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Stormbound Stepdaddy

Kate Granger


Chapter One

◆◆◆

The bass thumped straight through the soles of my heels and into my spine, a living pulse that matched the restless heat already simmering under my skin.

The DJ always used a very low-frequency sound, in the 20–60 Hz range. For some women, that produced physiological arousal — including increased blood flow through the pussy walls, clitoral engorgement, and even feelings of throbbing or pulsing inside.

I wasn’t some women. Play the right tune, and I would drip all over the dance floor, cumming hard without a cock, tongue, or finger.

I stood at the edge of the dance floor, my strawberry-blonde hair falling in a straight, shining sheet to the small of my back, catching every flicker of purple and electric blue from the strobes overhead. My black leather mini clung to my hips, the hem short enough that every shift flashed the tops of my thighs. The low-cut top left my breasts rising and falling with each measured breath, nipples tight against the thin fabric from the cold air and the adrenaline I could never quite shake.

My clit throbbed, my cunt ached — I needed cock.

I sipped my gin and tonic, eyes scanning the crowd like I was window-shopping for something I already knew I wouldn’t buy. Three men had tried me in the last hour. The first leaned in too close, tequila breath hot against my ear, murmuring he’d take me home. I smiled, tilted my head, then, when he moved in for an uninvited kiss, I twisted his wrist just enough to make his knees buckle before I walked away.

The second guy grabbed my waist from behind without asking; I drove an elbow into his solar plexus, left him wheezing, and kept moving. The third was bolder—tall, handsome, the kind who thought money bought manners. He offered a private table, champagne, and then his hand slid toward my inner thigh like he owned the right.

Being turned on and desperate for a cock to stretch me didn’t mean I would lower my standards — I only liked strong men, like my father.

I caught handsome’s wrist mid-reach, squeezed until the cartilage creaked, and leaned in so my lips brushed his ear. “Touch me again without permission,” my voice was low and velvet-soft, “and I’ll break something you can’t afford to fix.”

He paled. I let go and disappeared into the crowd like smoke. If I was getting anything tonight, it would be on equal terms.

Now the floor was mine again. Bodies moved around me in a sweaty, strobe-lit tide, but none of them felt sharp. None of them felt like they could match me. I wanted edge—keen, dominant, unafraid, and willing to fuck me until I unraveled and screamed their name. I hated men who begged, pandered, or crumbled the second I showed teeth. The men in the club tonight were all bluster and desperation.

They wanted to possess me. I wanted to be the one who decided who got to kneel and pray at my dripping wet altar.

I finished my drink, the ice clinking against the glass, and set it on the bar. The bartender—a woman with a shaved undercut and a knowing smirk—nodded once. I returned the nod, then turned for the exit.

The night air hit me like a wet slap when I stepped outside. It was late summer, humid, and the city still breathed heat even after midnight. Streetlights bled orange across damp sidewalks; distant thunder growled low over the skyline.

I breathed deep and tasted gin, sweat, asphalt, and the faint metallic promise of rain. My throbbing pussy was manageable, but the thoughts of getting home and fucking a wand were unappealing.

My heels clicked against the sidewalk as I strolled, my hips swaying with purpose.

I felt the eyes following me before I heard his footsteps — heavy, booted with rubber soles and matching my pace a half block behind. I didn’t look back. I didn’t need to. I knew the rhythm of a hunter who thought he was the only one hunting.

A smile curved my lips—small, cold, and dangerous.

I turned left into a narrower street, then right into an alley flanked by brick walls and overflowing dumpsters. The sound of the club faded, replaced by the drip of water from a broken gutter and the soft scuff of shoes trying to be quiet. My stalker was closer now. I could smell him—cheap cologne, stale beer, and the sour edge of entitlement.

At the dead end, I stopped and turned.

He was taller than I’d expected, with broad shoulders, and a smirk that said he thought he’d already won.

“You’ve been teasing all night, sweetheart.”

He stepped forward, eying his prize before he’d won it.

“Thought I’d see if you were bluffing.”

I tilted my head and smiled, like a girlfriend, his, my hair sliding over one shoulder like liquid gold.

“You thought wrong. You can still run away.”

“From you? Nah! I want this.”

“Okay, come and get it.”

He lunged.

I moved like water—side-stepped and jabbed a clean palm strike to his throat, my knee driving up into his groin.

“Fuck!”

“Yeah. It’s gonna ache for a few days.”

The air punched out of him in a wet grunt, and he wobbled, leaning like the Tower of Pisa. I caught his arm on the way down, twisted sharply, and used his own momentum to flip him face-first onto the damp pavement. He hit hard, cheek scraping concrete, his breath rasping.

Before he could scramble, I planted one high-heeled boot on either side of his head. My leather mini rode up my thighs, black lace panties visible to him in the weak glow of a distant streetlamp. I looked down at him, my strawberry-blonde strands falling forward like a curtain.

“You wanted me.”

I spoke softly.

“Now you’ve got me.”

He squirmed and tried to push up. I pressed the sole of my boot against his shoulder, pinning him. Then I hooked one finger into the gusset of my panties and pulled it aside.

My pussy was already swollen, my slick lips parted and glistening from the bass, the adrenaline, the power, and the sheer thrill of control. A bead of slick trembled at my tight, throbbing entrance. He stared at it, no longer struggling as the dribble gathered weight, caught the light, then slid down my inner thigh in a slow, shining trail.

“Time for you to make amends.”

“What?”

“I think you know what.”

I squatted, my knees bending slowly as I lowered myself until my slick folds sealed over his mouth and nose. The first touch of his stunned breath and a long, loud groan against my clit made me shiver. Then his tongue moved—frantic, desperate, lapping at me like a man drowning and finally finding air.

I rolled my hips once, slow and deliberate, grinding my clit against the bridge of his nose.

“Make me cum hard.”

I ordered, my voice low and rough.

“Don’t spill a drop. And I won’t take you in.”

“Cop?”

“Shut up and lick. Don’t forget, I have two holes down there. Make sure you pleasure both.”

He obeyed.

His tongue plunged deeper inside my throbbing cunt, swirling, sucking, chasing every fold. I rode him with controlled rhythm, my thighs flexing, the wet sound of my pussy on his mouth loud in the quiet alley. Rain began to fall—fat, warm drops pattering against my shoulders, sliding down my neck, dribbling between my breasts.

I arched my back, hair swinging, and ground harder, smearing my slick across his cheeks, his chin, his lips.

Then I rolled further forward, presenting my anal whorl. He hesitated, then flattened his tongue and licked across the pucker around my hole, sending me straight to heaven. I figured it was his first time rimming a girl — my favorite lesson to teach any new boyfriend, but after one lick, he was hooked.

The stalker thumbed my anus open, speared his tongue inside, and licked my soft, sensitive walls. I stared down at him, his eyes sparkling in wonder as he licked the ass of a woman he intended to assault.

When he returned to my pussy, sucking and licking hard, the pressure built fast—sharp, electric, and unstoppable. My thighs trembled and my breath caught. I clamped my hand over the back of his head, fingers tangling in his hair, holding him exactly where I wanted him.

“Suck my clit bitch!”

He clenched his lips around the base of my aching clit and sucked it out of the hood, like a baby on a pacifier. I groaned, ground my cunt hard against his mouth and chin, taking every ounce of pleasure I could.

When I came, it was sudden and vicious — my hips bucking, a low, guttural moan tearing from my throat. My pussy pulsed, squirting jets of pee and sweet nectar against his tongue, my orgasmic slick flooding his mouth in hot, rhythmic waves. I rode an immense orgasm out, grinding through every shudder, enjoying every aftershock, until my legs shook and the pleasure finally crested into stillness.

I lifted off him slowly, deliberately. His face was drenched—lips swollen, cheeks shiny, eyes wide and glassy. A thick strand of my arousal stretched from my pussy to his chin before snapping and falling onto his shirt.

I stood, adjusted my panties back into place, smoothed my skirt down, and looked at him one last time, voice calm, almost gentle. I pulled a service revolver from my clutch and pointed it at his head.

“Next time you follow a woman, she might not be so forgiving.”

“Can I-”

“Fuck off.”

I turned on my heel and walked away. The rain fell harder now, washing the city clean, but not the heat still thrumming under my skin.

My phone buzzed in my hand just as I stepped out of the alley. Ava’s name glowed on the screen. I answered, voice still rough from my orgasm.

“Hey, sis.”

Ava’s voice came through small and trembling.

“Mia… It’s Dad. He hasn’t answered my texts in two days. I drove by the house—it’s dark. I’m scared.”

“Was his car in the driveway?”

“Yes.”

“Did you check the garage?”

“His Harley is gone.”

“He’s probably at the cabin.”

“He called me a couple of weeks ago, said he missed Mom, said his life is over.”

My world tilted. The alley, the rain, the high of control—all of it crashed away in an instant. I froze mid-step, my heart slamming against my ribs.

Ava kept talking, words tumbling out.

“Mom’s been gone six months now. If he’s at the cabin, he’s alone up there with plenty of guns. I need you to come with me. Please.”

My throat closed. I could still feel the stranger rimming me, but all I could think about was our stepfather, Cade—broad shoulders, steady hands, the only father I’d ever known—sitting alone in that cedar-and-stone cabin while grief ate him alive.

“I’m coming to pick you up, Ava. Get packing. I’ll be there in a couple of hours.”

My voice cracked for the first time all night.

“We’ll drive tonight — be there for breakfast.”

“Thanks, Mia.”

I hung up.

Rain poured down my face, mixing with the last traces of my own slick still clinging to my inner thighs. The city lights blurred behind a curtain of water. Losing Mom had been a nightmare, but our father’s collapse ever since was sheer torture.

I started walking toward my car.

I was going home.

And I was never letting my father face the dark alone again.


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

The clock on my dashboard glowed 2:10 a.m. in cold blue digits as I eased my black 1969 Dodge Charger R/T to the curb outside Ava’s apartment building. The big 440 cubic-inch V8 rumbled low and throaty through dual exhausts, a sound that vibrated up through the bucket seat and into my still-throbbing core.

The rain had followed me from downtown, streaking the windshield in fat rivulets that caught the orange sodium glow of streetlights, turning the glass into a smeared canvas of light and shadow. My thighs stuck slightly to the black vinyl seat where my skirt had ridden up during the drive, the lingering slick from the tongue spearing my pussy in the alley still coating my inner thighs, cooling now into a tacky film that shifted with every press of the clutch pedal.

The scent of wet asphalt mixed with the faint, musky trace of my own arousal clinging to my skin, and underneath it all, the rich leather interior of the Charger—Mom’s favorite smell, the one that always made her lean back against the headrest and close her eyes while Dad drove.

Ava was waiting under the awning, silhouetted by the building’s security light, her black hair damp from the mist, a bulky leather holdall slung over one shoulder. She wore faded jeans that hugged her slim hips, a loose hoodie pulled up against the chill, and scuffed boots that splashed through shallow puddles as she jogged toward me.

She slid into the passenger seat with a soft grunt, the door thunking shut heavily, sealing us into the warm cocoon of the car. The holdall landed with a thud on the rear seat, zipper rattling, and she turned to me with a tired grin that didn’t quite reach her red-rimmed eyes.

“Take Dad for a ride in this, and he’ll soon cheer up.”

“He’ll have mixed feelings.”

“Yeah… I guess. Sorry, Mia.”

“Never apologize for being sensitive, honey.”

“I’m worried about Dad.”

The words hung in the humid air between us, her voice soft, hopeful, carrying the faint scent of the vanilla body spray she always wore. I felt the weight of them settle in my chest like a stone, my fingers tightening on the thick steering wheel, the worn leather warm and slightly slick from my palms.

“Cade is fine. Trust me. He’s grieving — we all do.”

My voice came out rougher than I intended, still edged from the night’s earlier exertions, my throat dry despite the humidity pressing in through the cracked window. The Charger idled patiently, the engine’s low burble vibrating through the floorboards, up into my calves, reminding me of every Sunday drive we’d taken as a family—Mom in this very seat, her hand resting on Dad’s thigh, Ava and me squabbling in the back over who got the window.

“Yeah… Mom. Sorry.”

“Stop it.”

“Okay, okay… I won’t do it again. Sorry.”

Ava’s apology was barely a whisper this time, her gaze dropping to her lap where her fingers twisted the drawstring of her hoodie. I could smell the faint salt of tears on her cheeks, see the way her shoulders curled inward, the grief raw and fresh even after six months.

I giggled and playfully tapped my sister on the leg.

“You should apologize for that hair color.”

“Yeah… I just, well, you know.”

“You don’t like looking like me.”

“Don’t say that!”

I reached across the console, my arm brushing the gear shifter, and stroked her forearm slowly, feeling the fine hairs there, the cool dampness of rain on her skin. She leaned into the touch just a fraction, her body heat radiating through the thin fabric, her breathing shallow and uneven.

My twin sister, identical in every regard, smiled at me weakly, raising a hand and pulling off a wig. I gasped, shocked.

“I love being your twin, Mia. I just hate the way guys ogle us when we’re together. Strawberry blonde is distinctive.”

“So is being six feet tall as a girl.”

“Yeah.”

“I like it.”

“I don’t.”

She curled her legs underneath herself on the seat, knees pressing into the vinyl, toes wiggling out of her boots as she settled in like she used to on long trips when we were kids. I shifted into first, the clutch heavy under my heel, and gunned the engine gently. The Charger surged forward with a deep growl that echoed off the empty storefronts lining the street.

The tires hissed over wet asphalt, wipers sweeping in rhythmic arcs, clearing blurred halos of light from oncoming traffic that was sparse at this hour. We pulled away from the city lights, the skyline shrinking in the rearview mirror, the road opening up into darker stretches of highway flanked by dripping trees and sodden fields.

I glanced sideways at my sister, the dashboard glow painting her face in green shadows, highlighting the wetness glistening in her eyes, a single tear tracking down her cheek to drip from her chin onto the hoodie. The air inside the car grew thicker with the mingled scents—wet wool from her clothes, the faint metallic tang of rain, the lingering musk between my legs that I hadn’t fully cleaned away, and the deep, oily warmth of the engine bay seeping through the firewall.

“I feel sad for Dad, Mia.”

Her voice cracked on the words, small and vulnerable, her hand reaching out to rest on the dashboard as if steadying herself against the motion of the car. Ava got the emotions, I got the razor-sharp wit, but underneath that, I was her, just a more armed version.

“Me too.”

The confession slipped out raw, my own eyes stinging suddenly, the road ahead blurring for a moment before I blinked it clear. I’d rescued the Charger from an auction house two years ago, after Dad quietly sent it there, unable to bear the empty passenger seat without Mom beside him.

The body had been solid, but the interior needed love—the seats reupholstered in the original black vinyl, the carpet replaced where years of family road trips had worn it thin, spilled sodas and sandy beach feet leaving permanent ghosts. Minor work, really, for a girl taught since she could walk how to rebuild V8 blocks, Dad’s grease-stained hands guiding mine on wrenches and torque specs in the garage while Mom watched from the doorway with lemonade and smiles.

He’d taught me everything: how to feel for the sweet spot in the carburetor jets, how to listen to the valves for that perfect rhythmic clatter, how the big 440 liked to breathe deep and hard when you opened it up. Driving it without her felt like betrayal at first, but now it felt like carrying her with us, her laughter still echoing in the cavernous trunk where we’d packed picnic baskets and beach towels.

“What about work, Mia?”

Ava’s question pulled me back, her fingers now tracing idle patterns on the dash, nails clicking softly against the textured plastic.

“I’m between cases.”

The truth was simpler than that—no active investigations pulling me into dangerous nights, no excuses for why my body still hummed with unspent need even now, the alley’s adrenaline fading into a low, persistent ache between my legs.

“Boyfriend?”

Ava tried for lightness, a small smile tugging at her lips, but it faltered quickly.

“Between those, too. I was hopeful tonight… but, nah, nobody worth more than a sniff.”

“So you got laid anyway?”

Her cheeky grin made me laugh out loud.

“I can smell sex on you, Mia.”

“Am I a dirty slut?”

“Were you?”

I stared at her, biting my bottom lip. When I nodded, she burst out laughing.

“I took what I needed from a guy who meant to do me harm.”

The words tasted sweet on my tongue, the memory of the stranger’s desperate tongue flashing hot and vivid inside me—his saliva mixing with my slick, the rain dripping down my back as I ground against his face.

I shifted in the seat, feeling the damp lace of my panties cling anew, the Charger’s rumble vibrating straight through to my swollen clit, teasing without mercy. Ava didn’t know the details, couldn’t know how I’d taken control in that alley, how the power had flooded me hotter than any gentle lover ever could. She just nodded, curling tighter into herself, the highway lights strobing across her face as we ate up the miles northward, toward the cabin, toward Dad, toward whatever darkness waited in the storm ahead.

The highway narrowed as dawn bled pale gray light across the sky, the rain easing into a fine mist that clung to the pines like breath on glass. The Charger’s wipers slowed to intermittent sweeps, smearing droplets across the windshield in lazy arcs, the big V8 settling into a steady, tireless growl that ate the miles. Ava had fallen asleep hours ago, her head lolled against the passenger window, strawberry-blonde hair—freshly revealed after the wig came off—spilling across the glass in damp strands, her soft breathing fogging the pane in rhythmic clouds. The scent inside the car had shifted: vanilla body spray now mingled with the deeper, warmer notes of sleep-sweat on her hoodie, the lingering musk between my thighs drying into a faint, salty crust that tugged at my skin whenever I moved.

We crested the final ridge just as the sun broke through low clouds, gilding the valley below in thin, cold gold. The cabin—Cade’s lodge—sat alone at the end of a gravel track that wound through dense cedar and fir, the forest so thick the sky felt pressed down upon the roof. A narrow river ran alongside the drive, swollen with snowmelt and rain, its surface churning white over black rocks, the roar of it reaching us even through closed windows. There were no other roofs or lights visible. The nearest neighbor was a mile away through impenetrable trees, and in winter, the road could be closed for weeks. Isolation was the point. Cade had built the place with his own hands twenty years ago, log by log, stone by stone, a sanctuary that now felt more like a tomb.

I eased the Charger onto the gravel, tires crunching slowly, the engine’s rumble echoing off the trees like a warning. The lodge rose ahead: two stories of hand-hewn cedar, wide windows dark, chimney cold. Smoke should have been curling from it, but there was nothing. My stomach tightened. Ava stirred as I killed the engine, the sudden silence deafening except for the river and the drip of water from overloaded branches.

The front door opened before we reached the steps.

Cade filled the frame—six-four, broad through the shoulders, the same powerful build that had once made him a force at car shows and drag strips. He was in his mid-forties now, but the years had only sharpened him: dark hair threaded with silver at the temples, jaw shadowed with several days’ stubble, eyes the color of storm clouds.

He wore faded jeans and a thermal shirt stretched tight across his chest, sleeves pushed up to reveal forearms corded with muscle and scarred from decades of wrenches and welds. The sight of him hit me like a fist to the sternum—relief, grief for our loss, something hotter and more dangerous that I refused to name.

He stepped onto the porch, his boots heavy on the planks, and the morning light caught the hollows beneath his eyes, the new lines carved around his mouth. He had raised us since we were barely one, when Mom—widowed young, still breastfeeding twin girls—met him at a classic car event in the summer heat. Cade had taken one look at her strawberry-blonde hair shining under the sun, at the two identical babies in her arms, and fallen hard. He married her within months, adopted us without hesitation, and became the only father we had ever known.

“Mia. Ava.”

He beamed from ear to ear. His voice was gravel and smoke, deeper than I remembered, roughened by disuse. He opened his arms as we climbed the steps, and I went to him first.

The hug crushed me against his chest, his arms iron bands around my back, my face pressed to the warm thermal fabric that smelled of pine smoke, engine oil, and the faint, unmistakable musk of a man who had not touched another body in months.

He felt and smelled like a stallion.

My father’s heart thudded slow and heavy against my breasts, my nipples tightening instantly against the lace of my bra. I inhaled him deeply, the scent flooding my lungs, my blood, pooling low in my belly. One of his large hands slid down my spine, settling at the small of my back, fingers splayed wide, pressing me closer.

Something firm and warm nudged against my lower abdomen through our clothes—thick, unyielding, the heat of it radiating through denim and leather. It pressed directly against the seam of my skirt, right over my still-sensitive mound, and a fresh rush of slick seeped into my already-damp panties. I did not pull away. I let the pressure linger, let my hips shift just enough to feel it more clearly, a slow grind disguised as settling into the embrace.

Behind me, Ava hugged Dad next, her less muscular frame swallowed entirely. I stepped back, shocked by my reaction, my thighs trembling, the ghost of that pressure throbbing between my legs like a second heartbeat.

I stared at my father’s crotch for what felt like an inappropriate age, and saw something there, but he caught my eye, and I veered mine to his face.

Inside, the lodge was dim and cool, the air thick with cedar and the faint, stale trace of whiskey. A fire had burned low in the stone hearth days ago; only gray ash remained. On the sideboard by the stairs sat the family photo we had taken three summers ago—Mom in the center, laughing, strawberry-blonde hair cascading over sun-kissed shoulders, her face the mirror of ours. Cade stood behind her, his arms around her waist, Ava and I flanking them in matching sundresses, all four of us glowing with lake water and happiness.

The glass was dust-filmed now, the smiles frozen, the photograph the last of its kind.

We ate a quiet breakfast of coffee and toast that none of us tasted. Cade’s gaze lingered on the Charger through the window, pain flickering across his features before he masked it. By late afternoon, the sky had darkened again, heavy clouds rolling in from the west, and the wind rattled the windows. Exhaustion pulled at me. Ava claimed the guest room upstairs; Cade disappeared into his study. I took the downstairs bedroom that had always been mine on visits, the one with the wide window facing the river.

I showered finally, the hot water sluicing away the dried slick from the alley, from the drive, from the hug. Steam filled the small bathroom, carrying away the musk of my arousal, but not the ache. I toweled off slowly, my skin pink and sensitive, nipples peaked in the cool air.

Naked, I crawled between cold flannel sheets that smelled of pine, the river’s roar a constant lullaby outside.

Sleep took me hard.

In the dream, I was on my knees on the wide-plank floor of the lodge, firelight dancing over bare skin. My father stood before me, his jeans open, his thick cock heavy in my hand, veins pulsing under my fingers, the broad head already glistening with precum that smeared warm and salty across my palm. I looked up at him, met those storm-cloud eyes, and opened my mouth wide. He fed himself to me slowly—inch by thick inch—stretching my lips, sliding his bulging, salty cock over my tongue, filling my throat until I gagged softly and tears pricked my eyes.

His fingers tangled in my damp hair, guiding my head up and down, his hips rocking in a steady rhythm that matched the river outside. The taste of my father flooded me—salt, skin, faint soap, the deeper musk of arousal. I sucked Dad’s cock greedily, hollowing my cheeks, my tongue swirling around the ridge, swallowing every drop of precious, delicious precum that leaked from his slit. His groans rumbled above me, low and broken, my name on his lips like a prayer.

“Dad!”

I woke gasping, bedsheets twisted around my thighs, my pussy clenching on nothing, slick coating my inner thighs in fresh, hot pulses. The room was pitch-black, the clock glowing 10:17 p.m., the wind howling against the eaves. I had slept the clock around.

My clit throbbed, swollen and desperate. I reached blindly for the nightstand drawer, my fingers closing around the thick silicone vibrator I always traveled with—eight inches, ridged, powerful, and the finest fuck outside of the real thing. Beside it, my trusty stainless-steel anal plug, heavy and cool, its tapered bulb gleaming faintly in the dim light.

I rolled onto my back, knees falling open wide, the cold air kissing my dripping folds. First, the plug: I brought it to my mouth, licked the metal until it shone with saliva, warming it against my tongue. Then I went lower, pressing the slick tip against my tight pucker, circling slowly, teasing the sensitive ring until it fluttered open in invitation. I broke my anal seal and pushed—slowly, relentlessly—feeling the stretch inside my back passage, the burn, the delicious fullness as the broadest part breached me and my anus closed greedily around the narrow neck. The base nestled snug between my cheeks, every shift of my hips sending sparks up my spine.

I ground the plug for a few moments, making sure its girth hit all the right spots.

The vibrator hummed to life in my other hand, low and steady. I dragged the buzzing head parting my soaked lips, coating it in my slick, then pressed it firmly against my solid clit. Pleasure detonated instantly—sharp and electric. I circled slowly at first, my hips lifting off the mattress, as I chased the vibration.

I closed my eyes, saw dad fucking me, so I opened them, feeling ashamed of myself.

Then I slid the silicone vibrator lower, parting my swollen folds where they protected the hole that was licked earlier. I thrust deep into my aching cunt in one smooth stroke, stretching wide. The ridges dragged against my walls, filling me completely alongside the plug, the dual fullness making me moan into the pillow.

I fucked myself hard—vibrator plunging in and out with wet, obscene sounds, my anal plug shifting with every thrust, the base grinding against my perineum. My free hand pinched my nipples, twisted them until they burned, then slid down to rub frantic circles over my clit while I fucked myself.

The pressure built fast, coiling tight and vicious in my belly. Images flashed behind my closed eyes: Cade’s cock in my mouth, his hands in my hair, that thick pressure against my mound earlier, the scent of him still clinging to my skin.

I came with a choked cry, my back arching off the bed, pussy clamping rhythmically around the vibrator, a fresh gush of slick soaking my fingers, then the sheets. Waves of rapturous pleasure rolled through me, my thighs trembling, anus pulsing around the plug in perfect, filthy harmony. I rode it out slowly, drawing every aftershock, until my limbs went liquid and the toys slipped from my limp grasp.

The river roared on outside, wind battering the windows, but inside I lay spent and trembling, the dream still vivid, the scent of my own release thick in the air.

Somewhere down the hall, a floorboard creaked.


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

Cade’s Point of View

I sat in the dark of the study, the whiskey glass sweating against my palm, untouched for the last hour. The wind screamed around the eaves like it wanted in, and the river outside roared its endless complaint. Everything in the lodge felt too quiet, too still—until it wasn’t.

Down the hall, from the downstairs bedroom, came a sound I couldn’t pretend I hadn’t heard. Soft at first—a caught breath, almost lost in the storm. Then another. Lower, longer. Rhythmic. Unmistakable.

Mia.

My fingers tightened until the glass creaked. I closed my eyes and tried to think of anything else, but my mind dragged me straight back to this morning, to the moment the Charger’s growl had yanked me out of the fog I’d been living in.

The rumble of that big 440 had rolled up the gravel track like a heartbeat—deep, throaty, alive in a way nothing else had felt in months. When the black car crested the rise, wet and gleaming under the weak dawn light, my chest had seized so hard I thought it might split open.

Mia stepped out first.

Jesus, she was a force. Tall like her mother had been, strawberry-blonde hair loose and wild from the drive, catching what little sun there was like living fire. The leather skirt and boots made her look dangerous, like something I’d been trying to drown in whiskey on the worst nights. She moved with that same predatory certainty she’d had even as a kid—shoulders back, chin high, eyes claiming everything they touched.

Then Ava climbed out of the passenger side. Same face, same hair, but softer all over—hoodie swallowing her slim frame, eyes red-rimmed, like she’d cried the entire drive. She looked like she needed someone to hold her together.

I don’t know how long I stood frozen in the doorway before Mia’s gaze snapped to mine. Something sharp and hot cracked between us. I forced myself down the steps.

“Mia. Ava.”

“You’ve been bad, Dad.”

Mia’s voice was low, teasing, but edged with genuine worry. She wagged a finger and shook her head. Until that moment, I hadn’t realized how much my daughters worried about me.

“You ghosted Ava’s messages and didn’t return her calls. We were scared.”

“Sorry, sweetheart. I’ve been hunting, hiking, and fishing. Just completely lost track.”

“Yeah. I figured it was something like that.”

“You shouldn’t have come all this way.”

Ava reached me first.

Her hug was gentle, familiar—her smaller body folding into mine the way it had when she was little and afraid of thunder. She tucked her head under my chin, arms wrapped tight around my waist. I could feel her trembling. I stroked her damp hair, breathing in vanilla and rain and the faint salt of tears.

“I was scared, Daddy.”

“I won’t do anything stupid, if that’s what you’re thinking.”

“I didn’t know what to think.”

I looked down into those frightened eyes and saw the same sensitive, kind soul I’d fallen for the day I first met her as a tiny baby. She sniffed, made that little sad face she used to make when the world felt too big. I kissed her cheek softly.

“Smile, Ava, and be happy. I’ve got coffee brewing and a meat stew almost ready.”

“What meat?”

“Something I shot a few weeks ago. Didn’t label it before I tossed it in the freezer.”

“Same old Daddy.”

She laughed—small, watery—and then went inside.

Then Mia came in close.

She crashed into me like a wave—warm, strong, pressing herself hard against my chest. Rain and leather and something darker filled my lungs. Her breasts pressed soft but firm through her thin top; her hips slotted against mine like they knew exactly where they belonged. My arms went around her on instinct, one hand sliding low, fingers spreading across the curve just above her ass.

And then it happened.

Blood surged south so fast my vision blurred. My cock thickened, hardened, straining against denim until the ridge of it nudged right against the heat between her legs. For one mortifying heartbeat, I couldn’t move. All I felt was the soft give of Mia’s body and the pounding of my own pulse.

She didn’t pull away.

If anything, my daughter leaned in—just a fraction—letting the pressure linger. My fingers flexed against her spine, pulling her tighter before my brain screamed at me to stop.

I let go fast, maybe too fast, but kept hold of both her hands as I created a gap between us.

“You need to stay in touch every few days, Dad. At least message Ava if you don’t have time for both of us.”

“Did you worry about me, too?”

“Not the same way Ava did. I know you’ll survive this—I know you—but your pain makes me sad, and I worry differently.”

“I loved your mother. I love both of you.”

“Mom would want you to be happy and live on.”

“People say that, but saying doesn’t make it easy to do.”

Mia finally released my hands without noticing my trembling fingers. Her gaze flicked down—quick, deliberate—to the bulge I couldn’t hide, then darted back up to my eyes. Heat flooded my face. I turned toward the door fast, praying the loose thermal shirt covered me.

“Come in, darling. Get warm.”

“Your voice is like gravel.”

“Haven’t spoken to a soul in two weeks.”

Inside, the lodge smelled of cold cedar and old smoke. I busied myself with coffee while they shed jackets and moved through the kitchen like echoes of the family we used to be. Every time Mia brushed past—reaching for a mug, leaning across the island—my skin lit up like it was trying to reach for her.

I kept my eyes on Ava instead because it was safer. She sat at the counter, her fingers wrapped around her mug, looking small and grateful when she smiled up at me. Something in my chest finally loosened.

But even then, the ghost of Mia’s body stayed pressed against mine, and the erection it caused ached.

And now, hours later, sitting in the dark with the storm howling, I could still feel it—while down the hall my fierce, untouchable stepdaughter brought herself to pieces with muffled moans that tore straight through me.

My grip tightened on the whiskey glass until the rim bit into my palm.

I didn’t move.

I just listened to Mia screaming out an orgasm just as her Mom once did, and I felt the last pieces of the man I used to be quietly burn away.

A storm that had lingered fifty miles away rolled in heavy as the afternoon bled into evening, clouds bruising the sky purple-black, wind rattling the big windows like it wanted to crawl inside. I forced myself out of the study, away from the echo of Mia’s moans still ringing in my skull, and checked the stew. It was thick, rich, and wholesome, the scent of venison and root vegetables filling the lodge. I was doing something normal, something a father does, even though my cock wouldn’t soften.

I heard footsteps on the stairs. It was Ava, soft and tentative, then Mia, heavier and deliberate, followed behind her.

My daughters had showered, but I smelled it still — that rich, earthy, feminine smell their mother filled the room with when she desperately wanted me.

Ava appeared in the kitchen doorway wearing an oversized sweater and leggings, her hair damp from a shower. It fell in strawberry-blonde waves over one shoulder, and every fiber in my being wanted to hold her. She looked younger like that, softer, the way she used to after bath time when she was five and wanted stories. My chest ached.

Mia followed in black yoga pants and a thin gray tank that clung to every line of her. She wore no bra, and the outline of her solid nipples showed faintly when she moved. She caught me looking and didn’t bother hiding a small, knowing smile.

“Something smells good, Dad.”

Ava padded over to peer into the pot. She stood close enough that her arm brushed mine, vanilla, and warm skin cutting through the savory steam.

“I was going to eat some, freeze the rest, but you two look half-starved on city snacking.”

“I’d forgotten what real home-cooked food smelled like.”

I stirred the pot harder than necessary.

Mia leaned against the counter opposite, her arms folded under her breasts, watching us.

“We are hungry. Long night, long drive, but I had a great sleep.”

“Did the storm disturb you, Mia?”

She blushed, glanced down, stared at me, and pursed her lips.

“My emotions have been running high, Daddy.”

Her eyes held mine a second too long. I looked away first.

We ate at the big oak table beside the panorama, with floor-to-ceiling windows. Rain started as we sat down—fat drops slapping against the glass, rolling thunder grumbling far off. I poured red wine for myself and Mia, chilled white for Ava. She took it with a shy smile, fingers brushing mine as she accepted the glass.

The stew was good, even if I barely tasted it. Ava sat to my right, close enough that her knee touched my thigh under the table now and then. She kept finding reasons to touch my forearm and stroke the back of my hand: when she laughed at my unlabeled-meat confession, when she thanked me again for the food, when she asked about the old bow hanging above the fireplace.

“You still hunt with that, Daddy?”

Her fingertips rested lightly on my wrist.

“Sometimes. It’s quieter than a rifle.”

“You’ll have to take me out tomorrow. Show me again.”

“I’d love to. Are you both staying for a while?”

Ava looked at Mia, always deferring to her two-minute-older, dominant sister.

“I have a couple of weeks’ leave that’s overdue. I sent a request last night. Haven’t checked my emails yet.”

“Two weeks, huh?”

“I hope so. I haven’t felt this comfortable in months.”

“Thank you, sweetheart.”

Ava gripped my hand tightly, her fingers trembling, her smile broad, from ear to ear.

“We’re here for you, Dad. We’ll hunt together, like the old times.”

Ava’s voice was soft, hopeful. I remembered teaching her to draw that bow when she was twelve, her small body pressed back against mine for balance, my hands over hers on the string. The memory sat heavily in my gut now.

Mia watched the entire exchange with that same half-smile, sipping her wine, letting Ava relax and unwind. Every so often, her bare foot would brush my ankle under the table—accidental, maybe. Maybe not.

After dinner, we moved to the living room. I built a fire while the storm closed in for real—lightning flashing white across the river, thunder exploding close enough to rattle the glasses on the sideboard. The power flickered once, twice, then held.

Ava curled into one corner of the wide leather couch, her knees drawn up, looking small against the cushions. When the next thunder boom hit, she flinched hard.

“Still hate storms, honey?”

I settled on the opposite end. My daughter nodded, biting her lip.

“Always have.”

“They seem worse up here. No lightning rods, and you feel closer to the earth, where it vibrates.”

Mia took the armchair across from us, her legs stretched out, firelight dancing over her skin.

“I like them. It feels like the world is finally matching what’s inside me.”

“Rage?”

She looked at me, her eyes wide, open like a book.

“Passionate, Daddy.”

Ava gave a shaky laugh and scooted closer to me without asking. I lifted my arm on instinct, and she tucked herself against my side, head on my shoulder, one hand resting lightly on my chest. Warm and soft, familiar and brand-new at the same time.

I should have moved away, but didn’t. My cock thickened again. Mia saw, smiled wryly, then spread her knees apart an inch, just enough that my eyes stroked along her silken thighs until shadows drew a veil across what was between them.

The fire crackled, and rain lashed the windows. Ava’s breathing slowed, but she stayed pressed close, her fingers tracing idle circles over my thermal shirt. Every circle sent heat straight to my groin.

“You okay, Daddy?”

Her voice was barely audible over the storm.

“Yeah, sweetheart.”

I had to lie.

My daughter tilted her face up. Firelight painted gold across her cheekbones, her lips. Her eyes were wide, wet from unshed tears or rain-light, I couldn’t tell.

“I missed you and this place. Missed… feeling safe. I only just realized how much.”

Ava’s hand slid lower, her palm flattening over my stomach. She sought innocent comfort, maybe. Maybe not.

Thunder crashed again. Ava startled, burrowed tighter into me, her breast pressing softly against my ribs. I felt her nipple through the thin sweater—hard from the chill or something else. My arm tightened around her shoulders without permission while my heart thudded harder than the rain slammed my cabin.

Across the room, Mia watched openly now, a whiskey glass dangling from her fingers, expression unreadable. Not angry, but curious, almost… encouraging me to touch her sister.

Ava’s hand drifted lower still, her fingertips brushing the buckle of my belt, slowly teasing or testing. I caught her wrist gently, held it there.

“Ava…”

“Just want to be close to you, Daddy,”

She moaned against my chest, her hand struggling to move.

“Please, Daddy. I want this… I need it, and so do you.”

I should have stopped it. Should have sent her to bed, poured another drink, done anything but sit there with my stepdaughter’s hand an inch from my cock while it thickened against my thigh.

But the storm roared, the fire popped, and her warmth felt like the first real thing I’d touched in months.

Mia stood suddenly, stretching like a cat.

“I’m going to shower again. Wash the road off.”

Her eyes met mine over Ava’s head

“Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do, Daddy.”

She padded away upstairs, her gorgeous hips swaying, leaving us alone with the fire and the storm.

Ava’s fingers flexed under my grip, and I loosened my hold without meaning to. She slid her hand lower—slow, deliberate—until her palm settled over the ridge straining against my jeans. A soft gasp escaped her when she felt how hard my cock already was.

“Daddy…”

Her voice trembled, but her touch didn’t. She traced the outline of my shaft through denim with feather-light fingers, exploring.

I closed my eyes. My hand moved to her hair, stroking once, twice.

“We shouldn’t.”

“I know, Daddy, but I need you. Just… let me make you feel good. Please.”

Thunder drowned whatever protest I had left.

She shifted, kneeling on the couch beside me, her small hand working my belt open with careful fingers. The firelight caught the flush on her cheeks, the parted wonder of her lips as she freed my cock—thick, aching, already leaking at the tip.

Ava looked up at me, her eyes shining, then she leaned down slowly and took me into her mouth.

Her lips felt warm, wet, and soft, gripping my cock head firmly, her tongue licking the underside. A low groan tore out of me before I could stop it. Ava’s tongue swirled tentatively around my head, tasting, learning my shape, cleaning off the thick, salty precum coating. She took me deeper, her lips stretching, driving down my shaft until my leaking crown filled her throat and she gagged, one hand wrapping around the base while the other rested on my thigh.

I tangled my fingers in my daughter’s hair—not guiding or forcing, just holding and encouraging—as she bobbed up and down slowly, sweetly, sucking my cock hard, wanking the base while the storm covered every slick sound, every ragged breath.

Upstairs, water started running in the shower.

I looked toward the hallway, guilt and lust tearing me in half, while my gentle girl sucked my cock like forgiveness and sin all at once.

The fire burned lower. The river roared. And I let her take me right to the edge—then over—coming hard down her throat with her name on my lips and her mother’s ghost watching from every shadow in the room.

My daughter showed me her tongue, coated with my seed. She swallowed, smiled, then kissed me deeply, whimpering, her hands still milking my cock.

When she stared into my eyes, I saw my daughter’s undying love.

“Sorry, Daddy… I’ve been meaning to do that for a long time.”

“And now you have darling.”

After that, Ava curled back against my side, her head on my chest, my arm wrapped around her as if nothing had changed.

But everything had.

And somewhere upstairs, the shower shut off.

A few minutes later, I listened to my daughter moaning in the shower, while the one snuggling into me stroked my cock, meaning to make it hard again.


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

Ava’s Point of View

“Will you join me, Ava?”

We stood, and my Dad pointed to the stairs leading to our bedrooms. His bottom lip trembled while I shivered, my breath hitched, and my eyes widened as the moment gripped me.

“In your bed?”

“Yes… please.”

“I… I…”

I struggled with the words, my heart thumping like crazy, my entire body on fire as my father’s semen still burned my tongue, mouth, and throat. Thick, salty ropes of it coated the inside of my cheeks, clung to the roof of my mouth, and slid slowly and like a viscous cream down the back of my throat with every swallow.

I had sucked my stepfather’s cock, swallowing every drop of his seed like a greedy slut.

Cade’s taste was rich, musky, and deliciously tangy, unmistakably male, laced with the faint bitterness of prolonged abstinence. The act of sucking my Stepdad off made my pussy clench hard between my thighs, fresh slick seeping warm and sticky into the gusset of my panties while my lips tingled, engorging at the thought of his cock spreading them wide.

My womb knotted, desperate to be planted with my father’s seed.

I stared at Cade, examining him carefully. He looked ashamed, frightened, more vulnerable than I had ever known, more even than me. His broad chest rose and fell beneath the skin-tight thermal shirt, its fabric stretched tight across muscle that had not softened despite months of grief.

His storm-cloud eyes flickered with guilt, desire, and something tender that made my heart ache. A flush darkened his stubbled cheeks, and his cock—still half-exposed from my earlier worship—hung heavy, still glistening with my saliva, the broad head flushed deep red.

A single remaining bead of precum trembled at the slit, and I licked my lips hungrily, passion oozing from every pore.

“I want to sleep with you more than anything in the world, Dad.”

“But?”

“I’m off birth control. It’s been a long time since… well… you remember Chuck?”

“Yes. That was two years ago.”

“It was never going to work out, so after him, I came off the pill and decided on celibacy until…”

My voice trailed off as shame ramped up. I stared at the ground and felt my cheeks sear hotly, the heat spreading down my neck, across my chest, until my nipples tightened painfully against the soft wool of my oversized sweater. My father cupped my chin gently, his palm rough from years of tools and wood, calluses scraping lightly against my skin. He dragged my eyes back up until his bored into mine. The contact sent sparks skittering along my jaw, down my spine, pooling hot and liquid between my legs.

“Until what, Ava?”

“Until you. Until now… I needed to suck your cock tonight far more than you needed me to do it, Daddy. I’ve wanted you for a long time.”

“We don’t have to make love right away, honey.”

“We can as long as you don’t cum inside me… not yet, at least.”

My stepfather must have thought not yet meant not until I was safely on the pill again, but it didn’t, although that was a conversation for another day. I’d fallen for Cade midway through puberty, the first time I truly noticed the way his jeans hugged the heavy bulge at his crotch when he worked on his Charger in the garage, sweat darkening the fabric under his arms, the scent of motor oil and male musk thick in the summer heat.

Mia told me it was hormones and the fact that he was such a safe man to be around. Our father had all the fabulous qualities of an Alpha Male with no drawbacks. No cupping of asses while hugging, no pressing his hardness into us, nothing inappropriate, although I would have welcomed it, would have pushed back and ground myself in, would have whimpered if he had ever let even a hint of that hunger show.

I glanced down at the bare cock I had just sucked and saw it rearing up again, thickening visibly, bulging blue veins pulsing along the shaft as blood surged back into it. That fresh bead of precum, burgeoned and welled from the tiny slit, crystal-clear and thick, catching the firelight like a jewel. Unable to resist, I stooped down, wrapped my lips around my Daddy’s cockhead, and sucked it clean again, my tongue swirling slowly and deliberately, gathering the salty droplet, savoring the velvet heat of him against my tongue. His groan rumbled low in his chest, hips twitching forward involuntarily as I pulled off with a soft, wet pop.

When I rose, I smiled.

“You have a lovely, long, and thick cock, Daddy.”

“Umm… thank you, I think.”

“It’s bigger than any I’ve had inside me. You’ll stretch me enormously when we do fuck.”

“Make love, Ava — I want to make love to you.”

“I’ll be safe seven days after I start the pill.”

My father’s cock twitched harder, rising to full hardness now, its shaft curving upward, thick and intimidating, the flushed head gleaming with my saliva. I wanted to fuck it, wanted to feel that stretch burn deep inside me as my daddy opened me up again, but I wanted to ease into whatever this new relationship was without risking pregnancy tonight.

“Maybe I can suck your cock tonight. I’ll see the doctor tomorrow and get on birth control. Would you like that, Dad?”

“Very much. But can I also…”

My father stared at my breasts, then lower, between my legs, his eyes sparkling, tongue wetting his lips hungrily, the motion slow and deliberate.

I wrapped my arms around his neck and smiled encouragingly.

“What would you like, Dad?”

“I would love to go down on you.”

I cupped my father’s head in one hand, my fingers threading through the thick, salt and pepper hair, staring intensely into eyes filled with wonder and love. His skin was warm, faintly stubbled along the jaw, and the scent of him—pine smoke, whiskey, and the deeper, animal heat of arousal—filled my lungs until I felt dizzy with it.

“I want that too, Dad. I love getting tongue… It’s just… well, I get messy down there when I cum.”

“Good.”

We climbed the stairs slowly, my hand in my father’s, the wide planks creaking beneath our weight. The storm still raged outside, rain lashing the roof in sheets, thunder rolling low and endlessly. The hallway was dark, lit only by a faint glow spilling from the master bedroom door Dad had left ajar. The air up here was warmer, thick with cedar and the lingering trace of his solitary months—faint whiskey, fresh sheets, male musk heavy and intoxicating.

Dad pushed his bedroom door wide open and stepped aside so I could enter first. The king bed dominated the room, unmade, sheets tangled from restless nights, the indent of his body still visible in the mattress. The scent hit me harder here—his scent, concentrated, like the burn in my throat, sheets carrying the sweat of lonely dreams, the faint salt of dried semen from nights he had taken himself in hand thinking of Mom, or perhaps, in the darkest hours, of us.

I turned to him and reached for the hem of my sweater, pulling it slowly over my head. My damp hair tumbled free, strawberry-blonde strands clinging to my flushed cheeks, my bare breasts bouncing slightly as the wool cleared them. My nipples felt tight, aching peaks, dark pink against pale skin, goosebumps rising across my chest in the cooler air. Dad’s gaze devoured me, his pupils blown wide, his cock straining, the veins throbbing.

My father shrugged out of his thermal shirt, revealing the broad, hairy chest I had curled against downstairs. His muscles were still stiff, scars and old tattoos telling stories of a life lived fully. His boxer briefs dropped next, kicked aside, and he stood naked, his long, thick, delicious-looking cock jutting proudly and heavily, his balls drawn tight beneath, the scent of his arousal sharp and heady now that nothing separated us.

I glanced at him, my breathing light and rapid.

“Are we…”

“We are whatever you want to be.”

“Lovers then?”

“Yes, Ava. Lovers.”

I pushed my leggings down, stepping out of them, my panties following, the soaked lace peeling away from my pussy with a wet schlick sound. My lips were swollen, glistening, slick coating my inner thighs in shining trails cooled by the air. The trimmed patch of strawberry-blonde curls above my slit was dark with moisture, and the musky scent of my arousal bloomed thick between us.

“Wow. You’re so beautiful everywhere, Ava.”

“I’m yours now. To have any place, any time you wish.”

“Really?”

“That’s how I want it to be, Daddy. I want to give myself to you… to enjoy.”

“I want you to enjoy too.”

“I will.”

Dad groaned low, stepped forward, and lifted me effortlessly, his broad hands cupping powerful fingers under my ass the way I had always wanted as he carried me the few steps to the bed. The sheets felt cool against my back as he lay me down, the faint crust of old releases crackling faintly beneath me. Cade crawled over me, his mouth finding mine in a deep, hungry kiss that melted me, his tongue sliding against mine, tasting his own semen still lingering in my mouth. I moaned into him, my legs spreading wide, knees bending to cradle his hips.

We shifted together until we lay side by side, head to toe, his face level with my dripping pussy, my cheek pressed to the hot, velvet skin of his inner thigh. His cock throbbed inches from my lips, precum beading steadily now, dripping slowly and thickly onto the sheets. I inhaled him deeply—sweat, musk, the richer, earthy scent of his balls—and opened my mouth to take him in again.

At the same moment, his hot breath washed over my soaked, tingling folds, his tongue dragging slowly and deliberately, slurping from my throbbing, soaking wet entrance to my clit in one long, savoring lick. I cried out around his cock as pleasure stabbed sharp and bright through me. My Dad groaned against my pussy, the vibration making my hips buck, and then his mouth sealed over me fully, his sharp, long tongue plunging deep inside my cunt, lapping greedily at the slick coating my walls.

I sucked my Dad’s cock harder, my lips stretching wide around his girth, tongue swirling over every ridge and vein as they slid up and down, saliva dripping down his shaft to coat his balls. We found a rhythm—slow at first, savoring, then faster, wet sounds filling the room, my pussy squelching obscenely against his mouth, his cock sliding slick and shining between my lips.

I pushed my knees wider apart, and Dad took the hint, his fingers spreading my cheeks wide, thumbs stroking over my tight pucker, gathering slick from my cunt to circle the ring until I whimpered and pushed back. One thick thumb breached me slowly, stretching my ass as his tongue fucked my cunt, and I came undone instantly—my hips grinding hard against his face, a gush of hot, watery cum flooding his mouth, coating his chin, dripping down his neck in sticky rivulets.

My father drank me greedily, his tongue never stopping, while his thumb pumped slow and deep in my ass until I shuddered through every aftershock. Only then did I feel his cock swell impossibly thicker against my tongue, filling my throat, choking me, while his balls drew tighter. I sucked his cock harder, hollowing my cheeks, my hand stroking a few inches around the base where my mouth couldn’t take.

He came with a hoarse groan against my pussy—thick, pulsing jets of semen flooding my mouth, spilling over my lips, dripping hot and viscous down my chin and neck as I swallowed what I could, the rest painting my face and hair in pearly ropes.

My throat burned as though Dad branded me while he slurped and sucked my tiny hole vigorously, drawing out every drop of my shame.

We stayed locked together long after, our tongues gentle now, lapping softly, cleaning each other with tender strokes until the storm outside quieted to a steady rain. Exhaustion pulled us under, our bodies tangled, slick and spent, his cum drying sticky on my skin, my release cooling on his face and chest as we drifted into heavy, sated sleep.

Morning light filtered pale and gray through rain-streaked windows when I woke, Dad’s heavy arm across my waist, his softened cock nestled warm against my ass. His bedroom was thick with the mingled scents of sex—salty semen, my sharper, sweeter cum, sweat-soaked sheets, and the lingering musk of spent bodies.

I slipped from Dad’s bed carefully, pulled on his discarded thermal shirt, the fabric hanging loose to mid-thigh, carrying his scent against my bare skin. Downstairs, the lodge was quiet, the fire burned to embers, and coffee was already brewing. Mia sat at the island, her legs crossed, black yoga pants clinging to her thighs, gray tank stretched tight across braless breasts, nipples visible peaks in the cool morning air. She sipped from a steaming mug, eyes sharp and knowing as they met mine.

“Did you fuck our Dad last night, Ava?”

Her voice was low, teasing, but curiosity burned bright behind it.

“Not yet. We… did other things. I want to, though. Badly.”

“I always thought it would be me first. At least to suck his cock.”

I poured coffee with trembling hands, the rich aroma mixing with the faint taste of Dad’s cum still coating my tongue.

“Are you being serious, Mia?”

“I am, but I won’t spoil anything between you and Dad.”

“I need to see the doctor today, get back on birth control. We don’t want to risk anything until it’s completely safe.”

Mia’s lips curved slowly and wickedly, eyes darkening as she leaned forward, elbows on the counter, the motion pressing her breasts together.

“Then here’s what we’ll do, little sister. When the time comes, you ride Daddy’s cock exactly how you want—take every inch, feel him stretch that pretty pussy wide—until you feel him start to throb, until you know he’s right on the edge. Then you lift off, and I’ll take him in my mouth, suck him deep, and drink every drop so nothing goes to waste.”

Heat flooded me instantly, my pussy clenching hard at the image, fresh slick dampening my bare folds beneath the shirt. I stared at her, breathless, heart pounding.

Mia smiled wider, reached across, and brushed a thumb over my lower lip, gathering a faint trace of dried semen I hadn’t noticed.

“I’d like that.”

“Good girl. We’ll make sure Daddy gets everything he needs.”

Upstairs, floorboards creaked softly as Cade began to stir.


Chapter Five

◆◆◆

Mia’s Point of View

“Why not fuck Dad right now?”

“Jesus Christ, Mia… are you fucking mad?”

I laughed, but Ava flushed bright red. I got it, the taboo scared the hell out of my twin, far less than it did me, but then, sex was far more transactional for me than it was for her. I hugged my coffee mug while staring at my sister, listening to the sounds of our father up and about.

“We’ll do it now, Ava.”

“Oh, come on, Mia… stop teasing.”

I smiled, nodded to the stairs, and headed for the door.

“If you don’t suggest it today, I will. I won’t listen to Dad fucking you all night while I lie in bed alone — we’ve always shared.”

I turned my head and saw my sister pout and flick me the bird. I laughed and went outside to stand on the deck.

I knew there was a slutty little girl inside my sister who would just love to watch me suck our stepfather’s cock after she fucked it. Hers was just buried deeper beneath layers of restraint.

The morning light was thin and watery, filtering through heavy clouds that still hung low over the valley like a bruised sky refusing to heal. It felt like rain, and a chill sank into my bones, so I returned and stood at the kitchen island, coffee mug warming my palms.

Ava moved around the room in Dad’s oversized thermal shirt, tidying, making the home cozy. Her hem brushed mid-thigh, the fabric swallowing her slim frame, but nothing could hide the glow on her skin or the faint, satisfied curve of her mouth. She smelled like sex and cedar and our father.

She caught me staring and blushed, tucking a strand of strawberry-blonde hair behind her ear.

“I’m heading into town.”

Her voice was soft but steady.

“The clinic opens at nine. I called ahead—they can see me today.”

I nodded, sipping my coffee to hide the wicked twist of my smile.

“Smart girl. Better safe than… well, you know… pregnant.”

Ava rolled her eyes, but the flush deepened.

“It’s not just that. I want to be ready. For everything.”

I set my mug down and approached my sister, wrapping my arms around her. I smelled Cade’s cum on her breath, but rather than tease, I chose to get serious.

“You want to make love to Dad, don’t you?”

“Yes. Don’t you?”

“I want to fuck him, but if that will interfere with your desire for a relationship… I won’t do it.”

“I want to share, with you, and him… Cade. I know you’ll never settle.”

“You’ll stay here, with him. I know it. I’ll come and go.”

“Do you want to explore fucking him?”

“And you… to a point, yes.”

“I got turned on about your suggestion.”

“I’d be sucking you off him.”

“I know.”

Ava shivered, and goosebumps rose on her arms. I smiled and cupped her cheek.

“Then we can make it work, Ava.”

“I’m sure.”

Upstairs, the shower shut off with a distant thud of pipes. Cade was on the move. I could picture him under the spray, water sluicing over that broad chest, down the trail of dark hair that arrowed toward the cock I’d felt pressed against me two days ago. My thighs clenched at the memory.

I wanted to fuck the man who raised me to explore a taboo. He’d been sensitive, kind, and loving during our puberty when my skin burned to be touched, pussy ached to be fucked, and my crush on him felt overwhelming. Cade was an itch I needed to scratch.

Ava heard Dad too, and she ran off, reappearing ten minutes later, fully dressed.

She grabbed her keys from the hook by the door—Mom’s old set, still on the little silver Charger fob Dad had given her years ago. She hesitated, then crossed the room and hugged me tight. Vanilla and lingering musk filled my nose.

“Will you two be okay while I’m gone, Mia?”

I stroked her back, slow and deliberate.

“We’ll manage. Drive safely. Text me when you’re on the way back.”

She pulled away, eyes searching mine.

“Mia… you’re really okay with this? With Dad and me?”

I cupped her cheek, thumb brushing the corner of her mouth. There was still a faint trace of dried salt there—his.

“I’m more than okay, little sister. I’m planning on it. You want Dad forever, I want him from time to time.”

“While I am gone… you can…”

“I will, sister dear.”

Ava’s breath hitched. She nodded once, grabbed her jacket, and slipped out into the gray morning. The gravel crunched under her tires, then faded into the river’s constant roar.

Silence settled over the lodge like a held breath.

I finished my coffee, rinsed the mug, and padded upstairs in bare feet. The hallway smelled of steam and soap and warm male skin. Cade’s bedroom door stood ajar. I pushed it open without knocking.

He was toweling his hair, wearing nothing but low-slung sweatpants that clung to damp hips. Water droplets traced the lines of his chest, catching in the silver-threaded hair. His eyes snapped to me, storm-cloud gray and wary.

“Mia.”

“Morning, Daddy.”

I let the word linger, low and deliberate, as I stepped inside and closed the door behind me. The click of the latch sounded loud in the quiet room.

He didn’t move, but his shoulders tensed.

“Has Ava left already?”

“On her way to get birth control pills.”

I walked closer, slow, until I could feel the heat radiating off his skin.

“So we’ve got the place to ourselves for a few hours.”

His jaw tightened.

“Mia—”

I stopped just short of touching him, close enough that my tank top brushed the damp hair on his chest.

“I heard you last night. Both of you — first, when Ava sucked your cock downstairs. Every moan. Every wet sound. Then, after you took her to bed, I heard how she begged when you ate her pussy..”

Color rose along his throat. His cock stirred visibly beneath the thin gray fabric, thickening against his thigh.

“I heard you cum down my sister’s throat.”

My voice sounded velvet and rough as my heart thudded loud and hard, squeezing my rib cage until I thought it would split.

“And I heard Ava when she came on your tongue. It sounded like she flooded you, Dad. Did she taste sweet?”

He swallowed hard.

“This is—”

“Wrong?”

I finished for him and reached out, my fingertips grazing the waistband of his sweats, tracing the sharp cut of muscle that dipped beneath.

“Yeah. It is. And it’s also the hottest fucking thing I’ve heard in years.”

His breath hitched. I felt the tremor in his abs under my touch.

“I’m not her, Daddy. Ava loves you deeply.”

“And you don’t?”

“I love you… differently.”

I murmured, leaning in until my lips almost brushed his ear.

“I don’t need gentle. I don’t need you to hold back. I want a man who can match me. The one who can take control when I push too far.”

“You always needed grounding.”

“You have two very different daughters, Cade.”

I let my hand slide lower, my palm pressing flat against the rigid length straining against the cotton. His cock was thick, long, and burning hot even through the fabric. A low groan escaped him.

“Mia… Christ.”

I squeezed once, firm, feeling him pulse under my grip.

“You’ve been hard for days, haven’t you? You went silent to draw us here.”

“Maybe.”

“Why?”

“Not for this, I promise you. I needed my family.”

“You could have called. Ava and I… we would have dropped everything for you. There is nothing you wouldn’t do for us. It’s the least we can do.”

“Pride is to blame.”

“Have you been wanking off, daddy?”

“Yes.”

“Over us… both of us?”

Cade gulped, his brow knitted, his eyes straining, blown wide.

“Yes.”

“I knew after that welcome hug on the porch. Ever since you felt how wet I was against you. You felt that, right?”

“I did.”

He caught my wrist, fingers like iron, but he didn’t pull my hand away from his cock. Cade’s eyes searched mine, guilt and hunger at war.

“I loved your mother.”

He spoke roughly and passionately.

“I know.”

I twisted my wrist free and cupped his jaw instead, thumb stroking the stubble.

“And we loved her too. But she’s gone, Dad. And we’re still here. All three of us. Burning away with desire. God, I want to fuck you so badly. I can smell Ava’s desperation to slide her tight pussy down your cock.”

His hand came up to cover mine, pressing my palm harder against his face. His eyes closed for a second.

“I don’t know how to do this without breaking everything.”

“You won’t break us. We’re already broken. This might be how we put the pieces back together. As long as we understand what each of us wants.”

He opened his eyes. Something shifted behind the storm clouds—resignation, maybe. Or surrender.

I leaned in and kissed him.

Not softly or tentatively. I took my Dad’s mouth like I took everything I wanted—teeth and tongue and raw need. He froze for half a heartbeat, as if resistance might come, then he groaned deep in his chest and kissed me back just as hard. His hands gripped my hips, fingers digging into flesh through thin yoga pants, pulling me flush against the steel bar of his cock.

I rolled my hips once, slowly and deliberately, grinding my swollen pussy lips against him, getting traction on my throbbing clit. My father shuddered, breaking the kiss to drag his mouth down my neck, teeth scraping skin.

“Fuck.”

He paused there, his lips pooling heat into my neck and he muttered against my throat.

“You taste like trouble.”

I laughed, low and throaty, and nipped his earlobe.

“Good. I want to be your favorite kind.”

His hands slid under my tank, palms rough and warm against my back, dragging the fabric up and off in one motion. My breasts pressed to his bare chest, my nipples tight and aching. He cupped one roughly, thumb flicking the peak until I hissed.

Then he stopped.

Pulled back.

Chest heaving, eyes dark and tortured.

“We can’t. Not like this. Not while she’s—”

“While she’s what? Getting ready to fuck you?

I stepped close again, not letting him retreat.

“Ava wants this, too, Dad. She told me. She wants to share you with me.”

He stared at me, stunned.

“She said that?”

“This morning over coffee. She wants to ride you until you’re ready to explode… and then watch me take every drop down my throat so nothing’s wasted.”

A visible shudder ran through him. His cock jerked against my belly.

“Jesus Christ, Mia.”

I smiled, slow and sharp.

“We’re a package deal, Daddy. You get both of us. Or neither. I won’t fuck you first, but I will fuck you, and I’ll clean your cock after you fuck Ava too.”

My father closed his eyes, his jaw working. When he opened them again, the guilt was still there—but the hunger had won.

He reached past me, locked the bedroom door with a soft click.

Then he looked at me, voice low and dangerous.

“We can’t fuck yet, Mia.”

“No.”

“Take off the rest of your clothes.”

I did.

Slowly.

Yoga pants sliding down my hips, pooling at my feet. No panties underneath—just slick, swollen lips already glistening for him. His gaze raked over me like fire.

He stepped forward, cupped my face in both hands, and kissed me again—this time slower, deeper, like he was memorizing the taste.

When he pulled back, his voice was gravelly.

“On your knees, baby girl.”

My clit throbbed at the command, and even while dominance burned hotly inside me, I obeyed the only man who had ever compelled me to submission.

I sank to my knees willingly, palms sliding over his abs, hooking into the waistband of his sweats. I tugged them down slowly, watching his cock spring free—thick, flushed, a bead of precum already trembling at the slit.

I looked up at him, met those storm-cloud eyes, gripped the base of my father’s cock, and licked off that salty treat in one slow stripe of my flattened tongue.

Cade groaned, fingers threading into my hair—not guiding yet, just holding.

I smiled against the head.

“We’ve got hours, Daddy. Let’s not waste them.”

Outside, the river roared on, indifferent. Inside, the last walls came down.

I drove my lips up and down my father’s long, thick shaft, determined to drain his semen without fucking him. Ava knew this would happen, but she trusted me to let her enjoy our father inside her first. She wanted him forever.

I gagged on my Dad’s thick cock as the salty head crammed down my throat. As I snorted through my nose, choking, enjoying the moment of submission, Cade grabbed my head and began fucking my throat gently.

I reached around my father, dug my sharp nails into his cheeks, parting them, imagining Ava on her knees, rimming his anus while I teased his orgasm. I gripped his cock tighter, wanking the base of his shaft, twisting sharply while his knees knocked, wobbly into my shoulders.

My father leaned more heavily on me, his body stiffening as I took his full gnarly length on each stroke, choking myself until my lips kissed his pubic bush and my nose ground against his pubic bone.

Cade was in his groove, fucking my face gently as I kept my teeth out of the way, massaging and milking his shaft with my throat while my tongue curled around his swollen, throbbing, creamy crown.

I spread Dad’s cheeks wider apart and pressed a finger to his puckered hole, rubbing the ridges that disappeared inside him. I sucked faster, harder, spurred on by his groans, grunts, and moans, enjoying being used as a cum slut. My dominant character loved the juxtaposition of me sucking my father’s cock, submitting to him utterly.

I could never do this with another man.

I wanked my father’s gorgeous cock faster, feeling his body close to orgasm. I inserted a finger inside his back passage, feeling for his prostate. When I found it, I massaged the soft gland on my fingertip, burying his cock deep in my throat.

My father’s cock twitched and jerked, squeezing the side walls of my throat as he squirted a hot, sticky, burning load of semen down my throat. I swallowed and choked while massaging more cum out of him with both my hands.

I swallowed convulsively around the pulsing head, milking every thick rope he gave me. Cade’s fingers tightened painfully in my hair, holding me flush against his groin as the last spurts coated the back of my throat and tonsils—hot, bitter, and abundant. The taste of him was overwhelming: salt and iron and the faint, unmistakable musk of a man who hadn’t come this hard in months.

When my father’s spasms finally eased, I pulled back slowly, deliberately, letting his spent cock drag across my lower lip, painting it glossy. A final thick strand of semen stretched between the flushed crown and my tongue before snapping. I looked up at him through damp lashes.

Cade’s chest heaved, and his storm-cloud eyes were glassy, pupils blown, the harsh lines of guilt and grief momentarily smoothed by raw, animal relief.

I licked my lips, slow and obscene, tasting him again.

“Do you still think we’re breaking everything, Daddy?”

My voice was hoarse from the throat-fucking, but I managed a giggle while licking my father’s cum off my lips.

Cade exhaled a shaky laugh that sounded more like surrender than humor. He reached down, cupped my jaw with surprising gentleness, thumb tracing the swollen curve of my bottom lip where his cum still glistened.

“You’re going to ruin me, Mia.”

“I promise.”

The edge in my voice softened. I let him see the truth underneath the bravado: this wasn’t just about power or taboo for me either. Not entirely.

Dad helped me to my feet. My knees ached from the hardwood, and my thighs were slick with my own arousal. When I stood, Dad pulled me against him—chest to chest, skin still damp from his shower—and he kissed me.

This time, it wasn’t desperate or punishing.

It was slow, deep, and grateful. Cade’s tongue swept into my mouth, and he tasted himself on me, groaning softly at the filthy intimacy of it. One large hand slid down my spine, cupped my ass, and squeezed once, possessive without aggression.

When he broke the kiss, his forehead rested against mine.

“I needed that. More than I want to admit.”

“I know.”

“I need Ava too.”

“You have us both, the same, but different.

He glanced toward the locked door, then back at me.

“And Ava… she really said—”

“She did.”

I pressed a finger to his lips before he could spiral back into guilt.

“She wants your cock inside her. She wants to feel you stretch her, fill her, make her yours in the way only you can. And when you’re right on the edge, when you’re throbbing and ready to pump her full… she wants to climb off and watch me finish you. I’ll swallow every drop so there’s no risk, no mess, no accident. Not yet.”

Cade’s cock—still half-hard against my stomach—gave a tired twitch at the words.

“Christ. You two are going to kill me.”

“Only in the best ways, Dad.”

I stepped back, giving him space, letting him see me fully: naked, flushed, lips swollen, chin shiny with traces of his release. I didn’t cover anything up. I wanted my father to look because I needed him to remember exactly who—and what—he was choosing.

“Shower, Dad — again. You smell like sex and guilt. Ava deserves to come home to you clean.”

“Will you explain?”

“Of course.”

My father huffed a quiet laugh, shook his head like he couldn’t quite believe any of this was real, then nodded.

While the water started running again in the ensuite, I gathered my clothes from the floor, slipped back into the yoga pants and tank—leaving the wet spot between my thighs as a private reminder of what was yet to come—and I padded downstairs.

The lodge felt different now. The air was heavier, scented with pine, river damp, and the faint lingering musk of what we’d just done. I started a fresh pot of coffee, moved around the kitchen the way Ava had earlier—straightening, tidying, making the space feel lived-in again. Domestic. Normal.

Except nothing about this was normal anymore.

My phone buzzed on the counter. It was a text from Ava.

“Just got called in. Doc running late, probably another 45 min. Everything okay there?”

“Everything is perfect. Dad is showering ready to make love to you.”

“Did you…?”

“I took very good care of him. He’s clean and fed and thinking about you.”

“I wanted you to suck our Dad’s cock.”

“I know. I did.”

“Good.”

“Come home soon, little sister. We’re waiting.”

Three dots appeared. Disappeared then appeared again.

“Mia. I’m nervous and excited, and a little jealous, but mostly… thank you for understanding.”

“We always share, remember, even the big things?”

See you soon.

I set the phone down as the shower cut off upstairs.

A few minutes later, Cade appeared at the bottom of the stairs wearing fresh jeans, a skin-tight, clean black thermal, his hair still damp and finger-combed. He looked… steadier. The hollows under his eyes were still there, the grief hadn’t vanished, but something had shifted. The weight on his shoulders looked lighter, even if only by a fraction.

He crossed to me, stopped close enough that I could smell soap and clean skin.

“Thank you, Mia.”

I arched a brow.

“For the blowjob or for not letting you drown in your own head?”

“Both.”

He gave me a small, crooked smile.

“Mostly the second.”

I reached up, brushed a damp strand off his forehead.

“We’re not done, Daddy. Not by a long shot.”

His hand caught mine, held it against his cheek for a long moment.

“When Ava gets back…”

He swallowed and stared down at the floor. I cupped my father’s chin, lifted his head, and smiled.

“You can say anything to me, Dad.”

“I want this to be right. For her and you. For all of us.”

“Then we do it right. My sister fucks you first. Slowly and sweetly, the way she needs it. And when you’re right there, when you can’t hold back anymore… You tell her. She’ll know what to do.”

He exhaled, long and shaky.

“And you?”

I smiled—slow, wicked, honest.

“I’ll be right there. Watching and waiting — ready to take what she can’t yet.”

My father nodded and smiled. Outside, distant tires crunched on gravel. Ava was coming home.

The river kept roaring, indifferent as ever.

But inside the lodge, the air crackled with promise, with hunger, with the beginning of something none of us could walk back from.

And for the first time in months, it didn’t feel like the end of anything.

It felt like the beginning.


Chapter Six

◆◆◆

Mia’s Point of View

The phone pressed warm against my ear, its glass slick from a faint sheen of sweat on my palm. Captain Reyes’ voice crackled through the line, thick with reluctance, the background hum of the precinct bullpen filtering through like distant static.

“I’ll be a couple of weeks, Captain. I’m due the time off, and I applied.”

“I know, Mia… I know, and… but-”

“No buts this time. It’s family.”

And I had just sucked my stepfather’s thick, veiny cock. That would take time to adjust to. Cade flooded my throat with ropes of hot, salty semen that still clung viscous and creamy to the back of my tongue, coating my tonsils in a lingering, musky film that made every swallow taste of him.

“There’s been a homicide.”

“Don’t care. This is more important.”

A long pause stretched heavy, filled only by the soft clink of Cade’s coffee mug against the oak table as he set it down. I eyed my father across the sun-dappled kitchen, his broad shoulders hunched slightly in the clean black thermal shirt that stretched tight across his chest. The fabric exuded the fresh scent of soap and deodorant spray from his second shower. His storm-cloud eyes met mine and I tingled low in my stomach. He offered a small, awkward smile that tugged at the silver-threaded stubble along his jaw.

I licked my lips slowly, deliberately, letting my tongue glide over the swollen lower curve where traces of his dried cum still flaked faintly, its salty residue burning pleasantly against sensitive skin. It had been a long time since I sucked any man’s cock as enthusiastically as I had my father’s.

I parted my lips wider, showed Cade the flat of my tongue glistening with saliva and the lingering sheen of his spend, then grinned wide, feeling the stretch of him in my cheeks and throat.

Dad’s pupils dilated instantly, a crimson flush creeping up his thick neck, and I watched the fresh bulge in his jeans twitch visibly beneath the denim, thickening again with renewed blood.

“I’ll put Butcher on the case.”

“He’s good.”

“He’s not you.”

“Two weeks, Cap. I’m due.”

“Take care, Mia.”

I disconnected the call with a soft beep, the screen fading to black as I set the phone down on the counter with a quiet clack. The air in the lodge hung thick with cedar resin, fresh coffee, and the deeper, underlying musk of sex that still permeated every corner. I smelled the sharp tang of Ava’s dried slick on the couch cushions where she’d leaked the previous evening and the richer, earthier scent of Cade’s semen on my own breath.

I crossed the wide-plank floor in bare feet, the cool wood kissing my soles as I approached my father. He sat motionless, watching me with that mix of hunger and lingering guilt etched deep in the lines around his eyes. I swung one leg over his lap without hesitation, straddling him in the sturdy oak chair, my leather mini skirt riding up immediately over my hips, the hem bunching high enough that the damp lace of my black panties pressed directly against the rigid length straining beneath his jeans.

I eyeballed him and ground down slowly, deliberately, feeling the wet cotton gusset mold to my swollen folds. The thick, slick seeping from my arousal smeared warm and sticky across my father’s rough denim as I dragged my throbbing clit along his hardness. The friction sent sparks skittering up my spine, my inner walls clenching greedily on nothing, fresh nectar pulsing out to soak through the fabric even more.

“Don’t get all ashamed, Dad.”

“Something about this feels wrong.”

“No… that’s bullshit… it feels naughty because you raised us, bathed us, taught us how to skate, climb sheer cliffs, and mountain bike. Nothing about this is wrong. We’re all consenting adults, no blood relations.”

“I have two of you. It feels greedy.”

“You have Ava, Dad.”

He stared at me for a long, heavy moment, confusion flickering across his rugged features, his breath warm against my collarbone as I leaned closer. The scent of him—clean soap layered over the faint, persistent musk of his earlier release—filled my lungs until my head swam. I kissed him deeply, my lips burning against his stubbled mouth, the coarse hairs scraping deliciously as our tongues tangled slowly and wet, saliva mingling in slick strands that stretched and snapped when we shifted.

My body trembled violently, deep inside my womb and pussy coiling tighter and tighter, a desperate, aching knot of need that made my thighs quiver against his. His tongue found mine with growing confidence, our connection electric and perfect, righteous and sound, my hormones surging through every fiber like wildfire, igniting my blood until my nipples peaked stiff and painful against the thin fabric of my tank top, rubbing exquisitely against his thermal shirt.

When our lips finally parted with a wet, obscene sound, a thick strand of mixed saliva bridging between us before breaking and falling warm onto my chin, I saw raw sadness still swimming in my father’s storm-cloud eyes. It was the grief for Mom never fully gone.

“I want to fuck you often, Dad. Ava wants more.”

“I know, but-”

“I’m kinky. I love being fucked in the ass, and want both my holes drilled at the same time sometime soon. I love fucking black guys too, and women. I’m not monogamous, Dad. I spank my guys, face-sit them till I cum, use their cocks and fuck them hard, and expect them to drill me for hours.”

“I guessed, but-.”

“But when I am with you and Ava, I am yours, but I can’t be faithful like she can.”

“I-I-I-”

The distinctive scrunch of gravel under the Charger’s wide tires echoed from outside, rubber biting into the wet stones as Ava pulled up close to the Lodge’s porch. I ground the soaked cotton patch around my tight, throbbing entrance harder against my father’s jeans, feeling the ridge of his cockhead nudge insistently against my covered hole through the layers, and I smiled wide, my teeth grazing his lower lip.

“We can discuss all of this later.”

“But-”

I pressed a single finger to his lips, feeling the plush warmth and the faint taste of coffee there, and beamed brightly, my strawberry-blonde hair falling forward in a shining curtain around us.

“Ava’s here. It’s time you stretch that little girl and use me as your safety valve.”

“I want anal sex too.”

The words blurted out, sudden and raw, shocking me to my core. I had never imagined my father as particularly kinky, always the steady, loving rock, but here he was opening up, vulnerability and desire cracking through his grief-hardened shell just as I had hoped. A fresh gush of slick flooded my panties at the thought, the warm liquid soaking through my gusset, trickling down to coat my inner thighs.

I kissed him quickly, fiercely, my tongue spearing into his mouth for one last possessive taste, then pulled back as the front door creaked open.

Ava stepped inside, her cheeks flushed from the cool morning air, her strawberry-blonde hair slightly tousled from the drive. When she neared, I smelled the faint, clinical scent of the doctor’s office mixed with her familiar vanilla body spray. Her eyes found us immediately—me straddling Cade’s lap, skirt hiked high, hips still subtly rocking—and a shy, knowing smile curved her lips.

“Did you fuck Dad?”

“I promised I wouldn’t, but you have no idea-”

“Oh, I do. I want our father inside me so badly.”

“I sucked Dad’s cock.”

“Good. He will last longer fucking me.”

Ava grinned and crossed the room in quick, light steps, her boots soft on the planks. She wrapped her arms around me from the side, hugging me tight against her smaller frame. Her breasts pressed soft and warm through her sweater against my arm, her breath hot against my neck as she nuzzled close.

One of her hands slid down curiously, boldly, between my thighs where I straddled our father, her fingers brushing the soaked lace of my panties before tracing lower, finding the thick, iron-hard bulge of Cade’s cock straining beneath his denim, pulsing hot and alive under the pressure of my grinding.

“He’s hard.”

“Ready for you, Ava.”

Ava’s eyes widened slightly, her breath catching as she felt how rigidly aroused Dad was. His heat radiated through the fabric into her palm and my swollen, damp lips. She squeezed gently, experimentally, and Cade groaned low in his chest, the vibration rumbling through me where our bodies connected.

I stared at Ava and shook my head.

“You’ll need to stop, Ava.”

“Why?”

“We’re crossing the Rubicon.”

“Ahh, yes… sorry.”

Ava leaned across me, her vanilla-scented hair brushing my cheek, and kissed our father deeply on the mouth—slow, tender, full of the gentle love she carried for him—her lips molding soft and wet against his, tongues visible sliding together in a glistening dance.

She did not kiss me, thank god.

The master bedroom smelled thick and heady with layered scents—cedar from the log walls, faint lingering whiskey from lonely nights. It also carried the sharper tang of fresh arousal blooming hot and wet between my thighs as I watched Ava undress slowly in the golden afternoon light filtering through rain-streaked windows.

My sister peeled away her sweater first, its soft wool dragging over her head to reveal pale skin flushed pink with anticipation. Her breasts bounced free, smaller than mine, cuter too, her nipples already tight dark-pink peaks that begged for touch. Ava’s jeans followed, sliding down slim hips with a soft rustle, the denim pooling at her feet before she stepped out, kicking them aside.

Ava wore no panties underneath—just her trimmed strawberry-blonde curls dark with moisture, her swollen lips glistening visibly. Her arousal already trailed from a hole desperate for our father’s cock, slick in shining threads dribbling down her inner thighs.

She saw me looking and smiled awkwardly.

“From the drive home and knowing what waited.”

“Dad’s cock?”

“I want him inside me so badly.”

“We discussed it, and I explained my position.”

“Good. Honesty is important now. I want to share with you, Mia.”

“We will, honey. This is the beginning.”

Cade stood at the foot of the king bed, his black thermal shirt stretched taut over his broad chest, jeans unbuttoned but still clinging low on his hips. The thick outline of his cock strained obscenely against the zipper. His storm-cloud eyes devoured Ava, hunger and tenderness warring in their depths as she approached him naked, vulnerable, and radiant.

I stayed near the door at first, leaning against the frame in my tank and rucked-up skirt, watching. Ava and Cade connecting sexually was important, even though my pussy throbbed relentlessly for his cock to stretch me too. My lace panties were soaked through and clinging sticky to every fold. I panted, and the air felt charged, heavy with the river’s constant roar outside and the wet, rhythmic sound of our collective desperation.

My father was finally going to fuck his twin stepdaughters.

Ava reached Cade quickly, her smaller hands sliding up his chest, fingers curling into the thermal fabric as she rose on tiptoes to kiss him again—deeper this time, both mouths opening wide, their tongues tangling slowly and wet, saliva glistening at the corners as they shared breath and taste.

I reached into my panties, slid two fingers over my throbbing, sticky clit, and squeezed them inside my tight hole.

Cade’s large hands cupped my sister’s ass, squeezing the firm flesh, lifting her slightly so her slick folds dragged against the rough denim over his bulge. Ava moaned into his mouth, the sound vibrating through the room, her hips rocking instinctively to grind her clit against him. My womb shimmered as I fucked myself slowly, warming up my tight cunt.

When they broke apart, strands of saliva stretching and snapping, Cade’s voice came rough and low.

“I need you, Ava. All of you.”

“I am yours. I have been for more than ten years.”

I watched agog. Ava nodded, her eyes shining wet with emotion and desire. Together, they turned toward the bed. Cade shrugged out of his thermal shirt, revealing a broad, hairy chest that I imagined still held the ghostly marks of last night’s passion, silver-threaded hairs catching the light.

His jeans dropped next, kicked aside, and his cock sprang free—long, thick, and flushed deep red, veins bulging and pulsing along the shaft. His broad, circumcised head already glistened with a fat bead of precum that trembled and threatened to fall.

My mouth watered.

I moved then, drawn forward by the heat, shedding my own clothes as I went—tank top pulled over my head to free my heavier breasts, nipples hard, aching peaks. I unzipped my skirt and shimmied it down my hips, my damp panties peeled away last with a wet schlick as the soaked lace separated from my dripping cunt.

I stared down at my shame and watched strings of arousal stretching long before breaking.

Naked, with sticky slick coating my inner thighs in cooling trails, I crawled onto the bed beside them, the sheets already carrying the faint crusty stains and musky scent of last night’s oral worship.

Cade lay back against the pillows, his cock jutting proudly and heavy upward, pulsing visibly with his heartbeat. Ava straddled his thighs first, her knees sinking into the mattress on either side of him, her dripping pussy hovering just above his shaft, her engorged, glistening lips parted, clit swollen and peeking from its hood.

I knelt between my father’s spread legs, close enough that his musky heat filled my nose—sweat, arousal, the deeper earthy scent of his balls drawn tight beneath the base. I wrapped my fingers around his thick shaft, feeling the velvet heat throb under my grip, his slick precum smearing warm across my palm as I stroked once, slow and deliberate, coating him in his own leakage.

Then I leaned down and took him into my mouth—my lips stretching wide around the flared head, tongue swirling through the salty precum pooled in the slit. I sucked gently to draw out more cream as I cleaned every inch of Dad’s cock, saliva flooding my mouth to mix and drip in thick strands down his length.

I inhaled, caught my sister’s sweet arousal, and my body tingled all over as the feral demon in me took charge.

As I sucked his cock, Cade groaned deeply, his hips twitching upward involuntarily, pushing deeper until the creamy, salty head nudged the back of my throat. I held him there a moment, my throat fluttering around the intrusion, before pulling off with a wet pop, his cock now shining glossy with my spit, veins gleaming.

I looked up at Ava, met her wide, hungry eyes, and held Cade’s slick shaft straight upward, pointing it directly at her soaked entrance like an offering.

She lowered herself slowly, her knees trembling, her swollen lips kissing the broad crown first—parting around it, slick coating the head in her nectar as she sank down our father’s cock inch by thick inch. The stretch inside my sister was apparent, her tight hole flowering open around Dad’s girth, her inner walls gripping visibly as they swallowed his cock, a creamy ring of her arousal already forming where her lips met his shaft.

Ava groaned like a lioness, and her head fell back, strawberry-blonde hair cascading down her spine. She stared up, another low, keening moan spilling from her throat as she took Dad’s cock fully, her ass finally settling against his heavy balls, the fullness making her belly bulge faintly with his depth.

“Daddy is balls deep inside you, sis.”

“So fucking good… god, I needed this years ago.”

“You have him now.”

“His cock is throbbing inside me.”

“Milk him.”

Cade’s hands gripped Ava’s hips, his fingers digging into soft flesh, holding her steady as she adjusted, her inner walls fluttering and clenching around the balls’ deep invasion.

I watched every detail—the way her slick dripped steadily down his shaft to pool warm and sticky in his pubic hair, the way my sister’s clit throbbed visibly above where they joined, and the faint tremor in her thighs as she began to rock back and forth, grinding her swollen slit into his pubic bush.

Then I moved upward, cocking a leg over and straddling Cade’s chest first, my own dripping cunt leaving wet trails across his skin as I positioned myself over his face. I planted my knees on either side of my father’s head, facing Ava directly so our eyes locked.

She ground harder, moaning deeply, stretching inside while she milked Dad’s cock.

Cade’s hot breath washed over my soaked folds first, making me shudder, before his strong hands gripped my ass cheeks, spreading them wide, his thumbs brushing my tight pucker as he pulled me down onto his waiting mouth.

The first long lick of his flat tongue dragged from my throbbing entrance to my rock-hard clit, his tongue broad and firm. My father gathered my slick in a loud, slurping pass that made obscene wet sounds echo in the room. I ground down hard, smearing my juices across his lips, nose, and chin, and I felt his stubble scrape deliciously against my sensitive inner thighs.

Dad speared his tongue deep inside my cunt then, fucking me with it in steady thrusts, the muscle thick and insistent, her curled it to lap at my walls while his nose ground against my clit. Pleasure detonated sharp and electric through me, my hips rolling instinctively to chase more.

Across from me, Ava began to ride our father’s cock in earnest—lifting up until only the head remained inside, her creamy arousal coating his shaft in thick, glistening ropes. Then, with a wide grin and long groan, she slammed back down to take him fully, the wet slap of her ass against his thighs loud and rhythmic.

Ava’s breasts bounced with each movement, her nipples hard points, her face flushed deep pink, mouth open in constant moans as Dad’s long, thick, veiny cock stretched her relentlessly, the bulge in her lower belly visible with every deep thrust.

I leaned forward, cupping her hips, helping to lift her up and down Dad’s cock while he rimmed my anus, then sucked my clit, humming deeply down the knotted, tingling nerves. Ava cried out sharply, riding him faster, her slick splattering audibly with each descent.

Cade’s tongue never stopped pleasing me—plunging deep inside, swirling, his lips clenching around and sucking my folds into his mouth, drinking every fresh gush of nectar. My arousal flooded his face in hot pulses, and it felt natural — I was unashamed. Dad’s stubble burned my thighs raw, his groans vibrating straight into my clit until I teetered on the edge.

Ava’s eyes met mine, wild and desperate, her rhythm faltering as she ground down hard, circling her hips to feel him stir deep inside her.

She nodded once—sharp, urgent.

I leaned forward immediately, grinding my cunt into our father’s mouth, his chin drenched and shining with my slick, strands stretching from my pussy to his lips as I moved.

Ava rose up swiftly, her tight hole clinging to his cock as she lifted, a thick ring of creamy froth coating the shaft, her own release dripping in heavy strands from her stretched entrance as the head slipped free with a wet pop.

I took my father into my mouth instantly—my lips sealing around the slick, pussy-coated crown, tasting Ava’s sweet-sharp nectar mixed with Cade’s salty precum in a filthy, intoxicating blend. I sucked hard, my tongue swirling through the mess, my throat opening to take him deep as my hand pumped the base slick and fast.

Ava’s fingers ran through my hair as she cupped my head, forcing my lips further down our father’s cock.

Cade’s hips bucked upward, a hoarse groan tearing from his throat as his cock swelled impossibly thicker against my tongue.

At the same moment, I ground my throbbing cunt on his face again, lowering my hole into his open mouth just as my own orgasm crashed through me—pussy clenching hard, squirting hot jets of slick across his tongue and down his throat in rhythmic pulses.

My Dad drank greedily, tongue spearing deep to catch every drop, while his cock erupted in my mouth—thick, burning ropes of semen flooding my throat, coating my tongue, spilling over my lips as I swallowed convulsively, milking every pulsing spurt until his balls emptied completely.

Ava watched it all, her fingers buried in her own pussy, rubbing frantic circles over her clit as she came again from the sight alone, fresh slick splattering onto Cade’s spent cock and my chin.

We collapsed together in a tangle of sweat-slick limbs, the sheets beneath us soaked and stained with mixed releases, the air thick with the raw, animal scent of family finally, fully claimed.


Chapter Seven

◆◆◆

Ava’s Point of View

Moonlight spilled through the wide windows in thin, silvery sheets, painting pale stripes across the tangled sheets that clung damp and heavy to my sweat-slicked skin. The air in the master bedroom hung thick and humid with the raw, lingering musk of our earlier fucking.

The sharp, salty bite of Daddy’s thick semen was still in crusty streaks across my inner thighs and lower belly where Mia spilled a few drops. That smell mingled with the sweeter, earthier tang of my own slick that had gushed in hot, rhythmic jets when I came on his cock.

I also noted a deeper, animal heat of Mia’s arousal that had smeared glossy trails across Daddy’s chin and chest when she ground her swollen pussy against his mouth. Every breath I drew pulled those scents deep into my lungs, coating my tongue, making my womb clench with fresh, aching need even as exhaustion tugged at my limbs.

I had to fuck Daddy before my sister took him, not for the sake of rivalry, but for reasons of love and desire.

My father slept deeply beside me, his massive chest rising and falling in slow, steady waves. The coarse silver-threaded hairs there were matted with dried sweat and traces of my release that had splattered across him when I squirted.

He’d fallen asleep almost instantly, satisfied, happy for once, and that made me feel warm.

One heavy, muscled arm lay draped possessively over my narrow waist, his large palm splayed wide just above the trimmed patch of strawberry-blonde curls that framed my swollen, well-fucked pussy lips. His cock, still half-hard even in sleep, nestled warm and heavy against the soft curve of my thigh, the broad, flushed head leaving a faint, sticky smear of residual precum on my skin whenever he shifted. The velvet heat of him pulsed faintly with his heartbeat, a constant reminder of how he had stretched my tight cunt wide only hours ago, how his thick shaft had dragged against my sensitive walls until I shattered around him.

Mia lay curled on his other side, her identical strawberry-blonde hair fanned out in damp, tangled strands across the pillow. Her full breasts rose and fell with each soft breath, nipples still peaked and dark pink from the rough pinches and twists she had begged for earlier. Her thighs gleamed faintly in the moonlight with the cooling trails of her own slick that had dripped steadily while she watched me ride our father’s cock, her fingers buried deep in her own cunt as she rubbed frantic circles over her throbbing clit.

I could not sleep. My body thrummed with restless heat, every nerve ending alive and tingling from the day’s relentless pleasure. Even visiting the doctor made me squirm, as I thought about why I wanted to get back on birth control.

My pussy ached deliciously, swollen and tender, the inner walls still fluttering with phantom echoes of Daddy’s girth splitting me wide open. A slow trickle of mixed fluids—his earlier precum, my creamy arousal, the frothy ring that had formed around his shaft—continued to seep from my stretched entrance, cooling in sticky rivulets down toward the tight pucker of my asshole. But beneath the satisfied ache burned something deeper, more desperate: a hollow, insistent craving in my womb that demanded to be filled completely, claimed utterly.

I needed my father to cum inside me. Not in my mouth, not across my skin or breasts, but deep inside me, flooding my depths with thick, burning ropes of his seed until it overflowed and marked me forever as his.

The thought alone sent a fresh gush of slick pulsing from my folds, soaking the sheets beneath my ass in a warm, shameful pool. I bit my lip hard enough to taste copper, my thighs trembling vigorously as I fought the urge to reach between them and rub my throbbing clit until I came again.

Mia stirred beside Dad, her storm-gray eyes cracking open in the dim light, pupils blown wide as she sensed my restlessness. She propped herself slowly on one elbow, her heavy breasts shifting and swaying, red raw nipples brushing the damp sheet with a soft rasp that made her inhale sharply.

Moonlight caught the glossy sheen still coating my sister’s chin and throat—my slick mixed with Daddy’s saliva from when he had devoured her pussy.

Mia grinned and licked her swollen lips slowly, tasting us all over again.

I slipped from the bed without a sound, the mattress dipping and rising as my weight left it, and padded barefoot across the wide-plank floor until I stood at the window. The cool glass fogged faintly under my heated breath as I stared out at the mist-shrouded valley, the dark silhouettes of pines swaying in the night breeze, the river’s endless roar a low, primal growl in the distance.

Mia joined me, her arms sliding around my waist from behind, her palms warm and slightly tacky with dried fluids as they splayed across my lower belly. Her full breasts pressed soft and heavy against my back, nipples hard points dragging deliciously across my skin. The scent of her—vanilla body spray long faded beneath layers of sweat, pussy slick, and Daddy’s cum—enveloped me completely.

Her lips brushed the shell of my ear, breath hot and moist.

“Can’t sleep, little sister?”

I shook my head slowly, my throat tight, the confession burning on my tongue. My nipples tightened painfully in the cool air, aching as they rubbed against the window frame.

“I am in love.”

“You have been for a long time. I think Mom knew it, too.”

“Am I shameful… a monster?”

“Not in the slightest. Dad’s too young to never love again, and, if I know Mom, and I do, she would choose us to take care of Cade.”

“Do you? Love him, I mean?”

It was a question that deeply bothered me. I had an inkling of what my sister wanted. I wanted it too. The cuckquean inside me had always wanted to share my man; now I could do that with the one woman I trusted above all others.

“I don’t love Cade in the way you do. Even if I did, monogamy isn’t for me.”

“I want Daddy to cum inside me.”

The words spilled out raw and trembling, hanging heavy in the humid air.

“Not in my mouth. Not on my skin. Inside my pussy. Deep inside me. I want to feel every hot rope flooding me, filling me until it leaks out and stains everything. I want to carry his seed in my womb.”

“You want to bear his child?”

“Yes.”

Mia’s sharp inhale ghosted across my neck, her arms tightening around me possessively. One hand slid lower, fingers almost, but not quite threading through my damp curls to cup my swollen mound. We would go no further.

“Fuck, Ava... that’s filthy and perfect.”

My sister’s voice came low and rough, thick with renewed arousal.

“Perfect, how?”

“Cade wants to have children. It’s written all over his face. He was too busy and committed to raising us.”

“It’s too soon, Mia.”

“You could still fuck him, enjoy his squirt inside you.”

“But the pill needs seven full days. We can’t risk it yet.”

“Not unless you’re ready to feel his baby growing inside you.”

My womb clenched hard at the thought, another gush of slick coating parting my folds gently, her fingers teasingly close. I whimpered softly, pushing back against her hand, terrified we might go too far, swept up in the moment.

“I know, Mia. But I need his seed planted deep inside me. I need to be claimed completely.”

Mia’s fingers stilled, then withdrew slowly from my belly. She turned me carefully to face her, our almost identical bodies flushed and marked with the same evidence of Daddy’s possession—dried semen flaking on our skin, slick cooling on our thighs, lips swollen from use.

Her eyes burned into mine, wicked and knowing.

“There’s another place he can flood you. A tighter, safer hole where every drop stays buried deep inside.”

My breath caught sharply, heat flooding my cheeks as understanding dawned.

“You mean... my ass?”

Mia nodded slowly, her hand sliding down my spine to cup one cheek firmly, a single finger tracing the cleft until it brushed my untouched pucker. The light touch sent electric sparks skittering through me, my tight ring fluttering involuntarily.

“Right there.”

“Wow.”

“You’ve never taken anything there, have you?”

I shook my head, my heart pounding, equal parts terror and desperate curiosity twisting in my belly.

“I can prepare you. Stretch you slow and careful until you’re begging for his cock. Then we’ll wake Daddy and let him claim that virgin hole—pump you full while you feel every inch stretching you open.”

My pussy clenched hard on nothing, fresh slick dripping audibly onto the floorboards between my feet. The thought of my stepfather’s long, thick cock breaching my ass, filling me there, cumming deep inside that forbidden place—it was overwhelming, terrifying, and so desperately needed that my knees nearly buckled.

“Yes. Please, Mia. Show me.”

“I have everything — plugs, lube. You’re in expert hands.”

“Do many guys fuck you in the ass?”

“All the time. I love it.”

Mia smiled slow and filthy, leading me back to the bed where our father still slept, oblivious. His cock was fully hard again in his dreams, the broad head glistening with a fresh bead of precum that trembled and threatened to fall.

Mia guided me gently onto my stomach beside him, arranging pillows beneath my hips to raise my ass high, knees spread wide so my swollen pussy lips parted obscenely, slick dripping in a steady stream onto the sheets. The position left me utterly exposed—my tight, untouched pucker winking in the cool air, my creamy arousal coating everything below.

She snapped on rubber gloves and retrieved her lube from a bag. The bottle felt cool against my skin as my sister drizzled a thick stream directly onto my asshole. She held a mirror, and I craned my neck, watching the slick lube trickle down over my perineum to mix with the mess already soaking my cunt. The sensation made me shiver violently, goosebumps rising across my flesh.

Her fingers—covered in rubber, slick, and confident—began circling my pucker slowly, spreading the lube in glistening circles. She pressed my seal lightly without entering, teasing the sensitive ring until it fluttered and relaxed under her touch. Every nerve ending sparked, pleasure radiating outward in slow, building waves.

“Think of me as a nurse.”

“Oh dear… that makes it seem even more sleazy.”

“Breathe deep, Ava. Let me inside.”

Her first finger breached me slowly, the stretch burning sharp and bright as my virgin ring yielded, then closed greedily around the intrusion. The fullness felt strange, intense, but the burn quickly melted into a deep, throbbing pleasure as she twisted gently, coating my inner walls with lube, pumping in and out with deliberate slowness.

I moaned into the pillow, my hips rocking back instinctively, chasing more girth and length. The wet sounds of lube and flesh filled the quiet room, obscene and intoxicating.

A second finger joined the first, scissoring gently to open me wider, the stretch deeper now, fuller, sending sparks straight to my untouched clit that throbbed swollen and desperate against the pillow. My pussy clenched rhythmically, leaking steadily, the sheets beneath me growing soaked and cold.

By the time Mia’s third gloved finger slid inside me, I was panting openly, grinding back against her hand, the burn transformed into pure, aching need that made my toes curl and my back arch higher.

“You’re ready.”

Mia’s voice came rough with her own arousal as she withdrew slowly, the sudden emptiness making me whine pitifully. She shifted on the bed, reaching to shake Daddy’s shoulder gently.

Our father’s storm-cloud eyes opened slowly, confusion giving way to raw hunger as he took in the sight: me on my belly, ass raised high and glistening with lube, pussy dripping shamelessly, Mia kneeling beside me with gloved, slick-coated fingers.

“What’s happening, Mia?”

“Ava has something to confess.”

My father’s cock jerked visibly, thickening fully as he propped himself up, gaze locked on my exposed holes.

“I want you to cum inside me, Daddy. Deep inside. But we can’t risk my pussy yet... so I want you to fuck my ass. I want you to take my virgin hole and fill it with every drop of your seed.”

A low, animal groan tore from Dad’s throat, his hand reaching out to stroke my upraised cheek possessively, thumb brushing the slick, stretched ring that winked desperately for him.

“Are you sure, baby girl? I don’t want to hurt you.”

“I’m sure. I need it. Please… take me.”

He moved behind me slowly, the mattress dipping under his weight as he knelt between my spread thighs. Mia guided our father’s cock—thick, veiny, flushed deep red and leaking steadily—coating it generously with more lube until it gleamed obscenely in the moonlight.

The broad head pressed against my prepared pucker, hot and insistent, circling it once, then twice, before pushing forward with steady, unrelenting pressure. The stretch burned fierce and bright as my ring flowered open around him, the flared crown finally popping inside with a wet, filthy sound that made us both groan.

Dad paused there, his hands stroking my hips, back, and thighs—soothing, grounding—as I panted and adjusted to the immense intrusion.

“Breathe, sweetheart. Tell me when you want more.”

The burn eased slowly, blooming into pleasure and an overwhelming fullness, pleasure radiating deep and throbbing as I pushed back experimentally.

“More cock, Daddy. Please.”

Inch by thick inch, Dad fed his giant cock into my ass, the drag against my sensitive walls sending shockwaves through my entire body. I gripped the pillows with talons, my pussy clenching hard and squirting a fresh jet of slick onto the sheets. When Cade’s heavy balls finally pressed against my dripping folds, his cock was buried to the hilt in my back passage, throbbing hot and alive inside me.

He began to move—slow, deep thrusts that dragged every ridge and vein across my clenching walls, building to a steady, relentless rhythm that slapped wetly with each plunge. My fingers found my clit immediately, rubbing firm, slippery circles that made stars burst behind my eyes.

The pressure built fast and vicious, coiling tight in my belly, my ass gripping him rhythmically as orgasm roared closer.

“What are you doing, Mia?”

“Milking Dad’s prostate. I’m making sure he fills his little girl properly.”

“Yes… oh god, yes. Take me, Daddy.”

“I’m going to cum inside you, Ava. Going to flood this tight little ass.”

“Yes—please—fill me!”

His thrusts turned harder, deeper, hips slamming against my cheeks as his cock swelled impossibly thicker. With a hoarse, broken cry, my father buried himself fully inside me and erupted—thick, burning ropes of semen pulsing deep in my ass, flooding my bowels with heat that sent me crashing over the edge.

My pussy squirted violently, hot jets splattering Daddy’s thighs and the sheets as my entire body convulsed, my tight ass walls milking his spurting cock greedily for every last drop.

We collapsed slowly, my father pulling out with a wet, obscene slide, his cum immediately trickling warm and thick from my gaping, ruined hole to mix with the mess soaking everything below.

He gathered me instantly into his arms, cradling me against his sweat-slicked chest, lips pressing tender kisses to my forehead, temples, and damp hair as his large hands stroked my trembling back in slow, soothing circles.

Mia joined us, fetching a warm, damp cloth to clean the worst of the fluids from my thighs and ass with gentle, reverent touches, her lips brushing soft kisses along my spine.

We lay tangled together afterward—Daddy’s arms wrapped securely around me, Mia curled against my back—bodies sticky, spent, and utterly claimed in the moonlight, the scent of fresh semen and slick thick in the air as sleep finally pulled us under.


Chapter Eight

◆◆◆

Mia’s Point of View

Moonlight still bled in pale, silvery ribbons through the wide windows, painting cold highlights across the tangled, sweat-soaked sheets that clung to our naked bodies like a second, filthy skin. The air in the master bedroom hung thick, humid, almost suffocating with the layered stench of raw, animal sex. The smell drove me wild — a sharp, salty bite of my stepfather’s thick semen crusting in flaky streaks across Ava’s inner thighs, lower belly.

From where I lay, I saw the swollen, gaping pucker of my sister’s freshly fucked asshole where Dad’s load continued to ooze in slow, viscous rivulets that cooled into glossy trails down toward the saturated sheets beneath her.

That richer, earthier musk rose from my own chin, throat, and breasts where Ava’s sweet-sharp slick had smeared in shining smears when I ground my dripping cunt against Daddy’s stubbled face. His saliva mixed with my release until it dried in tacky, crystalline patches that tugged at my skin whenever I shifted.

I hadn’t enjoyed sex this much in years, and mostly, I’d been watching.

My strawberry-blonde hair lay matted and damp against the pillow, strands glued together with dried saliva and precum. The faint, metallic trace of my own blood was there too, from where I had bitten my lip too hard watching Ava’s virgin ass swallow every veiny inch of our father’s cock.

Daddy slept deeply between us, his massive chest rising and falling in slow, heavy waves, coarse silver-threaded hairs matted flat with sweat, semen, and the glistening residue of both his stepdaughters’ arousal.

His cock, even soft in repose, rested heavy and warm against my thigh, the broad, flushed head leaving faint, sticky smears of residual precum and lube whenever his hips twitched in dreams.

I crawled down, gently wrapped my lips around my father’s cock and licked, sucking just enough to clean him. I loved the taste of semen at the best of times, but now, from the tip of my father’s cock, it tasted tenfold more delicious.

After I cleaned Cade’s cock without waking him, I lay on my back, thighs splayed wide apart, cool air kissing the sticky mess between my legs. My own slick had dripped in steady pulses while I watched dad fuck my sister’s back passage, and now I fingered myself to tease, not to cum.

The sheets beneath my ass were soaked through, cold now, clinging wetly to my skin in a shameful, delicious pool of mixed fluids that squelched softly whenever I shifted. My nipples remained peaked, aching, dark pink, and tender from rough pinches, and every shallow breath pulled the overwhelming perfume of our debauchery deeper into my lungs until my head swam with it.

Something vast and irreversible had shifted between the three of us. A tawdry, sticky web was woven from grief, love, and raw, dripping lust that now bound us tighter than blood ever could. Daddy had buried his long, thick cock balls-deep inside one stepdaughter’s virgin asshole and flooded her bowels with burning ropes of semen while the other watched. I’d fingered myself, and later cleaned every filthy inch of Ava and Dad’s cream off his cock with my tongue.

Both of us had worshipped that same cock with our mouths, throats stretched, lips bruised, chins painted glossy with saliva and cum.

Love does not come easily to me. I chose to become a cop because the work fed the parts of me that crave challenge, control, and moral clarity. Long hours, gruesome scenes, scum who lie through rotting teeth; none of it frightened me. It sharpened me. But relationships? Those terrified me in ways no crime scene ever could.

I refused to date other cops; the power dynamics were too messy. Civilians bored me or buckled under my dominance. I needed a man who could meet me as an equal: strong enough to take my sharpness, my commands, my cruelty in bed, and still flip me over and fuck me until I screamed without ever making me feel small.

Fucking my father was the perfect, filthy solution. He already loved me unconditionally, and I loved him with a ferocity that surprised even me. Cade was a magnificent lover: patient, powerful, attentive, and now, finally, available whenever the ache between my legs became unbearable. With Ava so deeply in love, craving permanence, commitment, a life here in the lodge, I could remain casual, visiting when the hunger struck, taking what I needed, leaving before roots could form.

But even as I lay there basking in the warm, wet afterglow, my heart thudding heavy and slow against my ribs, swollen, throbbing clit still pulsing faintly with unspent need, I knew in the marrow of my bones that it would never be enough. Not for me. I needed more intensity, more filth, more trusted cocks to stretch me, fill me, ruin me in ways that still felt safe.

I needed the rest of the family.

Careful not to wake them, I slipped from the tangled sheets, the wet fabric peeling away from my back and ass with a soft, obscene schlick that made me shiver. Chill air kissed the cooling mess between my thighs as I stood: semen, slick, and lube trickling slow and warm down my inner legs in fresh rivulets that caught the moonlight like liquid silver. I padded naked across the wide-plank floor, every step leaving faint, wet footprints that gleamed momentarily before drying into faint, sticky outlines.

Outside the bedroom door, the hallway air felt colder, raising goosebumps across my flushed skin, tightening my nipples to painful peaks. I panted excitedly as I retrieved my phone from the pile of discarded clothes on the landing, fingers still tacky with dried fluids, and opened a new message to the one man I trusted almost as much as Daddy.

Uncle Ronan.

I typed quickly, thumbs sliding over the screen, the faint glow illuminating the crusty streaks of semen still flaking on my breasts and belly.

“Get up here to the lodge. Now. Bring an overnight bag. No questions until you arrive. Trust me.”

I hit send, the soft chime swallowed by the endless roar of the river outside. Then I powered the phone completely off, its screen fading to black. I was unwilling to negotiate, unwilling to explain until Uncle Ronan stood in the same room thick with the scent of what we had already done.

I drew a deep, steadying breath, tasting Daddy’s cum, Ava’s slick, and my own sharp arousal still coating my tongue like a living thing. My pussy clenched hard on nothing, fresh nectar pulsing warm and wet down my thighs in anticipation of what came next.

Then I turned, pushed the bedroom door open again, and slipped back inside, the sticky heat of the room enveloping me like a lover’s mouth as I crawled onto the bed, ready to claim what was mine.

Daddy stirred the moment the mattress dipped under my weight, his storm-cloud eyes cracking open slowly in the moonlight. I smiled, he grinned back, his pupils blown wide as they focused on my naked body crawling toward him over the stained, rumpled sheets. The air remained heavy, almost liquid with the lingering stench of semen — dried in crusty patches, slick cooling in glossy pools, sweat soaking deep into cotton until every breath tasted of raw, used sex.

Ava slept on, curled on her side facing away, her strawberry-blonde hair fanned across the pillow in damp, tangled strands glued together with dried saliva and release. Her breathing was soft and even, the faint, wet sound of Daddy’s cum still oozing from her stretched asshole audible whenever she shifted, a soft, filthy, blood-tainted pink drip onto the sheets beneath her.

“It’s my turn, Dad.”

“Yes, Mia… I was dreaming about this moment.”

“I’ve dreamed about this for years. I’m sure Mom knew.”

“Maybe.”

“Fuck me hard and deep, Dad. Cum inside me.”

I straddled my father’s hips without speaking, my knees sinking deep into the soaked mattress on either side of his powerful thighs. My dripping, throbbing cunt hovered inches above his thickening cock as I leaned forward, my breasts swaying heavy and full, red raw, solid nipples brushing the coarse, matted hair on his chest.

The cooling mess between my thighs from oral sex smeared warm and sticky across my stepfather’s lower belly as I settled. My swollen cunt lips parted around his thick, rigid shaft, coating him anew in my fresh slick while the underside of his broad, velvet head nudged insistently against my clit.

I groaned, and Ava stirred, but didn’t fully waken. Her hand instinctively reached between her legs, and she began rubbing the tip of a very engorged, very pink clit.

My father’s large hands rose immediately, his palms rough with calluses sliding up my sweat-slicked sides. His thumbs brushed the undersides of my breasts before cupping them fully, his fingers digging possessively into soft flesh as he squeezed, testing weight, feeling the sticky residue of earlier fluids still clinging to my skin.

I held myself above, eyeballing him, statuesque, and reached down with one hand, wrapping my fingers around his cock, my grip firm and slick. My dribbling juices were already coating us both. He groaned, and his brow knitted when I stroked Dad’s cock slowly from root to crown, twisting gently at the head to spread a fresh bead of precum that welled instantly from his slit in a thick, clear droplet. It stretched long and glossy before snapping warm against my wrist.

“Your cock is getting very hard, Dad.”

“It’s your touch.”

“And Ava’s ass. Was that your first time doing anal?”

“Yes.”

“It won’t be the last. I love a guy who fucks me raw in my ass.”

My father gasped, mesmerized by me, by my touch, his veins bulging hot and alive beneath velvet skin. I felt his heartbeat pulsing in my palm and through his cock head as blood surged south until he stood fully rigid, flushed deep red and shining with our combined mess.

Daddy’s hips rocked upward instinctively, pushing his length through the tight circle of my fist. The wet, obscene sound of slick flesh on slick flesh filled the quiet room as I pumped my father’s cock steadily, deliberately, feeling every ridge, every throbbing vein drag through my palm until his breath came ragged and hot against my breasts.

I shifted forward, planting my knees wider, guiding the swollen head between my soaked folds until it nudged my entrance, teasing, not yet entering, just dragging back and forth through my creamy arousal until we both glistened anew. Then I leaned down, my breasts pressing heavy against his chest, nipples scraping deliciously through coarse hair, and whispered hot against his ear.

“I need your mouth on me, Daddy. I need you to taste how wet watching you fuck Ava’s ass made me.”

“I love licking pussy.”

“You’ll have plenty to munch on.”

I wriggled higher, straddling my father’s chest, and a groan rumbled deep in his throat, vibrating straight through my clit. His hands slid down to grip my ass cheeks hard, fingers digging deep into soft flesh, spreading my me wide until cool air kissed my exposed holes.

Cade lifted me effortlessly upward, sliding my body along his until my knees framed his head. My dripping cunt hovered directly above his mouth, my swollen lips parted and glistening, slick dripping in slow, heavy strands that stretched long before falling warm onto his lips and chin.

He moaned again, and I felt the warmth of his breath and the vibration from his timbre tingling in my clit.

Daddy pulled me down hard, his mouth sealing over my pussy in one possessive motion. His broad tongue dragged from my throbbing entrance to my rock-hard clit in one long, slurping pass that gathered every drop of my arousal with loud, wet, filthy sounds that echoed obscenely in the quiet room. His stubble scraped raw against my sensitive inner thighs, burning deliciously as the man who raised me devoured me, his tongue spearing deep inside my tight cunt, curling to lap at creamy walls while his nose ground hard against my clit.

I glanced sideways and saw Ava watching, one hand splaying her lips wide apart, the other rubbing her clit. I smiled, she groaned, then mouthed: Please fuck Daddy.

I rocked forward, grinding my cunt into Dad’s mouth shamelessly, smearing my slick across his cheeks, nose, and forehead until his face shone glossy in the moonlight. Strands of my arousal stretched between my folds and his lips whenever I lifted slightly. His hands kneaded my ass roughly, thumbs spreading my cheeks wider until my tight pucker winked exposed, cool air teasing the sensitive ring before his hot breath washed over it.

Then his tongue moved lower, broad and firm, dragging slowly and deliberately across my asshole, circling the puckered ring once, twice, before flattening and licking inside me with a low, animal growl that vibrated straight through my clenching walls. The intrusion burned sharp and bright, pleasure detonating deep and electric as my stepfather rimmed me thoroughly, his tongue pushing past the tight ring to lick inside my back passage.

Cade was tasting every musky trace of me while one thick thumb settled over my swollen clit and began rubbing firm, slippery circles that made my thighs tremble violently.

I cried out, my hips bucking hard against his face, riding his tongue in my ass and his thumb on my clit until stars burst behind my eyes, pressure coiling vicious and tight low in my belly, my orgasm roaring closer with every wet thrust and swirl.

Just as the edge sharpened to unbearable, Daddy pulled his mouth away with a wet, obscene pop, my asshole gaping slightly. Cool air rushed in where his tongue had been, making me whine pitifully for more. He flipped us in one smooth motion, my back hitting the soaked sheets with a wet slap, my legs splayed wide as he settled between them, the broad head of his cock nudging my dripping entrance, coating itself anew in my slick.

Ava’s eyes were wide open, storm-gray and sleepy as she registered the scene. While fingering herself, a small hand reached immediately to lace fingers with mine, squeezing gently, grounding me as Daddy pushed forward.

“He has a big cock. Dad will stretch you.”

“I’m fucking counting on it.”

The stretch was immense and perfect, my father’s thick shaft splitting my tight walls inch by burning inch until his heavy balls pressed flush against my ass. I felt every veiny ridge dragging across sensitive flesh until I felt impossibly full, my womb fluttering desperately for the semen that would surely fill me. Cade began to thrust, fucking me slowly at first, reaching deep and grinding, his hips rolling to stir his cock inside me. Then he drilled me faster, harder, the wet slap of sweat-slicked skin on skin loud and rhythmic, his pubic bone grinding against my clit with every plunge.

Ava’s grip tightened in mine, her other hand still between her own thighs, rubbing slow circles over her creamy, semen-leaking holes as she watched Daddy fuck me missionary. My breasts bounced heavily with every thrust, my nipples scraping raw against his coarse chest hair.

The pressure built fast, vicious and unbearable, my pussy clenching rhythmically around Dad’s pounding cock until I teetered right on the brink. His thrusts grew erratic, his hips slamming hard, breath ragged and hot against my neck as his shaft swelled impossibly thicker inside me.

“I’m going to fill you, Mia. Going to pump every drop deep inside my fierce girl.”

“Yes, Daddy, please, breed me, flood me, mark me.”

Cade buried himself inside me to the hilt with a hoarse, broken roar, his cock pulsing hot and alive as thick, burning ropes of semen erupted deep against my cervix. He flooded my womb in rhythmic, endless jets that overflowed immediately, creamy white leaking around his buried shaft to drip warm and sticky down my ass crack and pool beneath me.

The sensation shattered me. My pussy clamped hard, squirting hot jets of slick around his spurting cock, soaking his balls and thighs as wave after wave of rapturous pleasure tore through me. My thighs trembled violently, my back arching off the bed. Ava’s hand crushed in mine as I screamed silently into the moonlit room.

We stayed locked together long after, my father’s weight a delicious, grounding pressure. His softening cock was still buried inside me, plugging his thick load deep as aftershocks rippled through us both. Ava leaned over, pressing soft kisses to my sweat-slicked temple, then Daddy’s shoulder, her fingers still laced tightly with mine.

“I want to clean Dad’s cock.”

“Be my guest, sis.”

When he finally slipped free with a wet, filthy slide, his semen gushed out in a warm, creamy flood that soaked the sheets anew, coating my thighs and his cock in glossy white. I reached down between my legs, gathering the mess on my fingers, bringing them to my lips to taste the mingled salt of us both, eyes locked on Daddy’s as I licked them clean.

My sister filled her mouth with Cade’s softening cock. Only then did I speak, my voice hoarse and satisfied, the confession spilling out warm against the quiet.

“I messaged Uncle Ronan. Told him to come up here tonight, no questions. I want more of this family love, safe, available, and ours when we need it. No boyfriends for me, no outsiders, just us.”

My father’s eyes widened, storm-cloud gray darkening with fresh hunger and understanding.

“Are you sure about this, Mia?”

“I want you and Uncle Ronan to be the first men to take me together. Both my holes stretched wide, both of you flooding me at the same time. I need it, Dad. I need to feel completely claimed by the men who’ve always loved me.”

While sucking our father’s cock, Ava squeezed my hand tighter. When she was done, her smile was soft, wicked, and utterly approving in the moonlight as our father’s spent cock twitched against my thigh, already thickening again at the thought.

The river roared on outside, indifferent witness to everything we had become, and everything we were about to invite inside.


Chapter Nine

◆◆◆

Mia’s Point of View

I had surprised myself.

My sister and father stared at me in utter disbelief, their eyes wide and unblinking, the dim moonlight casting silvery shadows across their sweat-slicked skin. Dawn was approaching and with it, the sobriety of daytime.

I let the moment stretch.

I saw the dried crusts of my father’s semen flaking on Ava’s inner thighs, the glossy smears of slick still coating Cade’s chin and chest where my own arousal had painted him earlier in thick, sticky layers that caught the faint glow and shimmered like wet pearls.

I giggled nervously, the sound bubbling up from my chest in a shaky, uneven ripple that vibrated through my throat, my lips parting slightly to reveal teeth still faintly coated with the salty residue of my father’s cum from when I had cleaned his softening cock with my tongue.

The flavor lingered sharp and musky on my taste buds, mixing with the earthy tang of Ava’s slick that I had licked from his cock head, shaft, and balls.

“Everything has changed, you guys.”

“Yes.”

I felt mildly ashamed that I had blurted out my needs, the words still hanging heavy in the humid air thick with the mingled odors of our bodies—sweat-soaked sheets releasing a pungent, animal musk, the sharper bite of fresh semen cooling in viscous pools on the mattress.

“Sorry, was it too much?”

Ava’s mouth opened and closed like a goldfish struggling for air in a too-small bowl, her lips parting wide to reveal the faint, glossy sheen of saliva and cum still coating her tongue from when she had sucked our father’s cock clean after he flooded her ass. The muscles in her jaw worked silently as her breath came in short, uneven puffs, carrying the faint, salty scent of his release, mixed with her own vanilla-tinged sweat.

Dad coughed and then smiled, the sound rattling deep in his chest like gravel shifting underfoot, his lips curving upward slowly to reveal teeth still faintly stained with the musky residue of my pussy from when he had devoured me, his storm-cloud eyes darkening with a mix of amusement and lingering hunger.

“No… It’s not. If anything, we must be honest from now on.”

“I love you, Dad.”

“And I love you too.”

“But I am a cop first, a girlfriend last.”

“I understand.”

“I don’t want anything serious.”

“You don’t need to explain, Mia. I know you… I’ve been your father, and now… something else.”

“But the truth is, you love Ava romantically, right? I mean, if we are being honest, let’s do that.”

Our father stared at Ava and smiled, his gaze softening as it lingered on her face, the storm-cloud gray of his eyes filling with a tender warmth that made tears well up anew.

“It’s true, Ava. I love you differently… like…”

I cupped my father’s chin in my hand and turned his head, my fingers pressing firmly against the stubbled skin, feeling the coarse hairs scrape against my palm. The warmth of his tears seeped into my touch as they rolled down his face, salty droplets pooling at the edge of his jaw before dripping warm onto my wrist.

“You must say it, Dad.”

“I know. Ava deserves it.”

“We all do. It’s important we fit together, not forced.”

My father smiled through the tears and stared back at my sister, his lips curving upward in a tender, broken expression that made his stubble shift slightly. The silver threads caught the light as more salty droplets spilled over his lashes and rolled down his cheeks, tracing shining paths over the dried crusts of slick on his skin.

My heart thumped hard and loudly, aching against my ribs.

“I love you as I loved your mother.”

Ava slung her naked body at our father, wrapping her legs around his waist with a sudden, desperate surge that made her sweat-slicked thighs slide against his hips. The sticky residues of semen and slick smeared anew in glossy trails where their skin met, her arms flinging around his neck with a tight, possessive grip that dug her fingers into the damp hair at his nape.

“Make love to me again, Dad… now, please.”

“So soon?”

“I need your cock inside me so much… all the time, until… until…”

“Until what, Ava?”

“Until you are mine.”

“I am yours.”

I grinned and rolled off the bed, the sheets peeling away from my sweat-slicked back with a wet, sticky schlick that tugged at my skin. I saw faint red marks from Ava’s first anal where the dried crusts of fluids had adhered.

When I stood, cool air rushed in to kiss my naked body, raising goosebumps across my flushed chest and thighs where fresh trickles of slick cooled in tacky trails, the pungent odor of our mingled releases wafting upward.

The new bond between Ava and our father pleased me, ticking yet another box on a list that moved my life along. Our new understanding settled warm and deep in my chest like a satisfied ache. As I watched them kissing, saw my father’s cock stiffening, nudging Ava’s hole, my own pussy clenched with a fresh pulse of slick that dribbled warm down my inner thighs, cooling into sticky rivulets that clung to my skin.

I padded barefoot across the wide-plank floor, each step leaving faint, wet footprints that gleamed in the moonlight before drying into sticky outlines.

I needed no romance to find love, no complications to be fucked on my terms, often, hard, and have more than one cock inside me at once when need took me. The thought of double penetration sent a fresh shiver through my body.

My nipples tightened painfully as I imagined the stretch of two thick shafts filling my holes, the burning pressure, the hot floods of semen coating my walls. The scents and textures overwhelmed me in their filth—sweat dripping in salty beads, slick squelching loud and obscene, semen crusting in flaky layers on skin that would never be cleaned away.

Uncle Ronan was on his way, the knowledge thrumming through my veins like a promise, his face flashing in my mind—broad like Cade’s, storm-cloud eyes threaded with silver. His body was strong and familiar from years of family gatherings where his hugs had lingered just a fraction too long, or perhaps not long enough.

I descended the stairs slowly, each wooden step creaking faintly under my bare feet, the cool air of the lodge rushing up to kiss my naked skin.

The kitchen lay dim and shadowed in the early dawn light filtering through the rain-streaked panes. The air was cooler here and still laced with the faint, stale traces of last night’s stew—venison and root vegetables, earthy and rich.

It felt like home again, happy.

I opened the freezer door, the rush of icy air blasting against my naked body, hardening my nipples to painful peaks and sending shivers racing across my skin, goosebumps prickling everywhere. The cold kissed the warm, sticky messes clinging to me—semen crusting on my breasts, turning brittle, slick between my thighs, cooling into viscous gels that tugged with every shift.

I reached inside and grasped the package of frozen croissants, then preheated the oven with a twist of the knob, then made fresh coffee—a full pot —which I placed on the heater on top so I could make another.

Our men would need sustenance—coffee, carbs, maybe a little blue pill. I had an itch for them to scratch, and I figured Ava would want both men to fuck her plenty more, too.

I slid a loaded baking sheet into the oven with a metallic scrape, the heat blasting outward in a wave that flushed my naked skin pink. Beads of sweat formed instantly on my chest and rolled down in salty paths over my breasts, tracing the curves and dripping from my nipples onto the floor with soft plops that added to the growing stains there.

As I closed the oven door with a solid thunk, passionate sounds from upstairs filtered down—soft at first, then growing in intensity, the creak of the bed frame shifting under weight, the wet slap of skin meeting skin in rhythmic thrusts. Ava’s low moans vibrated through the walls like distant thunder, laced with the sharper gasps of Dad’s pleasure.

I heard Ava and our Dad fucking, the sounds pulling me upward like a magnet. My feet moved of their own accord across the cool tile. My clit throbbed sharply with each pulse of sound that reached me—Ava’s moans rising in pitch, Cade’s hips slamming harder as he fucked her vigorously, the mattress springs protesting with rhythmic squeaks.

I ascended the stairs quietly, each step creaking faintly under my weight, the wooden banister smooth and cool against my palm where I gripped it.

I stood at the door, my body pressing close to the frame. The wood felt cool against my naked skin where my breasts brushed it, nipples scraping faintly and sending sparks through me.

Ava’s thighs were wrapped tightly around Cade’s waist, her slick-dripping pussy sliding up and down his thick shaft with wet, squelching thrusts. The air was thick with the pungent musk of their bodies, sweat beading and rolling in salty beads down their spines, semen from earlier flaking anew under the friction.

When Cade was about to cum, his thrusts growing erratic, hips slamming hard and deep with ragged breaths that carried low, animal grunts, I wondered whether they would go all the way.

At the last minute, my sister leaped off Dad’s cock with a sudden, desperate surge, her thighs trembling violently. She slid down his body, the wet schlick of her pussy releasing his shaft echoing loudly in the room, creamy rings of her arousal coating his length in thick, glistening layers that dripped warm onto the sheets.

I grinned when my sister bent down and sucked our father’s cock, her lips sealing wide around the swollen, throbbing head. I imagined her tongue swirling through the mixed flavors of her own slick and his precum—sweet-sharp nectar laced with salty iron as his shaft pulsed hot and alive in her mouth.

Ava’s cheeks hollowed, and she sucked him hard, draining our Dad’s semen in thick, burning ropes that flooded her throat.

I watched the entire scene unfold through the cracked door, my own fingers slipping between my thighs to circle my throbbing clit slowly. The slick there felt warm and abundant, coating my hand in sticky layers as pleasure built low and steady in my belly, my breaths coming ragged and hot. The odors from the room wafted out to envelop me—sweat, semen, slick—all mingling with the faint, rising scent of baking croissants drifting up from below.

I took myself to the edge, then thought of my Dad’s cock fucking my back passage while I stared down at Uncle Ronan, milking him.

Then I stopped.

The croissants baked slowly in the oven downstairs, the butter melting and sizzling against the dough with faint, crackling sounds that echoed through the lodge.

I lingered at the door longer, my body pressed close to the frame, the wood warming against my skin from the heat radiating off me. My nipples scraped faintly against it with every shallow breath, sending sparks through my chest as I watched Ava swallow the last spurts of Dad’s semen, her throat working visibly, lips swollen and glossy with overflow that dribbled warm down her chin and neck.

Ava lifted her head slowly, her eyes meeting Cade’s with a tender, sated glow, strands of semen stretching from her lips to his softening cock before snapping and falling warm onto the sheets, adding to the growing stains of fluids pooling there—semen, slick, sweat—all cooling into viscous gels that clung to everything.

I slipped away quietly then, my feet padding softly down the stairs, each step leaving fresh, sticky imprints on the wood.

The hours passed slowly, while the dawn light strengthening through the windows in pale, golden shafts that illuminated the kitchen, casting long shadows across the tile floor where small puddles of my slick had dried into sticky outlines, the croissants cooling on the counter in flaky, golden piles, their buttery scent filling the air and mingling with the faint, lingering musk of sex that clung to my naked skin.

I heard the crunch of gravel outside, earlier than I thought possible. An off-road truck’s tires bit into the wet stones as a vehicle pulled up close to the porch. Its V8 engine rumbled low and throaty before cutting off with a final growl, the sound echoing through the valley and vibrating faintly through the lodge’s walls.

I looked out of a window and saw Uncle Ronan step out, and I ran downstairs to greet him.

Ronan’s broad frame filled the lodge doorway as he entered, his storm-cloud eyes—threaded with silver like Cade’s. My uncle scanned the room, his leather jacket creaking faintly with every movement.

He stared at me, naked and unashamed, his gaze raking over my sweat-slicked skin. He must have seen the dried crusts of semen flaking on my breasts, the sticky trails of slick cooling on my thighs. I looked at his cock and saw arousal stirring visibly in his jeans as a flush crept up his neck.

“Why did you send for me, Mia?”

“You know why.”

“Spell it out for me, girl.”

I eyeballed him, my heart racing, pleasure already tingling through me in rippling waves.

“Things have changed here. Ava and I… we fucked Dad.”

“My god.”

“Yeah… like I said. Things have changed.”

I approached my uncle slowly, my hips swaying with deliberate grace. Fresh slick dribbled warm from my swollen folds with every step, coating my inner thighs in unrelenting layers that cooled and stuck.

“Dad came inside me. He can’t with Ava… she’s just started birth control.”

“Fuck!”

As I wrapped my arms around him, the air between us grew thick with tension, the scents of leather, smoke, and my arousal mingling hot and heavy.

Uncle Ronan gulped, his eyes were blown wide, and his chest heaved, rising and falling beneath my palms like a stormy ocean.

“What do you want from me, Mia?”

“I want you to fuck me… and I want Dad involved too.”

“Both of us?”

“Yes.”

“Both of us fucking you together?”

“I need it. Take one hole each and stretch me… cum inside me.”

“I never…”

I pressed my lips to his, which were unyielding at first, the plush warmth of them firm and resistant beneath mine. The faint scratch of his silver-threaded stubble scraped against my softer skin like coarse sandpaper, dragging slowly and deliberately.

The taste of road dust and faint coffee lingered on his mouth as my lips molded to the shape of his, pressing harder, insistent, until the heat of my breath washed hot and moist over his face.

Then, as my tongue flicked forward, parting his lips with a wet, deliberate slide that traced the seam of his mouth, tasting the faint bitterness of his hesitation, Uncle Ronan sighed and gave up all resistance. The sound of release rumbled low and broken from deep in his chest, vibrating through his lips into mine.

Our tongues slid together slow and filthy at first, curling and twisting in wet, obscene strokes that gathered saliva in thick, warm pools. The flavors exploding across my taste buds—his deeper, smokier essence laced with faint whiskey undertones.

His large hands rose to grip my hips with bruising force, fingers digging deep into sweat-slicked flesh where dried crusts of semen flaked anew under the pressure. Uncle Ronan pulled me flush against him, the hard ridge of his cock straining through his jeans, the heat of it radiating through denim to nudge insistently against my dripping folds, smearing fresh slick in sticky layers across the fabric as I ground forward instinctively.

The kiss deepened vicious and unrelenting, our mouths sealing tighter, lips bruising against each other in wet, sucking presses that made obscene schlicking sounds echo in the quiet lodge, his stubble burning raw against my cheeks and chin, scraping deliciously as his tongue fucked my mouth in steady, possessive thrusts.

When our lips parted, Uncle Ronan was mine.

“I can’t commit to anything, Mia. It’s not who I am.”

“Good, me neither. You live in the city… so do I.”

“What are you saying?”

“We both have needs on occasion.”

“Lovers then?”

“Yes… But I want Dad to fuck me too.”

“And what about Ava?”

“You must discuss that with her.”

My fingers tangled in his thick, silver-threaded hair, pulling him closer. My nails scraped against his scalp as I devoured him again, sucking hard on his tongue, drawing it deeper into my mouth until he groaned low and ragged against me. The vibration rumbled straight through my chest and down to my throbbing pussy where fresh nectar pulsed hot and wet, soaking my thighs anew in unrelenting gushes that cooled sticky and clung to my skin.

We kissed like that for endless minutes, our mouths fused in raw, animal hunger, saliva dripping warm and copious down our chins and necks, pooling in sticky smears on our skin, the air thick with the pungent scents of leather, smoke, sweat, and the sharper bite of fresh arousal blooming hot between us, every breath pulling deeper layers of our mingled flavors into my lungs until my head swam and my womb clenched desperately for what came next.

“What now, Mia?”

“Upstairs. You’ll fuck my pussy. My Daddy will fuck my ass.”

“Jesus… I can’t believe this is happening.”

The scene built slowly upstairs, the bedroom air thick and humid once more with the layered odors of our earlier passions—sweat-soaked sheets releasing pungent waves, dried semen crusting in flaky patches, slick cooling in glossy pools.

After the brothers hugged, Uncle Ronan undressed with deliberate movements, his leather jacket shedding with a soft thud. His shirt peeled away to reveal a broad, hairy chest like Cade’s, silver-threaded and marked with faint scars. His jeans dropped to expose his thick, hardening cock jutting proudly and veiny, the head already glistening with a bead of precum that trembled and dripped warm onto the floor.

Ava gasped and stared hungrily as Uncle Ronan’s cock, so I pointed to it.

“Suck it if you wish, sis.”

Ava stared at our father, who smiled and nodded, then slipped off the bed and shuffled to Uncle Ronan on her knees.

My sister leaned forward, her lips parting wide and soft, breath washing hot over Uncle Ronan’s flushed, creamy head before her tongue flicked out to lap at the slit. She gathered the salty droplet in one slow, swirling stroke that made him groan low and deep, the sound rumbling through his chest as his hips twitched forward involuntarily.

Ronan’s large hand rose to tangle gently in Ava’s hair, not forcing but guiding, his fingers threading through the damp strands where dried residues of earlier semen still flaked faintly.

Ava opened her mouth wider and took his full girth in, her lips stretching thin and pink around the broad crown. She sealed them tight as she sucked gently at first, hollowing her cheeks to draw out more precum that flooded salty and abundant across her tongue.

My sister’s head bobbed slowly, then faster, moving in a steady rhythm, her lips sliding slick and shining up and down his veiny shaft.

When Ronan was rock hard, his cock throbbing, swollen, and iron-rigid in Ava’s mouth, I saw veins bulging hot and thick beneath her lips. She released him with a pop and smiled at me.

“He’s ready, sis.”

“Thank you.”

“But you’re not.”

“What do you mean, Ava?”

“Lube, sweetheart… may I?”

I gasped while Uncle Ronan crawled onto the bed. I got on there too, on all fours, pointing my dripping wet slit high.

Ava reached for the silicone lube, her small hand grasping the clear tube with a soft crinkle of plastic. She squeezed a thick, generous stream of the cool, slick gel directly onto my puckered hole, the lube landing in a heavy, viscous dollop that spread cold and slippery across.

Then Ava’s finger, coated thick in the shiny silicone, circled the outer ridges of my ring, slowly at first, spreading the lube in glistening, filthy circles that made the sensitive skin flutter and wink. The cool gel warmed instantly against my heat, my sister’s touch gentle but insistent as she pressed forward, breaching my tight seal with a slow, burning push that stretched me open inch by inch.

I gasped, growled, then moaned, relaxing, the fullness in my back passage sharp and electric as Ava’s finger slid deep inside my ass, twisting and pumping to coat every clenching wall in slippery layers. The wet, squelching sounds were loud and obscene as she added a second finger, scissoring them wide to open me further, while Ronan positioned himself before me.

Consent flowed clear and ongoing, unambiguous in every touch and word—my hands guiding my father and Uncle, my voice murmuring affirmations hot and ragged. Their responses were eager and affirming as Cade positioned behind me, his cock pressing against my slick-dripping anus, Ronan’s broad head nudging my swollen folds, parting them with a wet schlick as he thrust deep in one slow, burning plunge. I stared deeply into my uncle’s eyes as I took his cock, straddling his waist.

“You’re stretching me, Ronan.”

“Finally.”

“I agree. Long overdue.”

I closed my eyes and groaned while Uncle Ronan stretched my fluttering cunt walls wide with his girth. His throbbing veins dragged against my sensitive, tingling flesh, driving his long, thick cock deeper inside me until his balls pressed flush against my thighs, where fresh, slick splattered hot and abundant.

“You’re in.”

“Balls deep, Mia.”

“It feels so fucking good.”

“You’re so tight.”

“I love a big cock.”

My father knelt behind me on the bed, his knees sinking into the sweat-soaked mattress with a soft, muffled creak. The air around us hung heavy and humid, thick with the layered scents of arousal. My slick dripped in warm rivulets down Ronan’s shaft where it impaled me balls-deep.

I arched my back deeper, presenting my ass higher, the movement grinding Ronan’s thick length inside my pussy and drawing a low, guttural groan from his chest that vibrated up through my core. My swollen, throbbing clit rasped against his pubic bush, and I felt a pre-orgasm already building deep inside me.

My ring winked and fluttered in anticipation of my father’s cock, already loosened and glistening from Ava’s thorough fingering, the silicone lube cooling in slippery trails that mixed with my own sticky messes.

I looked back and saw Ava had knelt beside us, her small hand wrapping firmly around our father’s throbbing shaft. Her fingers were unable to meet around his girth as she stroked him slowly from root to tip. I trembled, my entire body melting down. I wanted Dad to fuck me in the ass, but taking two cocks was a first for me, so my nerves jangled.

Thick veins pulsed hot along my father’s cock against my sister’s palm, a fresh bead of precum oozing from the slit to coat her fingers in glossy strands that stretched and snapped with each pump.

“Here, Dad, fill your little girl’s ass and cum inside her.”

“Oh fuck, Ava… Mia.”

“Go on, Daddy, fill her alongside Uncle Ronan.”

Ava’s voice was husky and breathy, her lips still swollen from sucking Uncle Ronan earlier. She guided my father’s cockhead to my puckered entrance, pressing the flushed, creamy crown against the slicked ring with gentle but insistent pressure.

Cade’s heat radiated against my sensitive skin, the lube warming instantly as Ava rubbed him in slow circles, teasing the outer ridges of my sphincter until I relaxed further with a shaky exhale.

Dad’s powerful hands gripped my hips, his fingers digging deep into sweat-slicked flesh where dried crusts of earlier semen flaked anew under his touch. He leaned forward, his broad chest brushing my back, the silver-threaded hairs scraping faintly against my skin as he positioned himself.

“Easy, baby. Tell me if it hurts.”

“It must hurt a little, Daddy. I need that.”

“Okay… but still. If it hurts too much, you’ll say.”

Dad’s voice rumbled low as his crown pressed against my seal, testing, but not piercing. His breath felt hot and moist against my nape, carrying the faint salty residue of Ava’s slick from when he’d devoured her. I stared at Uncle Ronan, who stared back, his eyes sparkling with wonder as if I were a goddess. I smiled and leaned in, kissing him, our tongues joining as a tingling mess.

Ava pressed my father’s cock harder, feeding its broad head past my tight seal with a slow, burning stretch that made me gasp sharp and loud into Uncle Ronan’s mouth. He stared at me reassuringly.

“I’m right here with you, Mia.”

“I feel so full.”

“Yeah, and you’ve only got one inch, if that.”

“I want it all. I want both of you.”

The silicone squelched obscenely as Dad’s cock breached my sphincter inch by inch, the veiny shaft penetrating deep inside my back passage, sliding alongside the overwhelming fullness of Ronan’s cock already buried deep in my pussy.

My cervix ached pleasantly from the rub of the cock filling me. The sensation of both holes being filled was extraordinary.

Every tiny shift from either of them sent sparks through me—the thin wall between my pussy and ass made it feel like their cocks were pressing right against each other, rubbing indirectly with every thrust, creating this deep, constant pressure that built and built until my mind went hazy. I was stuffed so completely, and stretched in ways I’d never imagined possible, a delicious ache radiating from my core as waves of pleasure crashed over me.

Dad groaned behind me, pushing deeper, and I whimpered, my body trembling between them. Ronan’s hands gripped my hips, holding me steady as he started to move, slow at first, matching Dad’s rhythm. The dual motion was overwhelming—intense fullness turning into pure ecstasy, every nerve ending firing at once. I felt sandwiched, utterly taken, my pussy clenching around Ronan while my ass gripped Dad’s cock tighter

The friction inside me amplified everything until I was panting, lost in the sensation of being so perfectly, impossibly filled and fucked by the two men I craved most.

“Please... don’t stop.”

“We won’t.”

“Need this sooo fucking much.”

I begged the men breathlessly, my voice muffled against Ronan’s neck as the pleasure of being taken by my father and Uncle coiled tighter, threatening to shatter me completely.

I growled through clenched teeth, my body trembling violently as the dual penetration stretched me to my limits—the thin wall between my holes thinning under the pressure of two thick cocks, every ridge, and vein dragging against my clenching walls in filthy, electric friction.

“Fuck... Yes.”

I relaxed, taken utterly, as they sped up, fucking me faster, deeper, and harder. I moaned raggedly, my voice breaking as Dad’s cock bottomed out inside me, his heavy balls pressing flush against Ronan’s where they met at my dripping entrance. Fresh slick gushed hot around Ronan’s shaft, splattering warm and abundant down his thighs, while the lube in my ass warmed and squelched with every tiny shift.

Ava’s hand lingered, stroking the joined base where both men filled me completely, her fingers tracing the stretched rims of my holes before she pulled away with a wet schlick, smiling wickedly as she watched us all connected.

Both men groaned in unison—Ronan beneath me, staring up into my eyes with storm-cloud hunger, Dad behind me, his hips flexing instinctively to grind deeper.

I was stuffed full, impaled and owned, the burning pleasure building low and relentless in my belly as they held still, letting me adjust to the exquisite stretch.

Then they moved—really moved. Ronan thrust up from below in long, powerful strokes that slammed his cock head against my cervix, while Dad pulled back and drove into my ass with matching force. The two rhythms synced into a relentless pounding that made my body jolt between them like a ragdoll. Obscene wet sounds filled the room—squelching lube, slapping skin, my slick dripping in thick ropes onto the sheets below.

Every thrust sent shockwaves through me, the indirect rub of their cocks through that thin wall igniting fireworks behind my eyes. Pressure built impossibly high, a coiling heat that spread from my stuffed core outward until my thighs shook uncontrollably and my breath came in desperate, broken sobs.

“Harder… please, fuck me harder.”

I gasped, my nails digging sharply into Ronan’s shoulders as I rocked back to meet them, chasing the edge of my oblivion.

They obliged. Dad’s fingers bruised my hips as he slammed deeper, grunting my name like a prayer. Ronan’s hands slid up to pinch my nipples hard, twisting until I cried out, the sharp pain blooming into pure bliss.

The orgasm hit me like a freight train—sudden, violent, and shattering. My pussy clamped down on Ronan’s cock in vise-like spasms, milking him as waves of ecstasy tore through me. My ass clenched rhythmically around Dad’s shaft too, pulling him deeper inside my rectum as I screamed into Ronan’s mouth, the sound raw and animal.

Slick flooded out of me in hot gushes, soaking Ronan’s groin and splattering everywhere, my entire body convulsing between them as stars exploded behind my clenched eyelids.

Ronan followed seconds later, his hips bucking wildly as he roared my name. His cock swelled impossibly thicker inside me before erupting—thick, burning ropes of semen flooding my pussy, painting my walls in pulse after pulse until I felt it overflow, creamy warmth leaking out around his shaft and dripping down my thighs in sticky rivulets.

Dad was last to squirt his load inside me, his thrusts turning erratic as my clenching ass pushed him over the edge. He buried himself to the hilt with a guttural groan, his balls drawing tight against Ronan’s as he came hard—hot jets of cum shooting deep into my ass, filling me so completely that I felt every spurt, the warmth spreading through me like liquid fire until it too leaked out, mixing with Ronan’s in filthy trails down my skin.

We collapsed in a trembling, sweat-drenched heap—me sandwiched and still impaled on two softening cocks, both twitching inside my over-sensitized holes as aftershocks rippled through us all. The air reeked of sex: sweat, semen, slick, all cooling into sticky crusts on our joined bodies.

Ava crawled closer, pressing soft kisses to my shoulder, then Dad’s, then Ronan’s, her smile radiant and sated.

Eventually, their cocks slipped out of me with wet, reluctant schlicks, twin rivers of cum immediately following—thick, creamy loads oozing from both holes in slow, obscene dribbles that pooled warm beneath me on the ruined sheets.

I stayed there on my hands and knees for a moment, my chest heaving, feeling deliciously used and utterly satisfied, the ache in my stretched holes a sweet reminder of what we’d done.

Ronan brushed damp hair from my face, his voice rough.

“You okay, sweetheart?”

I managed a shaky laugh, collapsing sideways into the mess.

“Better than okay. I’m perfect.”

Dad pulled me gently against his chest, Ronan curling in from the other side, Ava snuggling close until we were a tangled pile of limbs and drying fluids.

The mid-morning sun had swept the clouds and rain away, and now warmth fully bathed the room in soft gold. The croissants downstairs had long since cooled, but none of us cared. Everything had changed again—and this time, it felt exactly right.
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