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CHAPTER ONE

Morning Sparks
The first rays of sunlight filtered through the maple trees lining Pinecrest Avenue, painting the Morvanes’ two-story suburban home in gold. Inside, the scent of burnt toast and lavender body spray hung in the air—a chaotic symphony of teenage prep.  

Ember Gleam Morvane bounded down the stairs first, her light pink fur practically glowing against her crop top, which read “Bite Me” in glitter letters, and ripped jean shorts. Her long white purple-streaked tail swished like a metronome set to presto. “Daaaaad!” she sing-songed, skidding into the kitchen where Blaze stood at the stove, flipping pancakes. “Can I borrow your leather jacket? The one with the flame patches? Pleaaaase?”  

Blaze’s ears twitched, his white muzzle crinkling into a half-smile. “Only if you promise not to ‘accidentally’ lose it at another bonfire,” he said, side-eyeing the heart-shaped temporary tattoo on her shoulder. Ember leaned against the counter, popping a strawberry into her mouth with a wink. “No promises. But I’ll bring it back…eventually.”  

A crash echoed from upstairs.  

“That’s either the hair dye or Siest’s online ego,” Amaryllis drawled, slinking into the room next. Her neon pink hair clashed gloriously with her red-and-cream fur, her tail flicking in sharp, impatient arcs. She grabbed a coffee mug labeled “Chaos Coordinator” and glared at the pancake stack. “Ugh. Carb bombs again? Can’t we, like, evolve past breakfast stereotypes?”  

Blaze sighed, sliding a plate of avocado toast toward her. “You’re welcome to cook tomorrow, Ryllis.”
“Hard pass. I’d rather gargle oil.” She snatched the toast, muttering about “basic paternal oppression,” but didn’t hide her smirk when Blaze ruffled the fur between her ears.  

Upstairs, Siest Morvane was mid-TikTok live stream, her light blue hands adjusting a ring light. “…and this is how you contour your muzzle for that ‘I woke up like this’ glow,” she narrated, her heterochromatic blue and yellow eyes glinting at the camera. A notification popped up: DAD - “SCHOOL IN 20 MINUTES.”  

“Gotta jet, fam,” Siest deadpanned to her followers, snapping the phone shut. She tripped over a pile of scrunchies, her grey-tipped tail fluffing in annoyance. By the time she floated into the kitchen—wearing an oversized sweatshirt and platform sneakers—Ember was attempting to lick syrup off Blaze’s nose while he dodged, laughing.  

“You’re both embarrassing,” Amaryllis muttered, scrolling through her phone.  

“Says the girl who posted ‘Death to Pastels’ on Facebook last night,” Siest shot back, stealing a pancake.  

Blaze herded the teens toward the door, grabbing keys from a bowl shaped like a howling wolf. “Ember, jacket’s on the hook. Siest, your charger’s in my bag. Ryllis…try not to sass Principal Hawthorn today.”  

“No guarantees,” Amaryllis said, flipping her hair.  

The driveway was a spectacle. Ember skipped forward, leather jacket zipped halfway down her chest. Siest adjusted her camera for a “Carpool Chronicles” selfie. Amaryllis slumped in the passenger seat of Blaze’s car, already blasting punk rock.
The drive to school was just as chaotic.

“Love you, troublemakers,” Blaze said, shaking his head as they scattered into the world.  

Ember blew him a kiss. “Later, Daddy Hotstuff!”  

“Ember!”  

But she was already speeding off, laughter trailing behind her like smoke.  

Back at home, the house fell quiet. Blaze stared at the syrup-smeared kitchen, tail wagging faintly. Teenagers. Exhausting, ridiculous, alive. He grabbed a coffee, ignoring the sticky counters. Tomorrow’s chaos would be here soon enough.
The click-clack of Blaze’s computer keyboard echoed through the house like a chaotic heartbeat. Sunlight pooled across his cluttered office—a converted den lined with vintage game posters and half-empty coffee mugs. His latest assignment? Ghostwriting a romance novel about star-crossed space pirates. “Her antennae trembled as his plasma saber hummed…” He deleted the line, groaning. “Why do I get all the weird clients?”  

By 3 PM, he’d hit his word count, paid the bills, and scrubbed pancake batter off the ceiling fan. Now, he waited for the storm.  

The roar of the bus came first. Ember skidded into the driveway, her leather jacket hanging off one shoulder. The door burst open seconds later. “Daddy, I need help,” she announced, flopping onto the couch. “Do you think nipple piercings are ‘too rebellious’ for a first date?”  

Blaze didn’t look up from chopping vegetables. “Depends. Is the date with a new boy or the entire football team?”  

“Rude.” She lobbed a throw pillow at him. “Just ‘cause you’re a virgin novelist—”  

“Freelancer. Can’t be virgin with you here either.” He laughed.
“—doesn’t mean you gotta judge my art.”  

A blunt “Hiiii, fam,” trilled from the doorway. Siest floated in sideways, phone aloft, filming her #GoldenHourGlow. “…and this is our iconic foyer,” she narrated, panning to Blaze. “Say hi to my dadfluencer.”  

Blaze flashed a peace sign, used to being background decor. “Siest, the hashtag’s #DadBod, not #DadGod.”  

“Stop trying to meme,” Amaryllis muttered, slamming the door behind her.  

Siest raised an eyebrow, zooming in on her sister’s neon hair. “Ryllis. Show the squad your new apron.”  

“Eat a battery, Siest.”  

Amaryllis, who only did half-days and worked a few hours after, reeked of burnt coffee and disdain. Her red-and-cream fur was matted under a neon pink FastBucks apron. “Ugh. Karen tried to order a ‘caramel macchiato, no coffee’ today. I told her to evolve a brain.” She chucked her apron at the laundry pile like a grenade.  

Blaze raised an eyebrow. “Let me guess—they ‘strongly suggested’ you take a sensitivity seminar?”  

“Whatever.” She yanked open the fridge. “Also, we’re out of oat milk. This house is a travesty.”  

Dinner was a battlefield. Ember debated the merits of polyamory. “It’s just efficient!”

Siest livestreamed her “deconstructed salad”, iceberg lettuce with glittery ranch. 
Amaryllis lobbed passive-aggressive fries at Siest’s phone.  

“Girls,” Blaze warned, tail thumping under the table. “No overthrowing societal norms at the table.”  

“Boring,” Ember groaned.  

“Problematic,” Amaryllis corrected.  

Siest snapped a selfie with her mouth full. “Hashtag GoodStuff.”  

Blaze hid his smile behind a sip of coffee. Same chaos, different day. Later, he’d find glitter in the silverware drawer and selfies stuck on the fridge. But for now? This was enough.  

The moon rose over Pinecrest Avenue. Somewhere, an owl called.  

Blaze’s keyboard clicked again. “Their love was as inevitable as supernovas…”  

He deleted it. Nah. Too cheesy.  

But not as cheesy as tomorrow’s breakfast.
For now, the house hummed with silence—a rare, sacred thing. Blaze sprawled in his worn desk chair, the blue glow of his monitor reflecting off his silver fur and short pink hair. Finally. The girls’ doors had been shut for hours, their snores, or, in Ember’s case, suspiciously rhythmic bedspring creaks, long faded. He cracked his neck, eyeing the tabs on his screen: half-finished manuscript, unpaid invoices… and one private window.  

Don’t overthink it.  

He leaned back, paw sliding down his sweatpants. The stress of the day—the ghostwritten pirate smut, Siest’s glitter infestation, Ryllis’s latest FastBucks “incident”—melted into a low, familiar ache. His thumb brushed over the fur of his stomach, then lower, cupping his balls. His sheath swelled, the canine shaft slowly—  

“Daaaaaad.”  

Blaze froze. No. No no no.  

Ember leaned against his doorframe, backlit by the hallway nightlight. Her pink fur glowed like cotton candy, wearing an oversized band tee that barely covered her thighs. “Oops. Bad timing?” she teased, tail flicking playfully.  

He yanked his paw free, slamming the desk drawer shut with his knee. “Ember. It’s midnight.”  

“And you’re… working?” Her grin widened as she nodded toward the monitor, where a very not minimized tab displayed a porn sight in bold red. “Relax,* Daddy. I’m not here to kink-shame.” She sauntered in, plopping onto his desk like she owned it. “Unless you’re into, like, taxes or something. That’d be tragic.”  

Blaze’s ears burned. “Out. Now.”  

“Mmm. Make me.” She rolled onto her stomach, chin propped on her paws. “C’mon, I’m sixteen. I’ve seen dicks. Lots. Literally.”  

“Ember Gleam—”  

“Fine, fine.” She stood, stretching lazily. “But for the record? Vanilla porn? At your age? *Booooring.*”  

He pinched the bridge of his muzzle. “Why are you even awake?”  

“Couldn’t sleep. Siest’s live-streaming her ‘midnight furcare routine’ again, and Ryllis is definitely hacking the school’s Wi-Fi.” She paused, her teasing smirk softening. “…You okay, though? You’ve been, like, weird tense all week.”  

Blaze blinked. Since when did she…?  

“Pfft. Don’t get mushy.” She tossed a stress ball at him. “Just… maybe try edging next time. Way better stress relief. Nice and slow. Self love is—”  

“OUT.”  

She laughed, skipping toward the door. “G’night, Daddy. Sweet dreams.”  

Blaze stared at the ceiling long after her footsteps faded. Parenting win? Fail? He wasn’t sure.  

Somewhere down the hall, a phone buzzed. Ember’s muffled giggle seeped through the walls.  

Teenagers.  

He reopened the manuscript. “Their passion burned hotter than a dying star—”  

Nope.  

He shut the laptop.  

Cold shower it is.
CHAPTER TWO
Morning Sparks
The automatic doors of FreshPaws Mart hissed open, unleashing the Morvanes onto Aisle 3. Blaze gripped the cart like a shield.  

“Dibs on the snack aisle,” Siest declared firmly, already angling her phone for a #GroceryWin video. Her blue fur practically shimmered under the fluorescent lights as she posed with a bag of kale chips. “…And this, squad, is how you elevate your charcuterie board…”  

Amaryllis shoved past her, tossing a family-sized bag of Spicy Sriracha Crunch into the cart. “Wow. Nothing says ‘I’ve given up on life’ like kale dust,” she sneered, side-eyeing Siest’s organic quinoa.  

Blaze opened his mouth to mediate—  

“Daddy.” Ember’s voice dripped honey as she materialized at his side, her pink fur brushing his arm. She leaned into him, her tail coiling around his wrist. “You should try the mangoes.” She held one up, tracing the curve with her claw. “Sooo…juicy.”  

He stiffened. “Ember. Cart. Now.”  

“Bossy,” she purred, but dropped the fruit into the cart, her paw lingering on his.  

Aisle 5 was domestic warfare. 
Siest attempted to TikTok-dance with a baguette. Amaryllis “accidentally” ran over her foot with the cart. Ember draped herself over Blaze’s shoulders as he compared soup brands, her breath warm on his ear.  

“Creamy or chunky, Dad?” she whispered, giggling at his flattened ears.  

“Emerald.” His growl lacked heat.  

“What?” She batted her lashes, tail swishing against his thigh. “It’s just soup.”  

He dumped both cans in the cart.  

Checkout chaos followed.

Siest flirted, or tried, with the cashier for a discount. “Your eyeliner is literally goals.”

Amaryllis argued about the “ethical implications” of plastic bags. 
Ember clung to Blaze’s arm, her claws pricking his fur as she fake-whispered, “Bet you’re exhausted. Wanna…unwind later?*”  

Blaze swiped his card, ignoring the way her hip bumped his. “Bed. Early.”  

“Yours or mine?”  

“EMBER.”  

She laughed, skipping to the car—but not before stealing his keys to shotgun.  

The drive home smelled of fresh bread and tension. Siest hashtagged. Amaryllis seethed. Ember hummed along to the radio, her paw “accidentally” brushing Blaze’s thigh every time she adjusted the volume.  

Just grocery shopping, he told himself.  

But the mangoes in the backseat?  

Ripe.
***
The Morvane household thrummed with its usual rhythm—a symphony of half-hearted rebellions and quiet yearnings.  

Siest sprawled across the living room rug, her light blue tail flicking lazily as she scrolled through Facebook. “Dad,” she droned, not looking up from her phone. “Think I could trend if I deepfaked Principal Hawthorn into a K-pop video?”  

Blaze glanced up from his laptop. “Will it get me sued?”  

“Maybe.”  

“Knock yourself out.”  

She shrugged, already screen-recording. “Lit. Hashtag… Boomerwave.”  

Amaryllis slammed a grease-stained motorcycle magazine onto the kitchen counter. “Ugh. The Hellcat 900 has a quad-core engine but the dealership’s run by fossils.” She glared at Blaze like it was his fault. “I need cash. How hard is it to sell a kidney?”  

Blaze sipped his coffee. “Legally?”  

“Ethically.”  

“Depends on the buyer.”  

She scoffed but stole a twenty from his wallet when he wasn’t looking.  

Ember, however, was a wildfire with no intention of smoldering.  

She “accidentally” wore Blaze’s shirts—sleeves slipping off her pink shoulders. She leaned too close when he cooked, her breath hot on his neck as she “tested” the sauce. Tonight, she’d cornered him in the laundry room, her tail brushing his thigh as she “searched for leggings.”  

“Oops,” she’d giggled, holding up a pair of his boxers. “Yours?”  

Blaze’s fur prickled. “Ember.”  

“What?” Her frosty eyes glinted, innocent as a lit match. “Just…curious.”  

He tried to rationalize it. Teen rebellion. Boundary-testing. Hormones. But when she’d strutted past him post-shower—towel barely cinched, droplets clinging to her pink fur—his traitorous tail had stiffened.  

Fuck.  

That night, he lay awake, the house silent save for the creak of Amaryllis’s bedframe, she was definitely torrenting something, and the wet sounds from Ember’s room. Masturbating? He shouldn’t know. Shouldn’t care. 

His paw drifted south, claws scraping his stomach. Think about the bills. The deadlines. The—
Her laugh. Her hips. That damn mango.  

He came with a choked snarl, teeth sinking into his pillow.  

Great… 

***

Ember skipped into the kitchen, humming. She paused, sniffing the air—musky, tense—and smirked. “Rough night, Daddy?”  

Blaze didn’t look up from his coffee. “Pancakes.”  

“Sure.” She plucked a strawberry from the counter, sucking it slowly. “Extra syrup?”  

His grip tightened on the spatula. Control. Control. Control. She’s testing boundaries…  

But the house felt smaller now. The walls thinner.  

And Ember?  

Just getting started.
The air in the Morvane house thickened with tension, sharp enough to slice the avocado toast Amaryllis was viciously stabbing at breakfast.  
After eating, Amaryllis cornered Ember in their shared bathroom, slamming the door shut with her tail. “What the actual fuck, Ember?”  

Ember blinked at her reflection, applying lip gloss with deliberate slowness. “Hmm?”  

“Don’t ‘hmm’ me.” Amaryllis’s neon hair bristled. “You’re practically dry-humping Dad every time he blinks. You trying to give him a midlife crisis?”  

Ember smirked, turning to face her. “Jealous?”  

“Disgusted.”  

“Suuure.” Ember twirled a strand of purple-streaked hair. “Relax, Ryllis. It’s just fun. Dad’s all wound up—someone’s gotta loosen his leash.”  

Amaryllis’s claws unsheathed. “He’s our father, not your fuckboy.”  

“Wow. Judgy much?” Ember shrugged, slipping past her. “Maybe you should get laid. Ease the edge.”  

The door slammed. Amaryllis growled at her reflection. Freak.  

Siest, meanwhile, lounged on the couch, filming a “Relatable Sibling Rivalry ASMR” video. The mic picked up Amaryllis’s snarling and Ember’s laughter upstairs.  

“…And this,” she whispered to her followers, “is the sound of ~toxic femininity. Heart, comment, subscribe.”  

Blaze sat at his desk, the cursor on his manuscript blinking mockingly. “Captain Zara’s tentacles caressed—”  
Click. He closed the laptop.  

Ember’s scent lingered in the office—sugar and rebellion. He’d found her panties, black lace, his credit card purchase, tucked under his chair that morning. A “joke”, she’d said. But her smirk had been a challenge.  

Why now? She’d always been bold, but this—the lingering touches, the looks—felt different. Hungrier.  

His phone buzzed. A notification from Ember:  

Ember: miss u downstairs <3  

Attached was a selfie: her sprawled on the living room rug, tank top riding up, tail curled coyly over her hip.  

Blaze deleted it. Then unsent the deletion.  

Fuck.  

That night, he waited until the house slept. Ember’s door was shut, music throbbing—a baseline that matched his pulse.  

In the kitchen, he poured whiskey, the ice clinking like a countdown.  

Clink. Her laugh.  

Clink. Her paw on his thigh.  

Clink. “Yours or mine?”  

The glass shattered in the sink.  

“Shit.”  

“Need help?”  

Ember leaned in the doorway, backlit by the fridge light. No shirt. Just a silky camisole and those damn lace panties.  

Blaze’s throat dried. “Bed. Now.”  

“Yours?” She stepped closer, the camisole slipping. “Or…?”  

He gripped the counter, claws scoring granite. “This isn’t a game, Ember.”  

“Sure it is.” She pressed against him, warm and relentless. “You just don’t know the rules yet.”  

Her paw slid up his chest.  

He didn’t stop her.  

Amaryllis’s voice cut through the dark. “EMBER. PHONE. NOW.”  

Ember groaned, rolling her eyes. “Ugh. Cockblocked by the emo brigade.” She skipped off, blowing Blaze a kiss. “Raincheck, Daddy.”  

He didn’t move until dawn.  

Rules.  

But the house was rewriting them.

***

The bathroom steam curled into the hallway like a beckoning finger early that morning. Blaze hesitated, ears twitching at the sound of the shower’s hiss. Ember’s. He’d memorized the rhythm of her showers—too long, too hot, always humming some alt-rock anthem.  

He told himself to turn around.  

He didn’t.  

The door creaked open. Ember stepped out, towel slung low on her hips, pink fur glistening. “Oops!” She collided with him, her damp chest pressing against his shirt. The towel pooled at their feet.  

Sixteen years old. All curves and confidence, her teenage canine form unabashedly bare—soft pink fur trailing down her stomach, thighs still dewy from the shower, breasts warm and soft against him.
Blaze’s muzzle flushed crimson. “Fuck—Ember—”  

“Shhh.” She grinned, tail swaying lazily. “You’ll wake the girls.”  

Footsteps thudded nearby as Amaryllis shouted: “Who left the fucking hot water on empty?*”  

Blaze stumbled back, nearly tripping over the towel. He fled, slamming his bedroom door so hard the keychain rattled.  

Ember scooped up the towel, humming. Score.  

 “Why’s Dad’s door locked?” Amaryllis glared at the hallway, clutching her shower caddy like a weapon.  

Ember shrugged, leaning against the wall. “Midlife crisis?”  

“You’re the crisis.”  

Siest wandered past, earbuds in, filming her “Morning Snack Mukbang”. “Hashtag… Daddy Issues.”  

Blaze pressed his forehead to the cool wood behind the door, claws digging into his palms. She’s a kid. Your kid. Your—  

But his traitorous mind replayed it—the heat of her, the smirk. His body’s response, swift and shameful.  

He grabbed the whiskey from his desk, drank until the room blurred. Pathetic. Dangerous. 

A knock. “Dad?” Amaryllis.  

“Not now.”  

“Whatever. Your laundry’s on fire.”  

It wasn’t.  

The text came a few minutes later:  

Ember: u left something in the hall <3  

Attached: a photo of the towel, arranged in a heart.  

Blaze didn’t reply.  

But he didn’t delete it either.  

The girls bickered over cereal. Blaze stayed locked in his office, drafting a romance scene about forbidden stars.  

“Their love defied gravity—”  

He deleted it.  

Defiance was overrated.

CHAPTER THREE
Checkmate
The house slept—or pretended to. Blaze’s desk lamp cast a jaundiced glow over his latest manuscript: “The asteroid belt couldn’t hide their desire…” Horrible. He deleted the line, claws tapping a staccato rhythm. Tap. Tap. Tap. 

The door clicked open.  

Ember slipped inside, locking it with a soft snick. Her oversized shirt—his shirt—hung off one shoulder, barely skimming her thighs. The fabric strained against her breasts, nipples pebbled beneath the cotton.  

“Daddy,” she purred, leaning against the door. “Still working?”  

Blaze’s nostrils flared—sweet, musky arousal. Hers. His sheath tightened, knot already swelling. “Out.”  

She ignored him, slinking closer. The shirt rode up, revealing the soft pink fur of her hips. “You’ve been… tense.” Her claw traced the desk’s edge. “Let me help.”  

“Ember—”  

“Shhh.” She straddled his lap, her heat searing through his sweatpants. “Rules are boring. You know you want this.”  

His paws gripped the chair, leather creaking. “You’re drunk. High. Something—” The whiskey bottle nearby and the alcohol on his own breath didn’t help.  

“Sober as a nun.” She ground down, her wetness smearing his thigh. “But high on desire. C’mon, Daddy. I saw you staring. In the hall. At the store…” Her tongue flicked his ear. “Bet your cock’s aching to pop.”  

He shuddered, canines bared. “Stop.”  

“Make me.”  

Her paw slid between them, claws pricking his waistband. Blaze’s breath hitched as she freed him—thick, reddened canine cock springing free, shaft glistening. Ember whistled. “Damn. No wonder Mom bounced. This needs a shrine.”  

“EMBER—”  

She gripped him, thumb swiping the leaking slit. “So… salty.” She licked her claw, pupils blown. “I wanna taste more.”  

He bucked, knot throbbing. “Fuck—don’t—”  

“Too late.” She sank to her knees with a wink. “Relax. Let me take care of you.”
Her mouth. Her muzzle. Hot. So fucking hot. Her tongue flattened against his shaft, lapping the precum pooling under his knot. Blaze’s claws shredded the armrest. Wrongwrongwrong—  

“Ember—God—”  

“Mmm.” She took him deeper, gagging theatrically. Tears welled in her blue eyes as she hollowed her cheeks and he hit her throat. Slurp. Gag. Moan.  

“Stop—” he growled, hips jerking.  

She didn’t. She played it up even more, making sure he say the saliva strands hanging from her chin and his cock.  

When he tried to pull away, she pinned his thighs, nails drawing blood. “Uh-uh. My game. My rules.” Her fist pumped his cock, smearing spit and precum. “Gonna cum, Daddy? Gonna soak me?”  

He snarled, muzzle flushing. “Brat—”  

“Your brat.” She quickened her strokes, thumb circling his knot. “C’mon. I dare you.”  

Blaze’s tail thrashed, knocking over a lamp. Crash. Ember laughed, the vibration rippling through his cock.  

“Fuck—Ember—I’m—”  

“*Do it.” She squeezed his knot. “Cum. For. Me.”  

He came with a roar, canines sinking into his forearm to muffle it. Thick spurts painted her muzzle, her chest, the fucking manuscript. Ember lapped at him greedily, milking every pulse as they squirt free. Ropes of white rolled down her wrist and over the shirt she wore.
“Mmm.” She licked her lips, nuzzling his jumping cock. “Better than mangoes.”  

Blaze slumped, spent cock twitching. Ember climbed onto the desk, legs splayed, shirt hiked to reveal her glistening cunt.  

“Your turn,” she said, smirking.  

He stood, trembling, his mind a fog of heat and regret. “Never again.”  

“Liar.” She hopped down, trailing a claw through the cum on her chest. “You’ll be hard for me by breakfast.” She unlocked the door, blowing him a kiss. “Sweet dreams, Daddy. I hope you feel better now.”  

Blaze stared at the ruined manuscript. “Their love defied—”  

He vomited in the trash can.  

Defied nothing.  

Defined everything.
Yet he felt an odd sense of freedom he tried not to acknowledge.

---  

Down the hall, Ember texted Siest:  

Ember: u owe me $20

***
Ember’s bedroom was a mosaic of chaos—band posters, LED strip lights, and a suspicious stain on the ceiling, courtesy of Siest’s “glitter bomb” phase. Ember lounged on her bed, painting her claws neon green, while Siest filmed a “Get Ready With Siblings!” video and Amaryllis sharpened her switchblade-shaped hairpin.  

Ember hummed, flicking her tail toward Siest’s camera. “Psst. Catch this glow-up.” She winked, licking her lips exaggeratedly.  

Amaryllis froze. “Oh my god.”  

“What?” Siest panned the camera. “Ryllis, your eyeliner’s tragic today—”  

“No.” Amaryllis pointed at Ember’s neck—a faint bruise peeking under her choker. “You. Him. You actually—?”  

Ember smirked. “Ding ding ding.”  

Siest lowered her phone. “Wait. Him who?”  

 “Dad.” Amaryllis spat the word like poison.  

“Dad? Wait. Ew.” Siest scrunched her nose. “Like… sex dad? Or ‘borrowed his credit card’ dad?”  

Ember rolled her eyes. “Sex dad. Duh.”  

“Whoa.” Siest’s phone clattered to the floor, still recording. “Ember. That’s—hashtag problematic.”  

“Relax.” Ember inspected her claws. “He was craaaanked. Needed to unwind. I helped.”  

Amaryllis lunged, pinning Ember to the bed. “Help?! You’re fucking our father!”  

“Handjob.” Ember corrected, grinning. “Semantics.”  

Siest retrieved her phone, fascination overriding horror. “But… why? Like, why not just… buy him a spa day?”  

“Exactly.” Amaryllis released Ember, wiping her paws on her jeans. “Or weed. Or a therapist.”  

Ember sat up, stretching. “Boring. Dad’s a prude. Needed a creative outlet.”  

“Creative?!” Amaryllis’s neon hair bristled. “You’re his kid!”  

“Teen.” Ember flipped her hair. “And hello—he’s a single dad with needs. I was just at the right place at the right time.”  

Siest gasped. “Wait. So like… how was it?”  

“Siest!” Amaryllis threw a pillow at her.  
Ember twirled a condom packet, stolen from Blaze’s drawer, between her claws. “Look. Dude’s stressed. Bills. Work. Us.” She shrugged. “Single dad with three girls always flaunting their hormones? I gave him a… stress ball.”  

“You’re the stress!” Amaryllis hissed. “What happens when he snaps? Or—or someone finds out? Like mom. Ugh, this is gross.”  

“Which mom?” Ember smirked. “Yours? Please. Jenna is just as bad as—”

Siest raised a paw. “I think he’d prefer, like… a hug?”  

“Hugs don’t make you cum,” Ember said, rolling her eyes.  

“EMBER!”  

Amaryllis stood, tail lashing. “You’re sick. And he’s worse for letting you.”  

“Letting?” Ember laughed. “Please. He begged. Well… moaned.”  

Siest gagged. “Stoooppp. I need brain bleach.”  

“Face it.” Ember flopped back onto her bed. “Dad’s into it. You’re just jealous ‘cause your love life’s a graveyard.”  

Amaryllis stormed out, slamming the door hard enough to crack the mirror.  

Siest lingered, chewing her lip. “Em…this is bad. Like… canceled bad.”  

“Pfft.” Ember scrolled through her phone, pulling up a selfie with Blaze’s cum still streaked on her cheek. “Viral bad.”  

Siest leaned over. “Should probably delete that.”  

“Make me.”  

Downstairs, Blaze stared at a half-written email: “Dear Client, Regarding the alien orgy scene…”  
He deleted it.  

Orgies were simpler.
The Morvane kitchen smelled of burnt popcorn and unresolved tension. Blaze had “forgotten” to grocery shop—again—leaving the girls to scavenge. Ember lounged on the counter, licking neon-pink seasoning dust off her claws. Siest scrolled through TikTok, occasionally snorting at memes. Amaryllis stabbed a bag of microwave noodles like it owed her money.  

“Sooo,” Ember drawled, kicking her legs. “Dad’s been better, right? Think he’s craving round two?”  

Amaryllis’s fork snapped. “Shut. Up.”  

“What?” Ember smirked, tail flicking. “You saw how stressed he was. Now? Chilled. Mission accomplished.”  

Siest glanced up. “I mean… he did finally fix the Wi-Fi.”  

“SEE?” Ember spread her paws. “Happy dad, happy life.”  

Amaryllis slammed the table. “He’s not ‘happy’! He’s traumatized!” Her neon hair fell in front of one eye dramatically, claws unsheathed. “You raped him!”  

Ember rolled her eyes. “Please. He came, didn’t he? Stop being so over the top.”  

“EMBER!”  

“What?” She hopped down, invading Amaryllis’s space. “Admit it—you’re just pissed ‘cause you wanna be his favorite, eldest sibling.”  

Amaryllis lunged, but Siest wedged between them, phone still recording. “Hashtag sibling rivalry. Knock it off. Guys.” Siest sighed, flicking glitter off her sweater. “It’s weird, but, like… incest is trending?” She pulled up a forum post: “Hot For Teacher (Who’s Also My Uncle!)”  

“Siest, you’re not helping,” Amaryllis snarled.  

“What?” She shrugged. “I’m just saying… morals are mid. Not saying it’s right. Just saying it’s… a thing, I guess.”  

Ember cackled. “Queen.”  

Amaryllis stormed out, tossing a middle finger over her shoulder: “You’re both freaks!”  

Upstairs, Blaze’s office light stayed off. He’d taken to “errands”—endless drives, avoiding the house. When he was home, he moved like a ghost: silent showers, untouched meals, avoiding eye contact.  

Ember noticed. “He’ll get over it,” she told Siest, painting her claws black. “Guys always come back.”  

Siest chewed her lip. “What if… he doesn’t?”  

Ember paused, smirk faltering. “He will.”  

That night, Amaryllis cornered Blaze in the garage. He was “fixing” the lawnmower—a task that involved staring at the engine.  

“We need to talk,” she said, arms crossed.  

Blaze stiffened. “Not now, Ryllis.”  

“Now.” She kicked a toolbox. “Stop letting her… do that. You’re the parent.”  

He didn’t look up. “I know.”  

“Do you?!” Her voice cracked. “She’s sixteen. You’re… you.”  

Blaze’s claws tightened on a wrench. “I said I know.”  

Amaryllis waited for more.  

He gave her nothing.  

Emper watched from her window as Blaze peeled out of the driveway again. How cute. But her chest ached—a feeling she drowned in bass-heavy music and another risky text:  

Ember: miss u <3  

He didn’t reply.  

Yet.  

The house settled into a new rhythm: avoidance, accusation, wanting.  

And somewhere down the highway, Blaze wondered if gas was cheaper in Canada.

CHAPTER FOUR
Bloodline Counsel
The video call connected on the third ring. Mistral Morvane’s office was a study in contradictions: diplomas in neurology and behavioral psychology hung beside neon synthwave art, her desk lit by a retro lava lamp. She wore a lab coat over a mesh top, her silver-flecked fur impeccably groomed.  

“Blaze.” Her voice was crisp, clinical, but her blue eyes—so like Siest’s—softened. “You look terrible.”  

He grimaced, the phone trembling in his paw. “Hi, Mom.”  

He told her everything. Ember’s escalation. The handjob. The girls’ fractured dynamic. The words tumbled out—guilty, desperate.  

Mistral listened, steepling her claws. When he finished, she leaned back, the camera catching a sliver of her OnlyFans setup: a neon grid wall, fishnet stockings draped over a chair.  

“First,” she said, “breathe. Panic’s a poor diagnostician.”  

Blaze’s laugh was brittle. “Diagnose this.”  

“Gladly.” She templed her paws. “Ember’s behavior is textbook transference—seeking validation through taboo, likely exacerbated by your…passivity.”  

He flinched. “I didn’t—”  

“You froze. She escalated. Classic operant conditioning.” Mistral’s tone sharpened. “But let’s skip the jargon. You called *me. What do you want to hear?”  

Blaze stared at his reflection in the dark screen. “*Was I… like her?*”  

Mistral paused. The synthwave hum of her RGB keyboard filled the silence.   “You were sixteen,” she said finally. “I was…*lonely.” Her gaze flicked to a framed photo of Siest’s baby shower. “Our…liaisons filled a void. My void. Not yours.”  

Blaze’s muzzle tightened. “You regret it.”  

“Regret implies error.” She adjusted her headset, the neon glow highlighting her age lines. “I needed connection. You needed guidance. We…crosswired.”  

“Jesus, Mom—”  

“But,” she cut in, “unlike Ember, you weren’t weaponizing it. She’s bored. You’re…complicit.” Mistral leaned forward, lab coat slipping to reveal a choker with a tiny heart pendant in her cleavage. “Listen. You’ll do three things: One, stop avoiding her. Two, get Siest therapy—subtly. Three, talk to Amaryllis. She’s the only adult in that house.”  

Blaze’s tail bristled. “And if Ember… tries again?”  

Mistral’s smile was razor-thin. “You’re the parent. Act like one.”  

He opened his mouth—  

“But.” She softened. “If you relapse…call me. Shame solves nothing. Things happen that we can’t always control.” 

The screen went dark. Blaze slumped, head in his paws.  

His phone buzzed.  

Mistral: Siest’s tuition is due. Transferring funds.  

Mistral: And Blaze?  

Mistral: I love you. Even when you’re stupid.  

He didn’t reply.  

Downstairs, Ember’s laughter echoed—sharp, bright, dangerous.  

Mistral’s perfume lingered, phantom and familiar.  

Act like one.  

He stood.  

The house was too quiet. Amaryllis had “gone to the library” which was code for screaming into the void at the skatepark. Siest was supposedly at a “viral collab shoot” a 7-Eleven parking lot. Blaze stood outside Ember’s bedroom door, claws digging into his palms. Act like a parent.  

He knocked.  

“Come iiiin,” Ember trilled.  

Her room reeked of vanilla body spray and rebellion. LED strips bathed the space in pink, highlighting band posters, Starlight Syndicate, a cluttered vanity, and a bed draped in black satin. Ember lounged atop it, wearing a cropped tank and panties that were more string than fabric.  

“Daddy’s finally home,” she purred, tail thumping the mattress.  

Blaze stayed in the doorway. “We need to talk.”  

“Uh-oh.” She fake-pouted. “Am I grounded?”  

“Ember… this stops. Now.”  

Ember rolled her eyes. “You stopped? Please. I saw your search history. ‘Canine knotting comp—’”  

“EMBER.” His growl shook the walls.  

She sat up, smirk fading. “What? You liked it. You came. You wanna do it again?”  

Blaze stepped inside, door clicking shut. “You’re my daughter. And I love you. But—”  

“And?” She stood, toe-to-toe with him. “Mom’s gone. Mom Two’s gone. Mom Three’s literally not even known.” Her claws trailed his chest. “Who’s left to fuck you right?”  

He grabbed her wrist. “This isn’t—”  

“Love?” She laughed, pressing closer. Her nipples brushed his shirt. “Who said anything about love? I just want to see you happy, dad.” 

Blaze’s resolve crumbled. He backed her against the wall, muzzle grazing her neck. “You’re a brat.”  

“Your brat,” she breathed, arching into him. “I wouldn’t be doing this if I didn’t want it. So just… know that… ‘kay?”
His paw slid under her tank, cupping her breast—full, perky, teenage. Ember moaned, grinding against his thickening cock. “Daddy…”  

“Fuck.” He spun her around, pinning her to the wall. Her panties ripped easily, revealing her slick cunt.  

“Yes!” Ember shoved her ass back, tail lifted. “Do it. Breed me. Don’t hold back, got it?”  

Blaze’s knot swelled, his tip pressing against her entrance. Wrong. Wrong. Wrong.
He sheathed himself in one thrust.
Right.

Ember screamed, claws scraping drywall. “FUCK! That’s it!”  

“Quiet,” he snarled, pounding into her. Her tightness milked him, walls fluttering around his knot.  

“Harder!” she demanded, reaching back to claw his thigh. “Make me your bitch, dad!”  

He obliged, fucking her like a feral—no pretense, no guilt. Just heat, and shame, and need. His pants pools around his ankles as Ember’s ass pushed back against each thrust, the wet plap of their bodies meeting filling Ember’s room.
Unknown to them, Siest crouched outside, phone angled through the cracked door. Her TikTok live stream ticked upward:  

@Siest.Morvane: “SIBLING PRANK GONE WRONG??? (EMOTIONAL)”  

Comments flooded:  

UserXxX: INCEST KINK?  

WolfGurl99: FAKE. CGI. 

Anon666: I’M LITERALLY CRYING  

Siest chewed her lip, zooming in on Ember’s blissful face. “Hashtag… family goals?” She shifted, her thighs rubbing together. “Jeez…”
Blaze’s knot locked, swelling impossibly large. Ember wailed, cunt spasming as he flooded her.  

“DADDY!”  

He bit her shoulder, muffling his roar as the word helped him come undone. Cum pumped into her, hot and relentless, one thick squirt after another finding its home inside of her hungry body.  

Ember collapsed forward, giggling weakly. “Told you… you’d cave. Woof.”  

Blaze pressed against her, his knot firmly lodged in place. “Never again.”  

“Oh stop,” She reached down, rubbing where they were joined, and licked his cum off her paw. “Don’t feel guilty about feeling good. Enjoy it.” 

Siest ended the stream, viewers peaking at 50K. She tiptoed away, texting Amaryllis:  

Siest: u owe me $50  

Blaze stumbled to the shower, scrubbing until his fur raw.  

Ember lounged in bed, replaying Siest’s video that she’d found. “Sneaky! Viral by morning, I bet,” she mused, smirking.  

Somewhere, Mistral Morvane refreshed her OnlyFans DMs, unaware her granddaughter’s moans were trending.  

Family ties, indeed.

***
One night, Siest knocked three times—polite, rhythmic—before nudging Blaze’s door open. Her phone glowed in the dark, casting eerie shadows on her calm blue fur. “Hey, Dad.”  

Blaze sat at his desk, a half-empty whiskey bottle beside a draft titled “Ethical Boundaries in Interstellar Diplomacy.” He didn’t turn around. “Hey, Siest. Writing, but I can use the break from… this.”  

“Cool.” She flopped onto his bed, cross-legged, and tapped her screen. “Sooo… wanna explain this?”  

The video played. Ember’s moans. His growls. The smack of flesh.  

Blaze’s whiskey soured in his throat. “Siest… not you too. Delete that.”  

“Why?” Siest tilted her head, heterochromatic eyes gleaming. “Engagement’s up 300%.” She scrolled through comments. “‘DILF of the Year!’ ‘Need a stepdad tutorial!’”  

“Siest—”  

“Relax.” She shrugged. “Just asking. Like… is it fun?”  

Blaze gripped his chair. “*It’s… complicated.*”  

“How?” She leaned forward, tail swishing. “Ember’s into it. You’re into it. Seems… efficient.”  

“It’s not—”  

“Is the knot part gross?” She scrunched her nose. “Looks painful.”  

“Siest. Stop. I really don’t want this conversation.”  

“Why?” She stood, peeling off her “Viral or Die” tank top. “I’m curious.”  

Her pajama bottoms pooled at her ankles. Nude, Siest’s light blue fur shimmered under the phone’s flashlight—petite frame, perky breasts. She angled the camera. “Don’t worry. I’ll edit out your face.”  

Blaze’s cock twitched, betraying him. “Put clothes on.”  

“Why?” She knelt, paws on his knees. “Ember got her video. I want mine.”  

“This isn’t—”  

“A tutorial,” she interrupted, pulling down his sweatpants. “‘How To Please Your Dad.’ Hashtag… LifeHacks.”  

Her mouth was less experienced, clumsier than Ember’s. Siest gagged immediately, pulling back with a grimace. “Ugh. Salty.”  

Blaze was flushed. Unlike Ember, he knew Siest probably hadn’t had sex yet. “Siest—”  

“Wait.” She repositioned the phone, framing his cock. “Okay, squad. Pro tip: Breathe through your nose.”  

Blaze’s claws splintered the desk. Wrongwrongwrong—  

She took him deeper, tears welling as she hollowed her cheeks. Slurp. Gag. “Mmm…” she hummed, the vibration wringing a groan from him.  

“Siest—stop—”  

“Hang on.” She popped off, grinning at the camera. “See? Practice. I’ll get it.”  

“It’s not about that, Siest. It’s—”

“Yes it is. Trust me. I’ve got this. Now stop shifting so much, you’re out of frame again.” She adjusted her phone.

Her persistence paid off. Blaze’s hips jerked, knot swelling under her learning. Fingers explored his balls, tongue wrapping around the top of his cock all while she massaged the base. She’d actually loaded up a video of a blowjob to study from. 
“Siest—I’m—”  

“Cum here.” She aimed the lens, tongue outstretched.  

He came with a snarl, ropes splattering her muzzle, chest, the fucking phone. Siest blinked, licking her lips. His daughter barely flinched, simply letting the sticky release land where it may. Once it was done, she dipped a finger into the mess and tasted it.

“Huh. Kinda… tangy.” She stood, cum dripping down her thighs, and admired the footage. “POV: You’re Daddy’s favorite.”  

Blaze slumped, empty. “Why?”  

Siest shrugged, pulling her tank back on. “Views.” She paused at the door. “And, I dunno… you seemed fun. Love you. Gonna edit this now.” 

“Siest—”  

“Night, Dad.”  

Alone, Blaze stared at the ceiling.  

Mistral’s voice echoed: “Act like a parent.”  
He laughed, bitter and broken, yet he felt warm.
Down the hall, Siest uploaded the video.  

Unlisted. For now.
CHAPTER FIVE
Fractured Sisterhood
Amaryllis kicked open Ember’s bedroom door, neon hair crackling with rage. The room reeked of weed and vanilla perfume, clothes strewn like confetti. Ember lounged on her bed, painting her claws black, while Siest sat cross-legged on the floor, editing a video titled “ASMR: Family Drama Unboxing.”  

 “You.” Amaryllis jabbed a claw at Ember. “Stop. Fucking. Dad.”  

Ember blew on her nails. “Make me.”  

“I’m serious!” Amaryllis snatched her sister’s polish, hurling it against the wall. “It’s sick! You’re sick!”  

Siest glanced up, camera still rolling. “Hashtag… toxic femininity?”  

“YOU!” Amaryllis whirled on her. “Help me fix this!”  

Siest shrugged. “Not my brand.”  

Amaryllis’s tail lashed. “You’re just letting her ruin us!”  

Ember smirked. “Ryllis, chill. Dad’s into it. Siest gets it now too, right?”  

Siest froze.  

Amaryllis’s eyes widened. “What?”  

Ember sat up, grin feral. “Oh, you didn’t* know? Little Miss Virality sucked him off for content.”  

Siest’s ears flattened. “…It was trending. And it wasn’t just for content.”  

 “ARE YOU* KIDDING ME?!” Amaryllis lunged, knocking over Siest’s ring light. “He’s our FATHER! Do either of you understand that?”  

Ember cackled, clapping. “Daddy’s a star now!”  

Siest hunched, phone clutched to her chest. “…Views spiked.”  

“VIEWS?!” Amaryllis grabbed her shoulders, shaking. “He’s using you! You’re using him! You’re using him! What’s wrong with you?!”  

Siest’s heterochromatic eyes flickered—a rare crack in her apathy. “…He looked sad.”  

Amaryllis recoiled. “Sad? Then hug him! Talk to him! Don’t suck his fucking dick!”  

“Nah.” Ember twirled a condom wrapper. “He needs something hot. It’s why I’ll—”  

“SHUT UP!” Amaryllis’s claws unsheathed. “You’ve broken him! Both of you!”  

Siest’s phone buzzed—a notification: @Siest.Morvane: 100K FOLLOWERS!  

She blinked. “… worth it?”  

Amaryllis stormed out, slamming the door so hard Ember’s Starlight Syndicate poster fluttered to the floor.  

Ember lit a joint, offering it to Siest. “Welcome to the dark side.”  

Siest took a drag, exhaling smoke at her camera and coughing after. “Hashtag… girl dinner.”  

Downstairs, Amaryllis blasted punk rock, drowning their laughter.  

The house, once a warzone, now felt like a graveyard—each sister buried in their own truth.

***
The Morvane house settled into a fractured rhythm—a dissonant harmony of secrets and silences. Ember and Siest carved their claims on Blaze like rival queens, while Amaryllis drowned her fury in the garage, welding scrap metal into jagged art.

Ember didn’t knock when she made her moves. She barged into Blaze’s office at midnight, wearing nothing but a choker and a smirk. “Daddy’s working late again?” She hopped onto his desk, scattering papers, and spread her legs. Her pink-furred pussy glistened, already slick.

Blaze’s muzzle twitched. “Ember—”

“Save it.” She grabbed his tie, yanking him close. “You’ve been avoiding me.” Her claws pricked his chest. “Bad dog.” She giggled.
He growled, but his cock strained against his jeans. 
Ember laughed, unzipping him with her teeth. “There he is.”

She rode him raw on the desk, her cunt milking his knot with every bounce. “Fuck—yes!” she screamed, nails raking his back. “Cum in your good girl! Let it all out, dad!”

Blaze came with a snarl, filling her so deep it leaked down her thighs. Ember collapsed against him, licking his ear. “Missed you, Daddy.”

Blaze shivered as he remained pressed against her.

Siest preferred subtlety. She cornered Blaze in the laundry room, her phone recording from the lint trap. “Dad?” She pressed into his back. “Sorry if I came off strong. Just… had to know… you know?”
Blaze flushed. “Siest—”

“Hmm.” She stepped closer, her blue tail brushing his thigh. “Ember says you’re… generous.” Her paw grazed his cock through his jeans. “You don’t find me boring, do you?”
He should’ve left.

He didn’t.

Siest knelt, taking him into her mouth with clinical precision. “Relax,” she mumbled around his shaft, filming the angle. “For research.”

Blaze gripped the washing machine, hips jerking as she swallowed his knot. “Siest—I’m—this isn’t—”

She doubled her efforts, her lips kissing the top of his knot as she squeezed the base. She pulled off just in time, letting him cum across her face, savoring the way the thick white felt in her fur and hair. “Thanks,” she said, snapping a selfie. “Engagement’s gonna skyrocket. Love you.”

However, Amaryllis blasted music in the garage, welding goggles hiding her tears. Clang. She smashed a hubcap into a twisted sculpture. Clang. Freaks. Clang. Both of them.
She didn’t hear Blaze approach.

“Ryllis—”

“Yeah, what?” She hurled a wrench, missing his head by inches. “Just leave me alone, got it?”
He left.

Ember claimed Blaze in the shower, pressing him against the tiles as she fucked herself on his knot. “Mine,” she hissed, marking his neck.

Siest filmed a “Dad Q\&A” in his bed, riding him slowly while narrating, “Comment your fantasies.”

Amaryllis skipped dinner, surviving on energy drinks and spite.

Ember found Siest’s hidden video folder: “Daddy’s Girl Pt. 1-12.”
“Copycat,” Ember sneered.

Siest shrugged. “Algorithm likes the vibe.”

They dueled for him in the living room—Ember grinding on Blaze’s lap while Siest sucked his tongue. Amaryllis walked in, froze, and vomited in the foyer.

“You’re all monsters,*” she growled, fleeing into the night.

Blaze tried to push them off. “Enough.”

They didn’t listen.

Blaze stared at Mistral’s latest text: “I’m booking a flight.”
He deleted it.

In the dark, Ember and Siest curled around him, sticky and sated.

Amaryllis’s bed stayed empty.

***
The Maplewood High cafeteria buzzed with the usual lunchtime chaos—trays clattering, gossip ricocheting off linoleum, and the faint hum of a broken vending machine. Ember Morvane held court at the center table, her pink fur glowing under fluorescent lights as she leaned back in her chair, boots propped on the table.  

“No fucking way,” snorted Jake Rickson, the football team’s german shepherd linebacker, as he choked on his sloppy joe. “You’re saying you banged your dad?”  

Ember smirked, twirling a fry coated in ketchup like a bloody baton. “Not banged. Rode. Like a pro.” She licked the ketchup slowly, relishing the disgusted gasps. “Daddy’s got a knot that’d make your micropenis cry.”  

A chorus of “EW!” and “Bullshit!” erupted.  

Siest sat cross-legged on the floor nearby, phone angled to capture Ember’s performance. Her caption read: “Sibling ASMR: Taboo Confessions (100% Real).”  

“Engagement’s up 200%,” she murmured, zooming in on Jake’s horrified face. “Hashtag… trauma bonding.”  

A freshman girl leaned over her shoulder. “Is that… true?”  

Siest blinked. “Biometric data suggests elevated heart rates. So…maybe.”  

The girl paled. “Cool. I guess.”  

Amaryllis slammed her lunch tray down at the adjacent table, her neon hair practically sparking. “Will you shut up?!” she snarled at Ember. “No one believes you!”  

Ember rolled her eyes. “Jealous Ryllis can’t handle Dad’s stamina—”  

Amaryllis lunged, knocking over chairs as she tackled Ember to the floor. “You’re ruining this family, you little slut!” she screamed, fists clenched in Ember’s shirt.  

Jake whooped. “Catfight!”  

Siest calmly panned the camera. “POV: You’re the toxic in ‘toxic sibling dynamic.’”  

Amaryllis’s punch grazed Ember’s cheek. “You think this is funny?! He’s our father!”  

Ember kneed her gut, flipping them. “And? You want him too! Admit it! Maybe getting laid will make you stop trying to be so edgy! Newsflash, you only think you’re cool!”  

“FUCK YOU!” Amaryllis headbutted her, splitting her own lip. Blood dripped onto the floor as the crowd circled, phones out.  

Siest stood, adjusting her angle. “Lighting’s subpar, but the clicks will compensate.”  

Vice Principal Rodriguez hauled them apart, her clipboard trembling. “My office! Now!”  

Ember blew a bloody kiss to the crowd. “Stay kinky, Maplewood!”  

Amaryllis spat on the floor, storming out with a middle finger raised.  

Siest lingered, filming the bloodstain. “Hashtag…authenticity.” Though at her core, she felt the sting.
In the empty detention room, Ember doodled dicks on her desk while Siest edited footage. Amaryllis seethed by the window, knuckles still raw.  

“You’re both disgusting,” Amaryllis muttered. “And you don’t even have detention. Why are you here?”
Siest uploaded the fight video: Sibling Rivalry: Incest Edition (Viral Warning). She then turned to Amaryllis. “Bored. Wanted to keep an eye on you two.”
Ember grinned. “Jealousy’s a bad look, Ryllis.”  

Amaryllis stood abruptly. “I’m out.”  

“Where?” Ember taunted. “Home to Dad? You know, he’s got a really big—”  

Amaryllis flipped her off, slamming the door.  

***

The garage reeked of motor oil and unresolved tension. Amaryllis slammed her wrench onto the workbench, the clang echoing like a gunshot. Blaze stood frozen in the doorway, the dim bulb above casting shadows on her heaving chest, her tank top damp with sweat and fury.  

“You.” She stalked toward him, neon hair wild, grease smeared like war paint. “You’re supposed to be better. Not… not them.”  

Blaze backed into the tool rack, sockets clattering. “Amaryllis—”  

“Shut. Up.” She grabbed his shirt, yanking him close. Her breasts, bare under the threadbare cotton, crushed against his chest. “Don’t.” She slammed the door, tail lashing. “Ember’s a slut. Siest’s a clout-chaser. But you?” Her claws unsheathed. “You’re supposed to be better.”

Blaze flinched. “I tried—”

“TRY HARDER!” She shoved him against the wall, her chest crushing his. Her scent—sharp citrus and burnt rubber—flooded his senses. “You’re ruining us!”

She kissed him like a punch—all teeth and blood, her tongue claiming his mouth as her hands ripped his shirt. Blaze groaned, torn between push and pull, but Amaryllis didn’t give him the choice. She bit his lip hard, copper blooming, and shoved him onto the tool table.  

“You don’t get to fucking move,” she snarled, straddling him. Her tank top hit the floor, breasts swaying, nipples peaked and angry.  

Amaryllis tore his jeans open, freeing his cock—thick, flushed, already leaking. “Seriously?” she spat, but her cunt glistened, betraying her. She reached down, holding him firmly, and sank onto him without preamble, walls clenching like a vice.  

“Jeez, not… you too—” Blaze gripped the table’s edge, bolts digging into his palms.  

“No.” She pinned his wrists, riding him with brutal precision. “You don’t get to enjoy this.”  

Her breasts bounced with each thrust, sweat-slicked fur catching the dim light. Blaze’s hips jerked, but she ground down harder, stealing his rhythm. “Mine,” she hissed, nails carving crescents into his chest. “You ruined me first.”  

Blaze’s knot swelled, catching her rim. Amaryllis faltered, a whimper escaping before she silenced it with a snarl. “Pull. Out.”  

“Ryllis—”  

“NOW.” She yanked him free, fist replacing her cunt, pumping his shaft with rough strokes. “Cum. On. Me.”  

He obeyed, stripes of white painting her stomach, her breasts. Amaryllis didn’t flinch, didn’t moan—just watched, jaw clenched, as his spend dripped onto the tools below.  

When it was done, she shoved him off the table, pulling her tank top back on. The cum streaked her abs like a brand. “Touch me again,” she said, kicking her bike, the one she’d been repairing for weeks, to life, “and I’ll cut it off.”  

The engine roared, drowning his reply. Gravel sprayed as she peeled out, leaving Blaze half-dressed in the oil-stained silence.  

Amaryllis didn’t look back.  

But at the stoplight, her thighs trembled.  

Dammit.  

Ember was right. He’s big.  

CHAPTER SIX
Family Confessions
Siest’s bedroom was a minefield of half-eaten snacks, different lighting setups, and LED’s humming with residual chaos. Ember lounged on Siest’s bed, painting her claws neon green, while Siest edited a video titled “Sibling ASMR: Whispering Confessions.”  

Ember blew on her nails. “Ryllis’s been weird all day. Like, extra stabby.”  

Siest nodded, zooming in on Amaryllis’s door from her room across the hall. “Foacebook says guilt manifests as rage. Hashtag… therapy.”  

The door slammed open. Amaryllis stood in the threshold, fur matted with sweat, neon hair frazzled. She reeked of garage oil and unresolved tension.  

“What’s your damage?” Ember smirked. “Finally blow up the lawnmower?”  

“*Shut up,” Amaryllis snapped, storming to the bathroom.  

Ember’s nose twitched. She sat up, grinning. “Oh. My. God. You fucked him.”  

Amaryllis froze. “No.”  

“Liar.” Ember bounded over, sniffing theatrically. “Eau de Dad’s Despair. Classic. I can smell him on you.”  

Amaryllis shoved her away. “Fuck off!”  

Siest tilted her head, camera rolling. “Your pupils are dilated. Heart rate elevated. And you’re blushing.”  

“I’m not—!” Amaryllis gripped the sink, claws gouging the material. “…It was a mistake.”  

Ember cackled. “Welcome to the club!”  

“It’s not—” Amaryllis’s voice cracked. “I didn’t— want it to feel…”  

“Good?” Ember finished, arching a brow. “The temptation won. Knew it would.” 

Amaryllis glared at the floor. “…Shut up.”  

Siest patted the bed on their way back. “Sit. Algorithm says vulnerability trends on Thursdays.”  

Amaryllis hesitated, then slumped beside her. “I hate this. I hate him. I hate you.*”  

“Buuuuuuut?” Ember pressed.  

“But…” Amaryllis tugged her beanie over her eyes. “He’s just… sad. And we’re sad. And it’s…easier this way.”  

Ember flopped beside her, head in Amaryllis’s lap. “Duh.”  

Siest nodded. “Family bonding. Hashtag… trauma core.”  

Amaryllis swiped at her eyes. “We’re messed up. All of us.”  

“*Obviously,*” Ember said, passing her a joint. “But Dad’s trying. Kinda. Better than leaving everything unspoken, right?”  

“He bought me a stabilizer for my camera,” Siest offered. “After I gagged on his knot.”  

Amaryllis gagged as well, but dragged from Ember’s offering. “Gross. He probably feels bad.”  

Ember snorted. “You literally just rode him.”  

“Can you stop?” Amaryllis sighed. “Sorry I… hit you at school.”
They fell into uneasy silence, the weight of their shared secret binding them tighter than blood.  

“Apology accept, fellow incest sister.” Ember flicked Amaryllis’s beanie. “Look. We’re all fucked. But… we’re fucked together.”  

Siest raised her phone. “Sister summit selfie?”  

“No,” Amaryllis said.  

“Yes,” Ember said, yanking her into frame.  

The photo captured it all—Ember’s devil-may-care grin, Siest’s peace sign, Amaryllis’s reluctant half-smile.  

Downstairs, Blaze stared at Mistral’s unread messages.  

The house, for once, felt quiet. Not fixed. But held.
***

The video call connected on the first ring. Mistral’s office had shifted—her synthwave decor now clashed with a whiteboard covered in equations and a sticky note that read“KINK ≠ THERAPY (usually).” She sipped matcha from a mug labeled #MILF, her lab coat unbuttoned to reveal a mesh top.  

“Blaze.” Her tone was all clinical calm. “I’d say ‘surprise,’ but…” She gestured to her phone, where a blurred thumbnail of Siest’s video lingered. “Viral doesn’t begin to cover it.”  

Blaze’s ears flattened. “Mom—”  

“Let’s skip the guilt.” She leaned forward, cleavage strategically framed. “You’ve fucked all three. Congrats. Now, damage control.” Mistral templed her claws. “First, Siest. How’s her cognitive development? Any… latency-stage fixations?”  

Blaze blinked. “She’s… fine?”  

“Wonderful.” Mistral scribbled notes. “No nightmares? Paraphilic interests beyond the familial norm?”  

“Mom.”  

“Blaze.” She arched a brow. “I carried her. I know what she is.”  

Silence.  

Mistral softened. “She’s resilient. Our… gene pool sees to that.”  

Blaze’s tail twitched. “This isn’t—”  

“Funny?” Mistral smirked. “Oh, it’s hysterical. My son, repeating my mistakes.” Air quotes dripped sarcasm. “But here’s the rub: girls thrive on attention. Even the… taboo kind.”  

She pulled up Siest’s video—“Daddy’s Girl Pt. 12”—and snorted. “Look at those metrics! She really is my daughter. But enough nostalgia.” Mistral’s gaze sharpened. “You’ll do three things: One, schedule STD tests—yours and theirs. Two, buy Siest better lighting. Three, expect me Friday.”  

Blaze choked. “Why?”  

“Therapy.” She winked. “And quality time with my granddaughters.”  

Blaze stared at the dark screen after she’d hung up. 

Mistral: P.S. Ember’s ovulating. Watch the knot.  

He deleted the message.  

Upstairs, the sisters huddled around Siest’s laptop, watching Mistral’s old OnlyFans videos.  

“Grandma’s wild,” Ember cackled.  

Amaryllis gagged. “She’s why we’re like this.”  

Siest tilted her head. “Genetics. Hashtag… cursed.”  

Mistral’s plane touched down at dawn on Thursday.  

The house braced.  

Family therapy was about to get interesting.
***
The automatic doors of FreshPaws Mart hissed open, releasing the Morvanes into their latest battlefield. Blaze gripped the cart like a lifeline, bracing for impact.  

Ember strutted ahead, her crop top riding up to reveal the waistband of her “Daddy’s Girl” thong. She grabbed a cucumber, wagging it at Blaze. “Think this’ll fit?”  

Blaze’s ears burned. “Produce isn’t a prop, Ember.”  

“Says you.” She dropped it into the cart with a wink. “For salad. Obviously.”  

Siest drifted toward the snack aisle, phone aloft. “Squad, vote now: Cinnamon Howl Crunch or literal crunch?” She angled the camera to capture Blaze’s sigh. “Dad’s a hottie but terrible at meal prep.”  

Blaze tossed in a family-sized bag of Cinnamon Crunch. “Happy?”  

“Hashtag… daddy knows best.” She zoomed in on his ass as he bent for almond milk.  

Amaryllis stormed past, chucking organic veggies into the cart. “Eat something that’s not cum-covered for once. Or junk food.”  

Blaze raised a brow. “Potatoes are… safe?”  

“Shut up.” She shoved a vitamin bottle at him. “These’ll fix your sad dad issues.”  

Ember snorted. “Too late.”  

Ember “accidentally” dropped a condom pack onto the conveyor. “Oops! Family planning.”  

Amaryllis facepalmed. “I hate you. But… smart.”  

Siest filmed the cashier’s horrified expression. “POV: You’re the trauma in ‘trauma core.’”  

Blaze paid in silence, tail thumping a guilty rhythm.  

Ember rode shotgun, feet on the dash. “So… who’s cooking?”  

“You are,” Amaryllis growled, slamming the trunk and getting into the backseat with Siest.
“Hard pass.” Ember licked Blaze’s ear. “Daddy’s better at handling meat.”  

Siest uploaded the grocery haul: “ASMR: Daddy’s Credit Card Goes BRRR.”  

Blaze drove home, the girls’ laughter, and Amaryllis’s grumbling, wrapping around him like a heavy winter coat in summer.  

Weird? Yes.  

Horrible? 

He glanced at Ember’s hand on his thigh, Siest’s content grin, Amaryllis’s hidden vitamin stash.  

Not quite.  

That night, Mistral texted:  

Mistral: Siest’s video needs better lighting.  

Blaze blocked her.  

For now.
CHAPTER SEVEN
Daughters of Chaos
The Morvane house thrived in its chaos—a dissonant harmony of desire and dysfunction. Blaze navigated it like a ghost, pulled into each daughter’s orbit, their needs as varied as their scars.  

Siest’s VR headset hummed, casting neon grids across her bedroom. She’d programmed the simulation herself: a zero-gravity spaceship where gravity shifted on command. Blaze hesitated at the door, the headset glowing ominously in her paws.  

“Squad voted for a cosmic collab,” she said, tossing him a headset. “Don’t freak out.”  

The world dissolved into stars. Blaze floated, weightless, until Siest materialized—a digital avatar with glowing wings and a “Best Daughter” hologram across her chest.  

“Cute,” he muttered.  

Her laugh echoed through the void. “Ready?”  

She tapped a code, and gravity inverted. Blaze slammed into the “ceiling,” Siest straddling him mid-air. Her virtual hands unzipped his jeans, freeing his cock. “Algorithm says zero-G blowjobs trend at midnight,” she whispered, her digital tongue swirling his tip.  

Reality blurred. Siest’s real body arched on the bed, paw pumping her pussy in sync with her avatar’s mouth. Blaze groaned, floating helplessly as her code tightened around him and his hand worked his cock next to her.
“Cum for the metrics, Dad,” she purred, flickering between pixels and flesh.  

He erupted, streaks of cum floating like asteroids in the VR abyss. Siest’s moans glitched through the headset. “Bufferiiing…”  

Back in her room, she grinned, licking his spend off her real-world claws. “Patreon’s gonna nut.”  

***

Ember danced barefoot on the kitchen island, her crop top discarded, pink fur glowing under the pendant lights. Blaze walked in mid-whiskey pour.  

“Dinner’s served,” she purred, spreading her legs. Her pussy glistened, a cherry nestled on her mound.  

“Ember—”  

“Uh-uh.” She hopped down, pressing him against the fridge. “*You owe me for being boring all week.” Her claws ripped his shirt, nails scraping his nipples. “Fuck me proper.”  

He lifted her onto the counter, rutting into her with feral abandon. Ember’s legs hooked his waist, heels digging into his ass. “Harder!” she demanded, knocking over a spice rack. Cinnamon and cumin dusted their fur as she came, screaming his name loud enough to rattle the cabinets.  

Blaze’s knot swelled, locking them together. Ember laughed, licking his jaw. “Knew you missed me.” They collapsed in a heap of condiments and spent lust. Ember stole a sip of his whiskey. “Round two?”  

***

The garage reeked of gasoline and rage. Amaryllis crouched over her motorcycle, welding torch in paw, when Blaze entered.  

“Out,” she snapped.  

He didn’t budge.
She stood, grease smeared across her breasts, overalls hanging low. “What?”  

He stepped closer. “We need to—”  

“Talk?” She shoved him against the bike’s chrome frame. “You lost that right.”  

Her kiss was all teeth and fury, lips splitting against his fangs. Blaze growled, flipping her onto the bike’s seat. Her tanktop tore, breasts spilling free as he fucked her against the gas tank.  

Amaryllis clawed his back, cursing him with every thrust. “Asshole— liar— monster—”  

The bike rocked, tools clattering as she came, screaming into his shoulder. Blaze’s knot locked, filling her until her insults melted into whimpers.  

“Hate you,” she breathed, forehead against his.  

“I know,” he said, brushing grease from her cheek.  

She bit his palm. “Good.”  

Blaze staggered to his office after, cum crusted in his fur, daughters sated but never satisfied. His phone buzzed: “BE THERE IN 1 HR.”  

He poured whiskey over the notification.  

Family therapy was coming.

***

The living room crackled with tension thicker than the static from Siest’s overcharged ring light. Blaze sat stiffly on the couch, as his daughters circled like wolves.  

Ember perched on the armrest, her tank top riding up to expose fresh hickeys. “Daddy promised me tonight,” she purred, tail flicking Siest’s face. “Again.”  

Siest didn’t look up from her phone. “*Algorithm says incest fatigue’s spiking. My turn for content.”  

“Content?” Ember snorted. “Can’t you at least try to sound normal?” 

“Normal?” Siest said flatly. “No such thing.” 

Amaryllis slammed her welding gloves onto the coffee table. “You’re both disgusting. He’s not your personal fucktoy!”  

Ember rolled her eyes. “Says the girl who rode him on her precious bike. Always thought you were gonna fuck that thing first.”  

Amaryllis lunged, claws out. “Wanna say that again?”  

Ember ducked, chucking a vodka cranberry in Amaryllis’s face. “Jealous bitch!”  

Siest filmed the chaos, narrating: “POV: You realize that sharing dad is harder than it seemed. Vibes.”
Amaryllis tackled Ember to the floor, ripping her shirt. “You’re selfish!” 

“He loves it!” Ember kneed her gut, flipping them. “Admit you want him just as much!” 

Siest zoomed in on Ember’s exposed breast. “Nipplegate 2.0 incoming.”  

Blaze stood, voice cracking. “Girls—”  

A wrench sailed past his head, embedding in the wall.  

“STAY OUT OF IT!” Amaryllis screamed, pinning Ember by the throat.
Blaze stood, ready to break it all off. The fighting, the recording, the fucking. It couldn’t keep going like this.  

The front door swung open. Mistral Morvane stood silhouetted in the threshold, designer luggage in paw, synthwave sunglasses glinting.  

“Darling,” she said, eyeing Amaryllis’s claws at Ember’s jugular. “Punctual as ever.”  

Silence.  

Ember broke it first. “Grandma’s here!” she choked out of words.
Mistral stepped inside, heels clicking. “Siest, darling, posture. Amaryllis—” She flicked the wrench free from the drywall. “Charming decor. Stop strangling your sister. Ember—” she sighed. “I’ve got nothing. Just… behave.”

Blaze sank onto the couch, head in paws.  

Family therapy had arrived.

Mistral crossed her legs, her synthwave-patterned blouse already unbuttoned to her waist. The girls sat in a semi-circle—Ember smirking, Siest filming, Amaryllis seething. Blaze stared at the floor, tail tucked.  

“All of your,” Mistral began, slipping off her heels, “let’s skip the denial. You’ve all fucked him. Badly.”  

Amaryllis choked. “Grandma—!”  

“Hush.” Mistral unclasped her bra, revealing breasts that defied gravity and genetics. “The apple doesn’t fall far.”  

She tossed her panties onto the coffee table—neon lace, still warm. “Blaze was sixteen. I was… lonely. My OnlyFans paid his tuition and gave me freedom.”  

Ember whistled, removing her own top. “Queen shit.”  

Siest zoomed in. “Hashtag… generational trauma.”  

Amaryllis stood, trembling. “You’ve got to be kidding me! This—”  

Mistral stood, naked and unashamed. “Sit. Down.”  

Amaryllis sat.  

 “Listen,” Mistral said, tracing the scar on Blaze’s shoulder—a souvenir from their first time. “Desire isn’t evil. Stupidity is. Acting without rational thought especially.” She turned to the girls. “Ember—stop hogging him. Siest—charge more for the knot content. Amaryllis—” She cupped her granddaughter’s face. “Breathe.”  

Amaryllis jerked back, but took a heavy breath.
Mistral smiled. “Better.”  

She draped herself over Blaze’s lap, nipples brushing his chin. “This isn’t a natural order to things. However, you’ll share. Sundays and Mondays: Ember. Tuesdays Wednesdays: Siest. Thursdays and Fridays: Amaryllis. Saturday: cool it.”  

Blaze stiffened. “Mom—”  

“Quiet.” She kissed his forehead. “We’re family. We talk these things out. If not, it’ll fester.  

Ember grinned. “Fuck yeah. Grandma is cool.”  

Siest adjusted her ring light. “Five-way collab?”  

Amaryllis fled to the garage.  

Mistral sighed, stroking Blaze’s hair. “She’ll come around.”  

He didn’t ask how she knew.  

The living room pulsed with the neon glow of Siest’s ring lights, now arranged in a halo around the sprawl of cushions and discarded clothing. Mistral had dimmed the overheads, replacing them with a synthwave playlist that throbbed like a heartbeat. Amaryllis lingered in the doorway, arms crossed, grease still smudged on her cheek from the garage.  

“Come in or leave,” Mistral said, reclining nude on the couch, her silver and white fur luminous under the LEDs. “But if you stay, participate.”  

Amaryllis glared at Blaze, who sat stiffly beside Ember, her claws already tracing the outline of his cock through his boxers. “Fine,” she muttered, kicking off her boots. “But I’m not smiling.”  

Mistral rose, all predator grace, and cupped Blaze’s jaw. “Relax, Blaze. This is family time.” Her tongue flicked his ear as her paw guided Siest’s phone to a tripod. “Film everything, sweetheart. Legacy content.”  

Siest nodded, adjusting the angle to capture Ember peeling off Amaryllis’s tank top. “Hashtag… generational bonding.”  

Ember nipped Amaryllis’s shoulder, her tail coiling around her sister’s waist. “Still tense, Ryllis*” She slid a hand between Amaryllis’s thighs, grinning at her sharp inhale. “Let me show you how I made dad relax.” 

“Fuck you,” Amaryllis hissed, but arched into the touch, her breasts pressing against Ember’s.  

Blaze watched, transfixed, until Mistral turned his face to hers. “Eyes on me,” she purred, lowering herself onto his lap. Her cunt glided over his cock, still slick from anticipation. “You’ve made a mess of them. Let’s clean it up.”  

Siest straddled Blaze’s shoulders, her petite frame trembling as she ground against his face. “Open wide, Dad,” she murmured, fingers tangled in his fur. Her pussy tasted sweet, faintly of energy drinks, and Blaze obeyed, tongue circling her clit as Mistral rode him.  

“Mmm… good metrics,” Siest moaned, her phone capturing the way her thighs quivered as Blaze ate her out.  

Ember pinned Amaryllis to the floor, their legs tangled, fur matted with sweat. “Spread ‘em, Am,” Ember taunted, biting her sister’s neck. “I’ll feel good. Promise.” 

“I hate you,” Amaryllis gasped, but her hips rolled, seeking friction against Ember’s thigh.  

Mistral’s voice cut through the haze. “Enough.” She pulled Amaryllis up, guiding her onto Blaze’s cock alongside her. “Share. And stop the defensive bickering.”  

Amaryllis froze, Blaze’s tip pressing against her entrance, Mistral’s heat against her lower end from behind. “I—”  

“Breathe,” Mistral ordered, and pushed.  

Amaryllis sank onto him with a shattered cry, her walls fluttering around Mistral’s shared claim. “Oh fuck—”  

“There,” Mistral crooned, kissing her granddaughter’s temple. “Now stop trying to keep yourself in a corner. Open up.”
Blaze’s control unraveled—Ember’s mouth on his nipples, Siest’s fingers in his hair, Mistral and Amaryllis milking his cock in tandem. The room blurred into a symphony of gasps and static, Siest’s ring light casting their shadows into a single tangled mass on the wall.

Positions shifted.

Ember and Mistral kissed hotly as they alternated between Blaze’s cock and mouth, all while Amaryllis snarled while humping Siest’s muzzle into the floor. Moans rose, bodies grew hot and sweaty, and fluids matted the fur of all involved. At once, the four ascended down onto Blaze, hands and muzzles working together. 

“Cum,” Mistral demanded.
Blaze’s eyes crossed and rolled back into his skull. His knot swelled, his cock jumped, and seconds later the thick ropes of his release launched between his mother and daughters. Breasts and faces became streaked in white, his hips rolling, his moans muffled by a pair of sticky fingers pressing into his mouth. He didn’t know who’s juices were on them, but he sucked regardless.

Ember laughed, lapping spilled spend from Siest’s thigh. “Damn, dad.”  

They collapsed in a heap of limbs and spent breath, the synthwave playlist fading to a hum. Amaryllis lay with her head on Blaze’s chest, his heartbeat steady under her ear.  

“Still hate me?” he asked, voice rough.  

She flicked his nipple. “Yes.”  

Mistral lit a joint, passing it to Siest. “We’ll workshop the scheduling.”  

Ember stretched, tail brushing them all. “Sundays are my days.”  

Siest reviewed the footage, grinning. “Viral by dawn.”  

Blaze closed his eyes.  

Monsters, he thought. Then he smiled. But mine.
The living room reeked of sex and synthwave incense. Blaze lay sprawled on the floor, cum crusted in his fur, as his daughters licked him clean with varying degrees of enthusiasm. Mistral watched from the couch, her smoke dangling from her claws, her nudity as unapologetic as her smirk.  

Ember dragged her tongue up his thigh, pausing to nip his hip. Tastes like… dad and mangoes.”  

Siest cataloged the mess clinically, swabbing a cotton ball along his abs. “Sperm viability’s down 12%. Stress factors.” She licked his nose and actually smiled.
Amaryllis scrubbed his chest with a dishrag, muttering, “You’re gross. Stop smiling.”  

Blaze didn’t realize he was.
CHAPTER EIGHT
Bloodline Lineage
Mistral exhaled smoke, cutting through the post-coital haze. “Siest, sweetheart. We need to discuss your…lineage.”  

Siest blinked, cotton ball hovering. “Lineage?”  

Blaze sat up, wincing. “Mistral’s your mother.”  

Silence.  

Ember broke it. “Fuuuuck. So you’re, like, double related? Incest melting pot!”  

Amaryllis threw the dishrag. “Why am I not surprised?”  

Siest tilted her head. “Genetically, this explains my serotonin deficiency.”  

Mistral stubbed out her joint on a pizza box. “Siest was an… well, we didn’t intend for it, given the risks, but here you are.” 

Blaze flinched. “Mom.”  

“What?” She shrugged. “You turned out functional. Mostly.”  

Amaryllis paced, tail lashing. “This family’s a cult!”  

Ember grinned, straddling Blaze again. “Does this mean Siest gets to call you Daddy-Bro?”  

Siest began searching on her phone. “I wonder if that’ll work as a new Hashtag. My father is also my half-brother? Kinky.”
Mistral stood, stretching lazily. “Bedtime. We’ll workshop emotional damage tomorrow.”  

Amaryllis jabbed a claw at Siest. “You’re okay with this?”  

Siest nodded. “Therapy’s expensive. This is free. Thanks, though.”  

Ember tugged Blaze toward the stairs. “Round three? For science? Can add to the incest soup!”  

Blaze hesitated, glancing at Amaryllis.  

She flipped him off. “Whatever. Just… brush your teeth.”  

Later, Siest uploaded the edited orgy footage: “Family Therapy ASMR: Genetic Guilt Unboxing.”  

Mistral commented: “Lighting’s better. Charge $9.99/month.”  

Amaryllis drowned them out with her music.
Blaze slept.  

The house, for once, was quiet.  

Monsters, he dreamed.  

But home.
***

The morning sun filtered through the maple trees again, but this time, the Morvane kitchen smelled of fresh coffee, cinnamon rolls, and truce.  

Ember stood at the stove, wearing Blaze’s flannel like a dress and nothing else. “Daddy, catch!” She flipped a pancake shaped like a crude knot. It landed on his plate with a splat.  

Blaze sighed. “Subtle.”  

“You love it,” she purred, winking.
He did.

Amaryllis snatched the pancake off his plate. “I called dibs on the first.” She bit into it… slowly.  

Siest perched on the counter, phone aimed at a tower of syrup-drenched waffles. “Squad, today’s ASMR is… familial crunch.” She zoomed in on Mistral’s claws drumming the coffee mug labeled “#MOMager.” 

“Wave to the normies, sweetheart,” Mistral said, sipping her espresso.  

Siest tilted the camera. “Grandma-mom’s a vibe.”  

Amaryllis slammed a plate of charred bacon onto the table. “Eat. Or don’t. Whatever.”  

Mistral raised a brow. “Crispy. Just like your personality.”  

“Fuck off,” Amaryllis muttered, but slid into the seat beside Blaze, her tail briefly brushing his leg.  

“So,” Mistral said, scrolling through Siest’s live chat. “The internet wants a family collab.”  

Ember snorted. “They’re years behind.”  

Blaze choked on his coffee. “No.”  

“Yes,” Mistral said, snapping a selfie with him mid-cough. “We’re rebranding. Wholesome incest.”  

Ember licked syrup off Blaze’s cheek, laughing when he swatted her away.
Siest filmed Amaryllis grudgingly fixing her neon hair in a butter knife’s reflection.
Mistral debated the ethics of monetizing trauma over a third espresso.  

Amaryllis paused at the fridge door. “…we need eggs.”  

The chaos hadn’t changed. The burnt bacon, the TikTok narration, the innuendo-laden pancakes—it was all the same.  

But Blaze realized, as Ember doodled a heart in syrup on his toast and Siest uploaded a clip titled “Daddy’s Glow-Up ASMR,” that they had.  

“Pass the OJ?” Amaryllis grunted, avoiding his gaze.  

He handed it over, their paws brushing.  

Daughters, he thought. Mine. 

Mistral’s phone buzzed. @Siest.Morvane LIVE: 250K VIEWERS.  

She smirked. “Apple didn’t fall far.”  

But for once, it hadn’t rolled into traffic.

***

The garage was quieter now—or as quiet as it could get with Ember perched on Amaryllis’s motorcycle, revving the engine like a war cry. Siest sat cross-legged on a tool chest, editing footage titled “Sibling Synergy: Post-Incest Glow.” Blaze leaned against the doorframe, coffee in paw, watching his daughters act like sisters.  

 “Best. Family. Ever.” Ember spread her arms, nearly tipping the bike. “We’re like…pornstars meet Sesame Street.”  

Amaryllis snatched the keys. “You’ll kill my bike.”  

“Your bike?” Ember hopped off, tail swishing. “Pretty sure Dad’s the one who paid for the carburetor.”  

Blaze sipped his coffee. “Don’t remind me.”  

Siest glanced up from her phone. “Statistically, we’re 37% closer than average siblings.” She tilted her head. “Or 63% more traumatized. Data’s fuzzy. But… I like it.”  

Ember flopped beside her. “But Grandma’s your mom-mom. That’s kinky math.”  

Siest shrugged. “Maternal DNA explains my serotonin receptors. And my cheekbones. And our… sex drives.”  

Amaryllis snorted. “You’re all insane.” She revved the engine once, then sighed. “…Wanna ride?”  

Ember gasped. “Since when do you share?”  

“Since never.” Amaryllis tossed Ember a helmet. “But Dad’s paying my gas.”  

Blaze smiled.  

Amaryllis’ smirk softened. “Alright, get on before I change my mind.”
Ember whooped, clambering on behind her. “Hold my tits!”  

“I’ll drop you,” Amaryllis growled, but didn’t protest when Ember’s arms tightened around her waist.  

The bike roared to life, tearing down Pinecrest Avenue with Ember’s laughter trailing behind. Siest filmed the dust cloud, narrating: “POV: You’re the therapy in ‘family therapy.’”  

Blaze sat beside her, watching the horizon. “You okay?”  

Siest tilted her head. “My lineage’s a Venn diagram. But engagement’s up.” She showed him a chart. “We’re trending.”  

He sighed. “Of course we are.”  

“We’re also a family. Thanks dad. For like… being cool.”

The sisters returned, windblown and grinning—even Amaryllis. Ember’s hair was a nest of white and purple, Amaryllis’s cheeks flushed under her grease smudges.  

“Your turn,” Amaryllis said, tossing Siest the helmet.  

Siest blinked. “I prefer simulated velocity.”  

“Live a little,” Amaryllis muttered, shoving her closer.  

Blaze watched them bicker into the sunset, Mistral’s synthwave playlist drifting from the house.  

Mistral’s text: “Siest’s video needs a trigger warning. -Mom”  

Blaze didn’t reply.  

The bike’s roar faded, leaving only the hum of cicadas—and the faint click of Siest’s upload.  

Family.  

Weird.  

But home.
~THE END~

