms around his neck, kissing, then sucking his nipple. I lost control and bit gently while he fumbled with my bra. Lust filled his eyes—replacing the dad-look from hours ago.

“Yeah. I want you.”

“Then fuck me good. Fill me with your seed, Daddy.”

Dad carried me to the wet room and slammed the rain-shower lever when he set me down. My pussy ached for his cock as water pounded both of us while I soaped him slowly, lovingly caressing his chest and abs, before finally wrapping my fingers around his long, thick shaft.

He groaned.

I knelt and wasted no time, instantly taking him deep—slowly, savoring the salt, musk, and heat from his creamy crown. My tongue tip traced his veins, circling the ruddy head, and flicked the slit before I puckered, kissed it, and sucked more precum out.

My father gathered my wet hair in a one-handed bundle, watching me worship his cock.

He pulled me up and sank to his knees, lifting one thigh over his shoulder. Then his fingers gripped my swollen pussy lips, and he spread me wide apart, staring at my silky smooth cunt, smiling, his eyes blown with love.

“You shaved such a beautiful pussy.”

“I did it this afternoon.”

“Why?”

I cupped his face, lifted it so our eyes locked through steam.

“I told you already. I did it for you — because I love you, Daddy. I wanted this and hoped for it — and now it’s happening — the relationship I’ve wanted for years.”

“I love you too, Cassie.”

His voice cracked just a little on my name, and that tiny fracture went straight to my clit, trembling and rippling outwards.

Then he got busy licking me.

Dad’s tongue started soft—almost shy—lapping my throbbing outer lips like he was tasting something sacred for the first time. His slow, deliberate strokes made me shiver even under the steamy cascade. With his tongue tip, he traced every fold I’d just shaved bare, savoring the smoothness, the way my skin felt brand-new and hypersensitive as I trembled and shook. When he finally parted me with his thumbs, spreading my lips wide apart, cool air kissed wet heat around my tiny pink hole, and I gasped.

“Look at you, Cassie.”

He murmured against me, his breath hot on my clit.

“So pretty. So fucking bare for me.”

“It’s been a long time, Dad.”

I threaded wet fingers into his hair and pulled his face closer until his hot breath tingled against my clit.

“Don’t tease. Please lick me good.”

He groaned at the words—deep, guttural—and dove in, his tongue flat, licking me from my throbbing entrance to my clit in one long, worshipping stroke. I gasped, gripped his hair tightly in one hand, grabbing a wall rail with the other while he circled the hood, giving me gentle flicks that made my thighs quake.

My stepfather slid two fingers inside my throbbing pussy—taking me slowly, curling the tips up against that spot that made stars burst behind my eyelids. He leaned in and sucked my clit, softly at first, then harder, timing rhythmic pulses that matched his fingers fucking me in and out.

I rocked my groin against his face, moaning shamelessly, grinding my slick pussy over his mouth, his nose, and his chin. The wet sounds were obscene under the shower’s roar—as my father devoured me, sloppy and hungry. My orgasm built fast, coiling low and tight deep inside my womb, and when it hit, it hit hard. My legs were shaking, as I squirted my joy—sharp, hot pulses straight into Dad’s open mouth.

Unlike a boy, my man didn’t flinch or pull away because he sensed my need and put me first. He puckered his lips, sealed them around my pee hole, and sucked hard, drinking my squirt like a man dying of thirst. He swallowed every gush as it powered out jet after hot, sweet, salty jet, while humming approval against my pulsing clit.

Dad didn’t stop until I whimpered, oversensitive as an immense climax wreaked joyous havoc inside me, and I tugged his hair to make him stop.

He rose slowly, kissing his way up my trembling body—navel first, then my ribs, and the underside of each breast—until his mouth found mine again. I tasted myself on him, salty-sweet, mixed with shower water and something darker, more primal as our tongues slid together, lazy and filthy.

After he shut down the water, we stepped out, and I dried us both with the big towel, taking my time, dragging the soft terry over every inch of him like I was claiming territory. When I reached Dad’s cock it was still rock-hard, flushed dark, a thick bead of pre-cum trembling at the end of his wrinkled foreskin.

I knelt again because I couldn’t help it.

I gripped the base of his cock tightly, but couldn’t reach all the way around. Then, while staring at the beauty of the moment, I peeled his foreskin back slowly, watching the head emerge glossy and swollen. I saw a single bead and licked it like it was honey, before swirling my burning tongue around the crown, tracing the ridge, and flicking his banjo string until he hissed.

I sucked my father’s balls one at a time while wanking him off root to tip to root, rolling each precious stone gently before pressing my tongue flat against the bulging seam of his cock and dragging up from the base.

“Turn around, Daddy.”

He obeyed me without question— that powerful, beautiful man turning for me as if I’d asked for the salt. I spread his cheeks with both hands, my thumbs splaying him wide open as he bent forward. His anus winked at me, pink and tight. I leaned in and licked—slow circles around the rim, then pointed my tongue, thumbed his sphincter wider open, and speared inside.

It was important that my father knew how much of a kinky slut I was from the get-go.

He moaned loudly, his ass pushing back, greedy for more. I fucked him with my tongue, first shallow, then reaching deeper, caressing soft, nerve-packed tissues and raw want while his cock jerked in the air, dripping precum onto the tiles.

When his thighs started shaking, I pulled back, turned my father again, and took him down my throat in one long slide. I gagged a little and loved it, then relaxed and let him hit my tonsils. Drool ran down my chin, mixed with shower water. Dad gathered my hair again, not forcing me onto his cock, just holding me there when I reached as far down as I could go.

He stared down, watching me choke myself on him like it was the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen.

“Gonna cum, baby—”

I pulled off just enough to rasp.

“In my mouth — every fucking drop of it, please, Dad.”

“Are you sure?”

“You can stretch my pussy later… my ass too. I need to swallow you.”

“Wow… are you-”

“You’re little girl slut? Yeah, I am.”

He came with a broken groan—thick, hot ropes of salty seed painting my tongue, burning the roof of my mouth, and the back of my throat. I swallowed around him, milking his cock with my lips and tongue until he was shuddering, his seed drained, his knees buckling — only then did I let him slip free, licking his cock clean while he panted above me.

My father hauled me up and kissed me deeply, tasting himself, groaning into my mouth like he couldn’t get enough. We stumbled to the bed still dripping wet.

“Fucking hell, Daddy.”

“I don’t know… oh god sweetheart, calling me that-.”

“Sometimes it’s gonna be Daddy. Deal with it.”

I pushed him onto his back and straddled his hips.

“There’s something you need to know about me, Dad.”

His hands settled on my thighs, thumbs stroking.

“Tell me.”

“I’m a total submissive and very, very, kinky, much more than rimming you.”

His cock twitched under me.

“Meaning?”

“Meaning I want you to own me. Thrash me when I’m bratty. Fuck me whenever the mood strikes—over the kitchen counter, in the laundry room, in the middle of the damn night — just pin me down, use me, and dominate me completely.”

“And are you-”

“Damn right I’m taking birth control. While we’re on the subject, please don’t stop when my period comes.””

His cock jerked hard underneath me, slapping wetly against my ass cheek. My father’s hands tightened on my thighs, his fingers digging in enough to bruise by tomorrow.

“Jesus, Cassie… You really want that?”

I rolled my hips again, sliding my soaking wet, trembling lips along his stiff length, coating him in my slick mess.

“I’ve wanted it since I was old enough to understand what wanting felt like. And I want it from you. Only you. Always you.”

He exhaled, his body shaky, his eyes locked on mine—dark, hungry, a little scared.

“Okay, Cassie.”

“Then say it again. Tell Daddy exactly what you need tonight.”


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

My stepfather’s words hung in the air — Tell Daddy exactly what you need tonight.

I felt his cock soften beneath me, still warm against my thigh. Everything I’d said aloud — the submission, the ownership, the darker kinks I’d buried for years — sat between us like cards laid face-up on a table.

My father hadn’t flinched or looked away — his hands still rested heavy on my thighs. I pressed my palm flat to his chest, felt his heart beating steadier than mine, and made a decision.

“Not tonight.”

His eyes flickered with surprise, then something softer.

“I want you to fuck me right, Dad. Not half-asleep, still wearing Mom’s sequins, with the champagne wearing off. I want it to be morning, and clear, and yours — completely yours.”

I pressed my lips to the corner of his mouth.

“Can you wait until tomorrow?”

His exhale came long and slow. His hands slid up my spine, pulling me down against his chest.

“I’ve waited years, baby girl…”

His voice was rough at the edges.

“I can wait one more night.”

Something cracked open in my chest. Years. The same word I’d been carrying without speaking. Neither of us had said it until now, and now we’d both said it, it hung in the room like a third person present.

I kissed his collarbone, tasted salt and Calvin Klein and the faint residue of me still on his lips. He smelled like everything I’d been reaching toward for longer than I could honestly admit.

“Sleep, Cassie. We have an entire week. The mountains aren’t going anywhere.”

“No, Dad. They’re not.”

I settled against him, my leg thrown over his hip, his arm coming around me in the way that felt like architecture — something load-bearing and certain. His hand cupped my ass with a possessiveness that was entirely new and utterly right. It wasn’t a father’s hand at all — it was something else, something finally honest.

I was still wearing Mom’s dress. Sequins pressed cold into my skin where the fabric had twisted. Across the floor, they glittered in the glow under the door like fallen stars, scattered across the boards.

I thought: she’d have loved this. Then, she’d have seen it coming years before I did. The thought didn’t ache the way I expected. It felt more like a hand on my shoulder.

Sleep found me before I finished thinking.

I woke to warmth and pressure.

Morning light pressed through the curtains in long gold strips, crossing the duvet, flickering across his arm still heavy over me. I lay still, listening first to his breathing — slow and deep. The room held that particular early-morning silence — no traffic outdoors, no wind through the trees, only the small sounds of the house settling and, far off, the first birds beginning their day.

I lifted the duvet slowly and looked.

Dad’s cock had slipped free of his boxers through the night and was thick with morning need, a slow pulse visible along the underside vein. The blunt head had found the gap where my thong had twisted aside in sleep — useless, soaking wet lace shoved to one hip — and it sat pressed warm and deliberate against my bare lips.

He wasn’t inside me — his cock was just there, nudging my entrance, as though it had been looking for me while he slept.

I held my breath.

Every slow rise of his chest nudged his cock a fraction forward, his shaft dragging along my slick folds without breaking through — learning the shape of me at a pace that felt almost ceremonial. My clit throbbed in time with his pulse. I could feel myself coating him already as I leaked, the underside of his cock slick with me, my body betraying every careful intention I’d made last night.

Morning, and clear, and yours. I’d meant it and still meant it.

But the shame of wanting it now — urgent, unreasonable, before he’d even opened his eyes — moved through me in a wave so hot it only made me wetter. This was my Dad. The man who’d taught me to read trail maps and sit with grief and make decent pizza from scratch. Six years I’d watched him wither and hadn’t been able to reach him.

And here I was, barely breathing, hoping he’d wake up and reach deep inside me.

I reached under the duvet and found him slowly with my fingers, wrapping them around the base of his cock — just holding, not taking him yet, not until it was his choice too, not until he was conscious and certain he wanted me.

I gulped, the tension wreaking havoc inside me. His skin was fever-warm, and the weight of his cock in my hand felt extraordinary.

His breathing changed — a shift that was almost imperceptible, from deep sleep into something else.

Then his hand on my ass tightened.

I rocked back, needing him to slide inside me so badly, but just a tease for now, just a fraction of him. His crown caught at my entrance, parting my trembling lips enough to pull the breath out of me as slick heat bloomed outward, slow and certain.

Dad stirred. His arm tightened around my waist, and his mouth found my neck.

“Cassie.”

“Morning, Daddy.”

My voice was wrecked from last night. I reached back, took his hand without ceremony, and guided it between my thighs. He went still when he felt the state of me — how thoroughly soaked I was, how swollen my lips were, and how much of the night I must have spent like this.

His fingers moved slowly, as though taking inventory, sliding up and down my slit, replacing his cock, slipping a finger inside me.

I squeezed, and he looked surprised.

“You’re very tight.”

“I’ve worked out hard, with this in mind.”

“You’re wet too, not just damp, but sticky and creamy.”

“I dreamed about you, Daddy.”

“All night?”

His voice was low as he rolled my clit with one fingertip and his cock jerked against my ass.

“Since Ella’s when you kissed me.”

“And you said I couldn’t fuck you there?”

“You could have… but-”

“Here is special?”

I glanced around my childhood bedroom and then at him, grinning.

“I’m kinky, Dad.”

“I know.”

I pressed back against his palm and fingers, past caring about shame.

“Dreamed about it all night. Woke up and there you were — right there — and I held still as long as I could.”

He made a sound that wasn’t quite a word as two fingers slid inside me, then curled upward. My vision went white at the edges. I gripped his forearm and rode them without apology.

Then Dad drew his fingers out slowly and brought them to my lips without asking.

I opened for them, for him, and tasted myself — sweet honey, with a salty tang and warmth and something deeper, specifically ours, this morning, and I believed it was unrepeatable. My father’s free hand settled on my hip, his thumb pressing into the jut of bone.

“Tell me again, darling.”

His mouth was at my ear.

“What, Daddy?”

“Tell me what you need.”

I turned my head while I milked his fingers, and until our breath was one thing between us.

“I want you inside me — all of you. Now, no more waiting.”

It felt like not enough, like something lingered on my tongue, something so raw it must be said — the truth underneath everything:

“I need to feel like yours. Not imagined but real.”

He notched his cock at my entrance, then paused while his lips moved against the back of my neck — not quite a word, not quite a prayer, but real and holding.

Then my Dad pushed his cock inside me.

He was steady and unhurried, never averting his eyes from mine. His cock took me in one long, unrelenting claim that kept going past what I’d prepared myself for, past what I’d imagined in the shower while shaving my cunt bare for him, past every fantasy I’d been careful to keep locked down for years.

My father bottomed out balls deep inside me and stopped, his chest against my spine, both of us breathing.

“I’m stretching.”

“You are tight.”

“Good.”

I’d thought I knew what this would feel like. I was wrong. The stretch was incredible, endless, and I felt every vein and gnarl throb along my soft pussy walls as he branded me forever.

“Is it okay, Cassie?”

“Don’t you dare stop.”

He held me there for a moment, his crown kissing my cervix, watching me, watching him, and then finally, he started to move — to fuck me slow and thoroughly, each withdrawal a drag that made me clench instinctively around his cock, each return impaling me to his hilt, pushing the air from my lungs.

The sounds we made in the morning quiet were filthy and intimate at once, filling the room, filling my ears, filling some hollow deep inside me I hadn’t known could be shaped exactly this way until it was occupied.

My father’s thumb rolled my nipple, and I cried out, pressing into him.

I came faster than I wanted to — faster than I’d expected after all that wanting — the accumulated years of it collapsing into a single, humiliatingly quick point. The flush hit my face even as I shattered, some buried part of me mortified by the speed, by the fact that I was sobbing into the pillow with joy like I’d never been touched before.

I was wet, squirting, the juices squelching around the seal between us as he plowed his cock deep and hard, and fast on every stroke as he took me exactly the way I needed.

I suppose he fucked me in the way that mattered, that I mattered.

His cock throbbed deep inside me while I clenched around him, my body doing what it wanted regardless of my embarrassment. My father groaned, low and broken, and his body shuddered, but his hips didn’t stop. He kept pounding and drilling me as though his life depended on it.

His semen squirted deep inside me, and I watched his face, a celebration of his orgasm, a worship of me. His cock twitched and jerked as he spilled his precious seed inside the girl he raised, shamelessly fucking me as I begged for more cock.

And I begged utterly, love driving me, lust powering everything as I milked every drop of cum out of him. When my father rolled off me, I grinned at him, and he looked awestruck.

“That’s it…”

He gasped and grinned.

“God, Cassie.”

“Was that good?”

“The best… ever… oh, Cassie.”

My embarrassment dissolved, and I stopped thinking about anything except the sound of his breathing and the particular note of my name when he said it exactly like that.

When I could form words again, I pressed back against his hand where it had come to rest at the curve of my ass.

“You said you’d train me. Did you mean it?”

“By train, you mean?”

“Ownership, but only in love. Fuck me, teach me how to take all of your cock in my mouth and one day, fuck my virgin hole.”

“Your anus?”

“Yes, Dad. I mean it.”

“I’ll do it.”

“Then show me. Go slowly but never stop.”

He reached the nightstand without pulling his cock out — I felt him lean across me, heard the drawer, the click of a cap, then cool gel at my back entrance. His finger circled my anal ridges first, patiently, giving me time to breathe and decide and stay decided.

“You need that hole to be trained first, darling.”

“I want to be broken in, like a wild horse. I want you to ride my ass too.”

“And I will, but let’s go easily, safely, please.”

“You’re the boss, Dad.”

I felt pressure as my father pressed his fingertip against my puckered whorl, and then the resistance of my body gave way slowly, and his finger slid inside my back passage. The strange fullness was not yet pleasure and not quite pain.

“Breathe, honey. Tell me if you want to stop.”

“I won’t.”

“Tell me anyway.”

He worked my anus open carefully — fucking me with one finger, then two, his cock still moving in shallow strokes inside my pussy as he raised up a little. I bit the pillow, the dual sensation of both holes being fucked overriding every other thought I had. The stretch built from strange to searingly good, nerve endings I’d never paid attention to suddenly lit and urgent.

I pushed back against his hand and milked his sticky, hardening cock.

“Keep going, Dad. I want to know how much I can take.”

“Not all of it, darling — not yet.”

His voice had gone very quiet.

“We’ve got a week.”

“I know. I’m not asking for everything. Just — more.”

I pressed him harder as he fucked me in both holes, and that’s when I knew I wanted even more. Anal was on my mind, a worry, and a thrill, and now, as I felt my father exploring my rectum while fucking my cunt, I knew I needed that second hole blown wide open.

Dad brought me over the edge again — his cock and fingers both fucking me — the dual pressure coiling tight inside as my guts were filled, releasing in a wave of pleasure that left me incapable of speech. He followed my orgasm: two hard, final strokes inside me before he buried himself balls deep and shuddered, spilling more seed into me with a groan that I felt in the base of my spine — heat and pulse, the last threshold crossed.

Afterwards, he stayed inside me. His fingers withdrew slowly, gently, then he kissed my shoulder, my neck, and the place behind my ear he’d already learned made me shiver.

Neither of us spoke for a moment.

“I love you, Cassie

He said it with finality, careful with it, so the words landed as his absolute truth.

“Not in the way I should have loved you, but all of it is laid out now, and you understand every part of how I love you.”

I turned in his arms. Found his face in the morning light — open in a way I hadn’t seen since Mom was alive, the guarded look he’d worn for six years simply gone.

“I know. I’ve always known. I was just waiting for you to catch up.”

He laughed — real, and surprise blew out of him. Something in his face shifted that I’d been trying to move for years.

In the shower, he washed me with the deliberateness he gave everything he cared about — methodical, attentive, his hands moving down my spine and over my hips and between my thighs without urgency now — just care.

I pressed my forehead to the tiles and let him take every part of me, roam freely with fingers, tongue, and palm. Steam rose, carrying cedar soap and the particular smell of my father underneath, and I thought: this is what I wanted. Not only the sex — but this — all of it. His hands on me like I’m something worth handling carefully.

I turned again and stared at him.

“Dad. I have a question, please.”

“Go ahead.”

“Why did you and Mom never have more children?”

He paused and stared back, not sad, but rejuvenated.

“We had you, and that was enough. I won twice the day I met your mother, and now I have won again.”

“Thank you.”

I kissed him, scared of my question and what it meant to me, what it meant to him and the truth that I’d floated. He smiled, rubbed his nose against mine, and leaned away.

“Shall we leave in an hour, Cassie?”

“Consider me already packing.”

“What are you packing?”

“Useful things.”

He looked at me steadily.

“Define useful.”

“Lube. An anal plug still in its packaging, nipple clamps. Also new.

I paused, watching his face, and liked what I saw.

“Silk rope and a leather paddle — a small one, and I have a few changes of clothes, as you said.”

His cock stirred against my thigh despite everything, and he looked faintly undone by his own body’s reaction.

“You’re a brat, Cassie.”

“I will be. Your brat.”

He kissed me once more — deliberate, thorough — before shutting off the water.

We loaded the truck in the easy shorthand of two people who’ve packed together for years: bikes on the rack, trail tools in the bed, cooler wedged between the seats. He tucked Mom’s favorite champagne in the back without saying anything. I saw it and didn’t say anything either because some things don’t need naming.

I dressed in yoga pants with no underwear — his instruction, delivered flat and absolute while I was still dripping from the shower. His voice carried exactly as much room for argument as I needed. I wore a loose sweater, and my hair was still damp. He wore jeans and the flannel that smelled of pine and him and something I’d spent years trying to name.

As we pulled out of the driveway, I slid my hand onto his thigh, deliberately high.

“The road ahead at the halfway point, Dad?”

He glanced sideways. Dark and certain.

“Only if you swallow every drop.”

“I always swallow.”

The highway opened ahead — mountains blue in the distance, the sky that pale pre-color of early Sunday morning, and Lake Louise waiting at the end of it.

I pressed my thighs together and smiled at the road, wishing for the halfway marker.


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

The turnout was empty — nothing but snow-dusted pines and the long blue curve of the lake in the distance. My stepfather parked the truck, killed the engine, and looked at me.

Silence rushed in, broken only by our breathing and the faint tick of the cooling motor.

“Out of the seat, Cassie. On your knees in front of me, sweet girl.”

As he slid his seat back, I climbed over the console, my knees settling on the driver’s side floor mat, facing him. Dad reclined his seat halfway, unbuckled, unzipped, and freed his cock — already thick with bulging veins pulsing like a heartbeat. The head was glossy with precum, and the sharp, musky scent hit me like a fist — pure catnip to a little slut like me.

My mouth flooded instantly.

“Wow. I can’t believe all of that was inside me.”

“It won’t be the last time.”

“I can’t get fucked too much.”

“I could smell you all the way here, Cassie.”

“As instructed, I wore no panties and leaked your cum and mine into my skirt the whole drive.

I glanced up from his cock and felt my cheeks burn.

“The heat... well, you know.”

I nodded at my father’s cock, so stiff it looked fit to split.

“I want you inside me every day, Dad.”

“You will get plenty of cock, darling. You’re young and experimenting. I’m going to make sure you have a fine sexual education.”

“Fuck me plenty… please.”

“I will.”

I’d been teasing precum out of him for the last hour — deliberately parting my legs, shifting in my seat, forcing out the warm, sticky mess he’d stuffed inside me that morning. I wanted my father primed for this mid-journey stop because I needed to taste him, to swallow and devour — needed it the way I needed jazz, the way I needed mountain air: without apology, without restraint.

I stretched up and slid my knees wider apart on the carpet, my swollen, messy pussy lips peeling open. Then I reached down, parted them further, slowly, and slipped two fingers inside my sloppy hole.

My father’s brow creased.

“What are you doing?”

“Swirling and circling inside me, Daddy.”

“What for?”

“This.”

When I retrieved my fingers, they were heavily coated — my slick threaded with globules of his white seed. The pungent aroma filled the cabin instantly. I inhaled deeply, savoring it, before sucking both fingers clean with a long, deliberate moan that rippled through me as a wave of pleasure.

His cock jerked.

The next load I scooped from my leaking cunt, I slathered all over his shaft — covering every inch. I smiled at the wet shine it left before I leaned in, positioning my mouth above his crown.

“Hands behind your back.”

I paused and looked at him, realizing he was absolutely serious and obeyed without a word. He reached into the bag behind the seat, brought something out that made me gasp softly — a black leather collar that he slipped around my throat. It was the same one from the bedroom drawer, the one he’d fitted me with that first morning. He buckled it snug and tugged the O-ring once to test.

“Open your mouth, Cassie.”

I did.

He cupped the back of my head and controlled the bob — guiding his slick, heavily slathered cockhead past my lips, slowly at first, letting me taste the salt and heat and everything I’d left on him. I moaned, almost a growl — as the salty taste spread across my tongue and the roof of my mouth before saturating my throat until my eyes watered and I wanted to gag. But I held on, even as tears spilled, even as my throat convulsed and milked his shaft. Then my father pressed deeper inside me — until I gagged softly, my eyes fully streaming now, drool running from the corner of my mouth while he held me there and watched.

“Look up at me, darling.”

I did with tears on my lashes, mascara smudged, and my mouth stretched wide around every thick, throbbing inch of him.

“Good girl. Show Daddy how much you want this week.”

I sucked his cock harder — my lips driving up and down the stiff, veined shaft, my flat tongue swirling its underside and dragging back and forth across his taut frenulum. My cheeks hollowed as I pulled a hard vacuum, sealing my lips around him, taking him to the back of my throat until my nose brushed coarse hair, and saliva mixed with precum drained from my nostrils, more pooling warm and sticky under my chin and collecting on his balls.

“This is how you’ll suck cock, Cassie. Not only mine. I have plans for you, sweetheart. You’re going to explore sex and kink before we finally commit. We’ll fuck women and men together. I’ll tame your wild heart before we settle down.”

My mind ran wide open — my father and I fucking women together, swapping, maybe an orgy. It frightened me in the best possible way, the fear and the heat utterly inseparable. The word no never crossed my mind. Not even close.

Dad’s fingers tightened in my hair as my rhythm settled into something instinctive and right — a pace that drew low, broken sounds from deep in his chest.

“A girl your age needs to be treated like a thoroughbred horse — trained hard and raced often.”

I looked up at him through wet lashes and sucked harder in answer.

When his cock began to pulse gently, his thighs tensing beneath my palms, he pulled me off with a wet pop that rang around the cab.

“Not yet. I want to feel you clench around me when I finally cum. Clean me now, and taste what you’ve done to me.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes.”

As if to shut me up, Dad cupped my head again and fed me the bead of precum welling at his slit — a single perfect drop. I licked it clean, then kissed and licked my way down every inch of his rock-hard shaft, moaning at the taste — musky, sharp, salt, and heat and all of him — before mouthing each ball gently in turn. He exhaled in a long, controlled sigh above me.

When I sat back, my father’s cock was still rock hard, the head flushed dark, barely contained. The sight of him — wanting me, holding back for me — sent a fresh gush of slick soaking my bare thighs.

“I don’t understand, Dad.”

“The tease. The prolonged wait and orgasm denial — it’s good for both of us. Trust me.”

“In all things, I do.”

“Get back in your seat. We’ve got another hour left, and you’re not touching yourself until we reach the lodge.”

I whimpered — a real, helpless sound before climbing back over the console into my seat, my thighs slick, collar snug, lips swollen and burning with the salt-sweet taste of him still coating my tongue.

My father started the engine.

The mountains waited.

And so did he. So must I.

The last stretch of the Icefields Parkway always felt like crossing into another world. Snow-dusted pines gave way to turquoise glimpses of Lake Louise through the trees, the water so impossibly blue it looked painted even in February.

The sun was already low, turning the snow-capped peaks rose-gold, and the air through the cracked window smelled of pine resin and cold stone — clean in a way the city never managed.

Dad drove with one hand on the wheel, the other resting on my thigh, his thumb tracing slow, absent circles over the thin fabric. My no panties rule felt liberating, if a little embarrassing, already evidenced by the damp patch I’d been leaving on the seat since we pulled away from the turnout.

Every bump in the road sent a tiny jolt of joyous energy straight to my swollen clit, keeping me slick and restless for the whole final hour of our drive.

I’d spent most of the drive teasing him: sliding my hand up his inseam, brushing the growing ridge in his jeans, whispering exactly what I planned to do once we had four walls around us. My father stayed hard the last forty minutes since the turnout, his jaw tight, breathing controlled, refusing to let me finish what I’d started. His patience was its own kind of cruelty, and I loved him for it.

“What did you mean, Dad?”

“About?”

“A sexual adventure?

“Fucking and enjoying kinks is important. You can’t commit to anything long-term until you know yourself, Cassie. Truth is everything.”

“Yeah. Umm… awkward question…”

“Ask it.”

“Did you and Mom...?”

He glanced at me, looking a little sheepish.

“Are you sure you want the truth?”

“Truth is everything, Dad.”

He smiled and nodded.

“Your Mom and I were swingers, among other things, honey.”

“Fuck!”

He looked concerned, but I was shocked and couldn’t hide it. Mom and Dad had been fucking other couples.

“Is it a problem, Cassie?”

“Not at all. I wish I’d known, though.”

“Why?”

“It explains my kinks, my dreams, and my desires. I’ve spent nights lying awake, frustrated and cursing myself because of what I’ve wanted to do.”

“Such as?”

I blushed brightly and looked away toward the tree line rushing past.

“The truth is everything, Cassie.”

“I’ve dreamed about threesomes, moresomes, swapping, and spanking. Everything and anything. I don’t believe I missed any kinks out.”

I looked back at him to read his reaction. My father looked calm, unshocked, and easy about the whole thing. He smiled wholesomely, as if I’d just told him I liked French cinema.

“You and I can’t settle down until you are sure about what you want, Cassie. Maybe you’ll prefer girls. Perhaps polyamory will grip you.”

“You keep saying that, but what about you, Dad?”

“You’re the only woman in my heart, darling, although I do enjoy more than one in my bed on occasion, but never without you.”

“You abstained from all sex after Mom.”

“Yes.”

That hung between us for three mile markers — quiet, heavy, and oddly tender — before my father looked at me again.

“Do you think—”

“Yes, Dad. I do.”

I nodded, absolutely certain.

“What was I going to say?”

“Do I think you and I fell in love a long time ago? Yes, Dad, I do.”

“I know.”

“We don’t need to trace it exactly. We’re together now. I see the sense in your plan for me, for us. I want to fuck a girl with you first — but when?”

“Patience, darling. Sex is best when you tease and savor it.”

His voice was gravel-rough.

“At least fuck me when we reach the lodge.”

“You’ll get every inch of my cock inside you when I decide you get it.”

I whimpered, my thighs grinding together as I tried desperately to quench the fire inside me. Dad smiled — small, dark, and satisfied. I stared out of the window for a while and thought about him, about us, about the kinky life he was already mapping out. It comforted me in a way I hadn’t expected — knowing he’d thought so much through, knowing there was a shape to this. My father wanted me to try everything before I decided on the one thing I would never let go of — the one thing that was already him.

Now the sun was waning, and his truck rolled to a stop outside Deer Lodge. Staff appeared at once, and our bags were whisked away before we even stepped out. My father tipped the bellman without looking, his eyes locked on me as I stretched beside the truck, deliberately arching my back so the sweater rode up, revealing my stomach, and the skirt’s hem lifted enough to reveal the glistening slick on my inner thighs.

I stared at my father and smiled.

“I don’t care who sees me. I don’t care if you bend me over right here, right now, and fuck me, leaving your cum dribbling down my thighs.”

He stepped close, his voice low enough that only I could hear.

“You’re playing with fire, little girl.”

I turned into him, my chest brushing his, nipples already tight and hard against the soft cashmere.

“Then burn me, Daddy… please. I’m already on fire.”

His hand slid to the small of my back, fingers splaying possessively, then he dipped lower, cupping one ass cheek through the thin skirt, squeezing hard enough that I gasped and rose onto my toes.

“You’re being a naughty girl, Cassie.”

“Deliberately.”

“Are you on fire?”

“Fuck yes.”

The words rolled off my tongue, easy and absolute. My body trembled with a good kind of excitement — the kind that feels like standing at the top of a trail before you drop in. My sexual journey was truly beginning now, in thoughts and deeds, and the altitude of it made my head swim.

“Inside. Now.”

The order hit me low and sweet, and my need to comply very nearly made me cum on the spot.

The lobby smelled of cedar smoke and cinnamon. My father propelled me forward quickly with his palm flat against my ass. My heels clicked on the polished wooden floor while fresh beads of slick traced lazy lines down my inner thighs, curving into the hollow at the back of each knee.

We didn’t stop at check-in — our key card was already in his pocket. The elevator ride was silent except for our breathing and the low hum of the cable. When the doors opened on the top floor, my father didn’t wait for me to step out — he turned, lifted me by the hips, and my legs wrapped instinctively around his waist. My soaked, swollen lips ground against his belt buckle, and I hissed at the pressure.

He carried me down the hallway like I weighed nothing.

The suite door clicked open. He kicked it shut behind us.

Inside was extraordinary: floor-to-ceiling tinted windows overlooking the lake, a log fire already crackling in the stone hearth, a king bed made up with white linens and a thick down duvet. Beyond the glass, a private teak-decked terrace held a steaming hot tub under the darkening sky, columns of steam rising against the first stars. Our bags sat neatly by a dresser, and Champagne chilled in a silver bucket, condensation already beading on the neck.

My father didn’t set me down.

Instead, he walked me straight to the nearest window, pressed my back against the cold glass, and kissed me like he’d been starving for it since the moment we’d left home. I felt a chill from the glass through my sweater and the heat of him from the front — the contrast was dizzying.

His hands roamed under my skirt hem, then up, under my blouse, his thumbs brushing the undersides of my bare breasts. I arched into him, grinding my soaked pussy against the hard ridge of his cock through his jeans.

“Fuck, Daddy… please.”

“Beg me.”

“I need your cock inside me, I’m fucking burning up. Cum inside me and put the fire out.”

“Maybe.”

“Come on, Dad… you’ve always been a kind and loving father.”

I panted against his mouth, my entire body trembling.

“I’ve been dripping the whole drive.”

“I know.”

“I needed you to cum down my throat — my heart was set on it.”

“The tease worked.”

“I leaked so much.”

His voice was wrecked — lower than usual, stripped of its careful control.

“I could smell you from the driver’s seat.”

“It was a tease. It worked. I’ve never felt so fucking alive, now please — fucking do me.”

My father set me on my feet and spun me so I faced the window — the blue-green lake glittering far below, mountains black against the rose-and-amber sky. He unzipped my skirt and let it fall into a puddle on the floor, then slipped my blouse over my shoulders in one rough pull. I wore nothing except a bra and beneath it — just bare, smooth skin and the wet shine already coating my inner thighs.

“Look at that. Look at you, Cassie.”

He dropped to one knee behind me, bent me forward with a firm hand between my shoulder blades, and spread my cheeks wide. His thumbs parted my swollen pussy lips, opening everything to the cool air and the darkening view.

The stench of me was sweet, slick, like honey with a hint of his musk threaded through.

“You’re fucking glistening.”

“I’ve been glistening since the turnout, Dad.”

I pushed my drenched cunt back toward his mouth.

“Please…”

“Not yet, sweetheart.”

“I need tongue… fingers and cock, too.”

He stood — the denial landing between my thighs like a struck match, and he pressed himself against my back, his cock straining hard against his zipper as he reached around to cup my breasts.

When he removed his hands, Dad pressed me fully against the glass, my nipples flattening cold against the pane, but still he reached in and pinched them — hard enough to sting, gentle enough to fold me in half.

“Unpack your bag, baby girl. Show me what ‘useful things’ you brought.”

I laughed. The tease was still on, and I was breathless, shaky, grateful for the excuse to move before my legs gave out. I bent forward to grab the duffel from the floor, making sure to arch my back and present my dripping cunt to him as I unzipped it. Two could play the tease. I could be naughty if it meant I felt the flat of his hand on my silken, burning skin.

He groaned — and the palm I needed landed on one cheek with a sharp crack that echoed off the glass — the blistering pain and instant burn tingled deliciously in my womb.

“Brat.”

“Your brat… all yours.”

I straightened, turned, and upended the bag onto the bed.

A tube of lube rolled out first — thick, clear, the warming kind that he could use to fuck my ass. Beside it was a graduated set of stainless-steel anal plugs, the two largest still in their velvet pouches. I’d brought black silk rope, neatly coiled, a small leather paddle with heart-shaped cutouts along the face, and nipple clamps with adjustable tension, the chain between them fine and silver.

My father rummaged and found the slim vibrating wand I wanked with nightly — I’d tucked it deep, almost embarrassed by it and what we’d done for months. And at the very bottom of the bag was a new collar: soft black leather with a silver O-ring and a blank tag — no name engraved yet.

My father’s eyes darkened as he catalogued each item, understanding my shame as I dribbled like a hot mess in front of him. He picked things up and set them down slowly, like a craftsman inspecting tools before a long job.

“You planned all this of this.”

“Yes.”

“For weeks?”

“I’ve been planning this since I was old enough to understand what wanting you felt like.”

“So it’s true. We’ve loved each other since—”

“Since we first met, Daddy. And then love changed, and now it’s this — you fucking me, owning me and ruining me.”

He stepped closer, picked up the new collar, and ran his thumb along the leather’s edge.

“Turn around, Cassie.”

I did.

He took one off and fastened it around my throat. It was supple, snug but not tight, the O-ring cool against my pulse point. His fingers lingered at the clasp, taking their time with something worth doing properly.

“When we’re here — when it’s just us — you’ll wear this, every time. Understood?”

“Yes, Daddy. But can you buy me another? Less obvious and more dressy — so I can wear it to dinner?”

“Yes, I will.”

He tugged the O-ring once — gentle, testing it, and my knees buckled slightly. He caught my hip and steadied me.

“Good girl.”

Dad kissed the back of my neck, just above the collar, his lips warm and deliberate — then he stepped back.

“Let me see what’s mine.”

I was already down to heels and a sheer black lace bra — barely a suggestion of fabric covering my rock-hard nipples. I unhooked it, slid the straps down, and let it fall. I kicked off the heels and stood naked except for my collar and the flush that had been living on my chest since the highway, and I let him look for as long as he needed.

“Turn around for me, Cassie.”

I turned slowly — all the way around — my chin up, shoulders back, feeling his eyes on every inch of me like a second set of hands.

Bill looked at me like I was the only thing in the world that existed. The fire lit one side of his face gold; the window lit the other. I felt beautiful in a way that had nothing to do with mirrors.

“On the bed. Face down, with your ass up. Show me how wet you still are from the drive.”

I crawled onto the duvet, my knees spread wide apart, back arched deep, one cheek pressed to the cool white sheet while I stared at the fireplace and watched its light dance across the room. Then I reached back with both hands, gripped each cheek, and spread myself completely open — pussy lips swollen and glistening, my clit a throbbing pink bead, my entrance trembling and slick, a thread of my honey pulling and breaking as cool air kissed me open.

Bill exhaled roughly — almost a word, not quite, more like an idea.

“Jesus, Cassie.”

He knelt behind me, his breath hot against my exposed skin, close enough that I felt the warmth of his mouth without being touched.

“Hands behind your back.”

I obeyed immediately — folding my wrists together at the small of my back.

He bound them with the silk rope — quick, expert knots that held without biting, just enough tension to remind me they were there with every small movement. Then he picked up the smallest stainless-steel plug, coated it generously with lube until it gleamed, and pressed the cool metal tip against my anus, prising open its tight seal.

“Breathe, baby.”

I did. Long and slow, letting my body soften around what was coming.

“This might hurt a little. But you must be stretched before Daddy fucks your back passage.”

“I want you to cum inside there so much.”

“I know and I will.”

He pushed past my seal with steady, unhurried pressure — and the plug slid into my rectum with a soft, definitive pop. The stretch was sharp and immediate, a bright sting that bloomed outward and then, as the plug settled and my body adjusted around the swan neck, the sensation transformed into a deep, insistent fullness I hadn’t expected to love as instantly as I did.

I moaned into the duvet, long and unashamed, glad to be mastered by the man who loved me utterly.

“Good girl, Cassie.”

He twisted the plug once — a slow, deliberate rotation — seating it fully inside me, making certain the flared base was gripped snugly by my ring. The cool, lubricated steel pressed against my back passage walls from the inside, a gentle but absolute occupation that shifted with every breath I took.

“That stays inside your ass until I take it out.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“Including when we leave the room. The only exception is when we ride the trails.”

My father flipped me onto my back — smooth and certain, like turning a page. He cupped the backs of my knees in his palms and spread my thighs as wide as they would go before lowering his mouth to my cunt.

The first lick was long and devastatingly slow — dragged from the base of the plug to my screaming clit — and he tasted everything: me and him and hours of wanting and the cold road drinking me like the champagne we hadn’t opened yet. I arched clean off the bed, the silk rope biting my wrists, and cried his name at the ceiling.

My father ate me like a man who had been quietly starving for years without admitting it, and now the table was set, and the door was locked.

And when I came — shaking, my thighs clamped around his head, squirting sharp and hot across his tongue — he drank every drop without lifting his mouth. He sealed his lips over me and swallowed as I pulsed and sobbed his name into the room, the fire crackling behind him, the lake dark and still beyond the glass.

He rose over me slowly, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, his cock finally freed from his jeans — thick and dark and leaking, the head flushed deep.

“Are you ready for the rest of your training, little girl?”

I looked up at him through damp lashes, the collar comfortable at my throat, plug heavy in my ass, wrists bound behind me, my heart cracked wide open.

“I’ve been ready for you my whole life, Daddy.”

He smiled — dark, tender, and possessive, and notched his cock crown at my entrance, the broad head parting my soaked lips. He held there while he watched my face.

“Then let’s begin, little girl. Every hole fucked, every rule broken, and every drop of me inside you.”

I arched up—spread wider—and whispered against his lips:

“Yes, Daddy. Ruin me. Fuck every hole, break every rule, cram every drop of you inside me—until I forget anyone else ever existed.”


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

The suite’s private deck overlooked Lake Louise like a secret held between mountains. Snow lay thick on the railings, the air sharp enough to bite, but the hot tub steamed like a promise—bubbles rolling under recessed lights, water glowing pale turquoise against the dark pines. The sky had gone indigo, the night’s first stars already sharp overhead.

My father didn’t speak as he led me outside. He’d stripped down to nothing but the open flannel shirt, his cock still half-hard from the truck and the sight of me collared and plugged. I followed barefoot across the cold teak, nipples tight from the chill, the steel plug shifting inside me with every step—a constant, intimate pressure that kept my pussy slick and trembling.

He stepped into the tub first, water parting around powerful thighs, then held out his hand.

“Get in, baby girl.”

I took his fingers, stepped over the edge, and sank down facing him. The heat swallowed me to the shoulders in one delicious rush. Steam curled between us, carrying the faint mineral scent of the springs and the clean pine of the night air.

For a long moment, we just looked at each other—his dark eyes steady, mine wide and hungry. The collar felt heavier now, wet leather against my throat, the O-ring catching faint light every time I swallowed.

“You’re shaking, Cassie.”

“It’s not from the cold.”

He reached under the water, found my knees, and drew my legs apart until I straddled his lap. His cock—thick again, fully hard—bobbed between us, brushing my inner thigh. I whimpered at the contact.

“Tell me what you want tonight, Cassie.”

I leaned in until our foreheads touched, breath mingling in the steam.

“Everything, Dad.”

He smiled—slow, dark, possessive.

“Be specific, little girl. Daddy needs to hear it.”

I swallowed, the plug shifting deeper as I rocked forward.

“I want you to own me. All of me. I want your cock inside my pussy again… deep, slow, until I’m crying for you to fuck me harder. I want your fingers—or more—in my ass while you fuck me. I want you to spank me until my cheeks glow, then lick the sting away. I want to feel your cum everywhere—inside me, on my tongue, dripping down my thighs. I want to be your perfect little slut tonight… and every night after.”

His cock jerked against my stomach. His hands slid up my back, thumbs brushing the rope marks still faint on my wrists from earlier.

“The plug is doing great work, then?”

I rocked again, letting him feel how full I already was, pressing the plug end against his cock.

“Take it out when you’re ready. Stretch me with your fingers first… then your cock. I want to feel you claim that hole too. I want it to hurt just enough that I remember who I belong to.”

He exhaled roughly, one hand cupping my jaw, tilting my face up.

“You’re sure about this, Cassie?”

“I’ve never been more sure of anything.”

“Anal sex is rough, even when done gently. There is tearing.”

“And there will be healing?”

“Yes.”

“Before our adventure?”

“This week is ours alone… the adventure comes later.”

“When I am healed?”

“Yes.”

“You must be there always, Dad. Not just there, but inside me, with others if that’s your intention for me.”

“Does being fucked by two men together excite you?”

“Yes. And you with another woman.”

He kissed me then—slow, deep, and claiming. Our tongues sliding, teeth grazing, his free hand moving under the water to grip my ass and press the plug deeper, rolling it around so the metal pressed into my soft tissue walls. I moaned into his mouth, grinding my clit against his shaft, the friction of water and skin making every nerve sing.

When he broke the kiss, he lifted me slightly, turning me so my back pressed to his chest and my legs draped over his thighs. The position opened me completely—pussy and plugged ass exposed to the night air above the steaming water.

“Hands on the edge, Cassie.”

I instantly obeyed, my fingers curling around the smooth teak rim until my knuckles whitened.

He reached between my legs, fingers finding the base of the plug. With a slow, teasing twist and a gentle pull, the stretch as it came free made me gasp, my hole fluttering at the sudden emptiness.

Cool air kissed the sensitive ring; I shivered hard.

“Here?”

“Yes.”

“Thank you, Daddy.”

“Good girl.”

He planted soft kisses across my neck and murmured against my ear while fingering my gaping hole.

“Look how pretty you gape for me already.”

His fingertip circled my loosened rim—teasing, but not entering me—while his other hand slid forward to part my pussy lips. Two fingers plunged inside my cunt, curling up against the spot that made my vision spark.

I rocked back, fucking myself on his hand, moaning into the night.

“More, Daddy… please… I need cock inside me.”

He added a third finger, stretching my pussy wide open while his thumb finally pressed past the loosened ring of my ass—slow, careful, one knuckle, then two.

The dual fullness was overwhelming. I cried out, my head falling back against his shoulder, my thighs trembling vigorously.

“That’s it, Cassie. Take it all for me.”

He worked both my holes in rhythm — his fingers fucking my pussy deep, his thumb sliding in and out of my ass until I was shaking, babbling, and begging.

“Please… your cock… I need your cock…”

He withdrew both hands, leaving me empty and clenching around nothing. Then he lifted me again, turning me to face him, guiding my knees to straddle his hips once more.

His cock stood rigid between us, thick and veined, the head flushed dark and leaking.

“Reach down between your legs, sweetheart, and put me where you need me.”

I wrapped my fingers around his cock, which was impossibly hot, impossibly hard, and I notched the head at my puckered whorl. The stretch as I sank down was exquisite, slower this time, savoring every inch as he filled my pussy again.

When I bottomed out on his cock, my clit ground against his pubic bone, and I stilled, panting, stretching, my entire body rippling in ecstasy.

“Now fill my other hole, Dad.”

He reached behind me, gathering more of the warming lube from the edge of the tub. His fingers returned to my ass—two this time, scissoring gently, opening me further.

“Relax, baby, and breathe.”

I did. When he felt my ring relax, Dad slipped his cock out of my pussy and pressed the head against my loosened rim.

“Eyes on me, honey.”

I locked gazes with him.

He pushed—slow, relentless—and the head of his cock breached my ass.

The burn was sharp and perfect. I stared at him and cried out, my nails digging into his shoulders, but I didn’t pull away. Inch by inch, my father sank deeper inside my back passage, and I stretched impossibly wide, full around his thickness with the pleasure of his fingers still working my clit.

When he was fully seated, his cock buried in my ass, fingers curling inside my pussy—I shattered.

The orgasm hit like a wave breaking: hard, endless, my whole body convulsing as I squirted around his fingers, clenching so tightly around his cock that he groaned like he’d been punched. He held me through it, one arm locked around my waist, the other hand rubbing frantic circles on my clit as he stretched my virgin hole until tears streamed down my face and I was sobbing his name.

When the aftershocks finally eased, he started to move—slow, deep thrusts inside my ass while his fingers fucked my pussy in counter-rhythm, his thumb now circling my clitoris. The dual penetration was overwhelming—fullness, stretch, friction, and pleasure everywhere at once.

I came again: smaller, sharper, almost painful in its intensity—clenching around his cock until he couldn’t hold back.

“I’m gonna fill your ass, baby girl…”

“Yes… please, Daddy… give it to me—”

He buried his cock to the hilt and came—hot, thick pulses flooding my back passage, so much that I felt it leak out around his shaft, mixing with the water. He groaned my name—raw, broken—and held me tight as he emptied everything into me.

We stayed locked together for long minutes, breathing hard, steam rising around us like a veil. His cock softened slowly inside my ass, but he didn’t pull out yet—just rocked gently, letting me feel every aftershock.

Finally, he kissed my temple, my cheek, the corner of my mouth.

“I love you, Cassie.”

I turned my face to his, tears still wet on my lashes.

“I love you too, Daddy. I always have.”

He lifted me carefully, his cock slipping free with a wet sound that made me shiver. Cum leaked from my ass, warm and thick, mixing with the water as he carried me back inside.

The fire had burned low. He wrapped me in a thick robe, dried himself quickly, then carried me to the bed.

We lay tangled together, my head on his chest, his fingers tracing lazy patterns on my back.

“Tomorrow, we start slow. More plugs and rope — more rules. But tonight… just rest. Let me hold what’s mine.”

I pressed a kiss to his collarbone.

“I am yours… always.”

Outside, the lake lapped quietly against the shore. Inside, the fire popped softly, and my father’s heartbeat steadied beneath my ear—strong, sure, home.

We rested for a while, tangled in the sheets, his fingers tracing lazy circles over my sore ass. Then he reached for the nightstand, chose a plug, coated it generously with lube, and pressed it slowly back into place—claiming me again before dinner.

Inside the Mount Fairview Dining Room, warmth hit me like a blanket. Dark wooden beams arched overhead, lanterns cast golden pools on the tables, and a stone fireplace roared in the corner, throwing flickering light across the log walls.

The place smelled of roasting game, fresh bread, and something faintly sweet—maybe the charcuterie boards the hotel was famous for. A few other couples murmured over wine, their glances noticing our age-gap, but we’d been seated at a corner table near the windows, half-hidden by a wooden divider.

It was private enough.

Dad pulled out my chair like it was the most natural thing in the world. I smoothed my skirt—simple black wool, knee-length but clinging—and I lowered myself carefully.

The moment my ass met the cushioned wooden seat, the plug shifted.

It was the medium one tonight—he’d insisted on sizing up after taking my anal virginity in the hot tub. He slicked it with warming lube while I bent over the bed, still tender and leaking his cum from earlier.

“Wear it to dinner,” he’d told me, his voice low and final. “I want you feeling me every second we’re out.” The steel base pressed flat against my cheeks, but as I settled, its tapered bulb ground deeper, nudging against that full, stretched spot inside me. A dull, insistent pressure bloomed low in my belly, right where my pussy clenched instinctively around nothing.

I bit my lip to stifle the small gasp.

Dad noticed my condition—of course, he did. He took his seat across from me, his eyes dark and amused in the candlelight, and he leaned forward just enough that his knee brushed mine under the table.

“Are you comfortable, baby girl?”

His voice was velvet-soft, so only I could hear.

I shifted, trying to find a position that didn’t make the plug rock against my walls. Every tiny adjustment ground it in further, the flared base catching on the chair’s edge and pushing the tip deeper. Heat flooded my face, and lower, and every inch of my body tingled. My thong was already damp from the walk down, and now it felt useless, soaked through.

“I’m… fine, Daddy.”

I whispered, fearful of others hearing, and folded my napkin in my lap like that would hide anything.

He smiled—that slow, predatory curve I loved—and then opened the menu.

“Good. Because we’re taking our time tonight.”

“I need—”

“Cock?”

He smiled, and I nodded guiltily.

“There is a club here… close by. Private members, isolated and discrete.”

“What sort of club?”

“The sort that caters to couples like us.”

“Swapping?”

“Yes. That first… then something else if you enjoy it.”

The thought of watching my Dad fuck another girl while her father, husband, or boyfriend fucked me, ravaged me, and the tingles of pre-orgasm swept through me.

As if to rescue me from my own thoughts and words, our server appeared—young, polite, oblivious—pouring water and reciting specials: elk tenderloin with juniper berry reduction, bison short ribs braised in red wine, sustainable trout with root vegetables.

I couldn’t focus as I ground my ass against the chair, squeezing out every ounce of pleasure possible.

Dad ordered for us both: the charcuterie to start: prosciutto, local cheeses, house-pickled things, then the elk for him, duck confit for me, a favorite, and a bottle of Cabernet that cost more than most people’s monthly rent.

When the server left, Dad reached across the table and tugged the thin silver chain of my collar—discreet under my sweater, but the O-ring glinted faintly when I moved.

“Tell me how it feels, Cassie.”

I glanced around—no one close enough to overhear—then I leaned in, my voice barely above a breath.

“It feels like you’re still inside me. Every time I move, the plug presses… right there.”

I nodded between my legs and rocked my hips experimentally, just a fraction. The plug shifted again, grinding slowly and deliberately against sensitive tissue. A spark shot straight to my clit, and I pressed my thighs together, trapping the ache.

His eyes darkened.

“And your pussy?”

“I am so fucking wet.”

I had to admit everything, my cheeks burning.

“Dripping wet. I can feel your cum from this afternoon still leaking out a little.”

“Good girl.”

He sipped his water like we were discussing the weather.

“Keep the plug in. No taking it out until we’re back in the suite. And if you’re very good through dinner, I’ll reward you later—maybe let you come on my tongue while it’s still buried in your ass.”

I whimpered softly, the sound swallowed by the crackle of the fire. The charcuterie arrived: a wooden board piled high with cured meats, creamy cheeses, fig jam, and crusty bread. Dad spread a thin slice of prosciutto with mustard, rolled it, and held it to my lips.

“Open.”

I did. The salt hit my tongue first, then the rich fat. As I chewed, I shifted again—unavoidable—and the plug nudged deeper. My breath hitched; my free hand gripped the table edge.

He watched every flicker across my face, feeding me another bite, then one for himself.

“You’re squirming. Does it hurt?”

“A little, but it’s the good kind of hurt. Like… stretching… more pleasure than pain. Reminding me who I belong to.”

“Exactly.

His foot slid against mine under the table, a subtle claim.

“You’re mine, Cassie. Plugged, collared, dripping for me in the middle of this room. And no one else knows.”

“I want to remain yours.”

He watched me carefully before speaking again, pouring more wine for both of us as a delaying tactic.

“You are worried about my suggestion of a sexual adventure?”

“I am worried you’ll drift away from me, Daddy.”

“I won’t. If you want to cancel this whole thing, we can.”

“Its not that.”

I considered the matter for a moment, holding my glass to the light.

“I want the adventure, and I think you do too, Dad.”

“I do.”

“Just like with Mom?”

“Yes.”

“And we will be careful… about us, Dad. I know you think I may change my mind once my full sexuality is understood, but it won’t. I love you. Not as a daughter, but as a man I want to raise a family with.”

He looked surprised, and I smiled at that.

“I am willing to submit, Dad, but I know what I want.”

“And what is that, Cassie?”

“I want you, and I want a promise that nothing about us, as we are now, will change.”

“It won’t.”

The main courses came: my duck confit, rich and falling-apart tender, skin crisp, served with roasted parsnips and a tart cherry reduction; his elk steak, seared rare, juices pooling dark red.

I tried to focus on the food—God, it was incredible—but every time I leaned forward to cut a bite, or laughed at something my father said, or reached for my wine, the plug ground mercilessly. Its pressure built low and steady, a throbbing fullness that made my clit pulse in time with my heartbeat. I crossed my legs, uncrossed them, tried sitting straighter, but nothing helped. It just teased.

By the time dessert arrived, a warm chocolate torte with hazelnut ice cream—I was trembling. My panties were ruined, slick clinging to my thighs. Dad fed me the last spoonful, eyes locked on mine.

“Are you ready to go back to our room, Cassie?”

“Please. I need you inside me now.”

He signaled for the check and paid without looking at the total, then stood and offered his hand. As I rose, the plug shifted one final time—deep, grinding—and a tiny, involuntary moan escaped me. He caught it, his thumb brushing my wrist over the faint rope marks still there from last night.

Outside, the cold slapped us again, but I barely felt it. His arm wrapped around my waist, and we hurried back to the suite, snow swirling in the lantern light.

The door clicked shut behind us, and I stared at him.

“What now, Dad?”

“You choose, darling.”

“I want you to make love to me, please.”

My heart was already hammering, already aching for what came next.

We had days left in this frozen paradise.

And every single one would feel like this—full, claimed, his.
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