
        
            
                
            
        

    
Ava Norris

Family Fun





  

  Copyright © 2025 by Ava Norris


  
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted      in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without      written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute      it by any other means without permission.

  

  

  
    First edition

  

  

  

  
    This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy

    Find out more at reedsy.com
  


  




  
    
      Contents
    

    
    
      	
        Chris
        
      

    
      	
        Chris
        
      

    
      	
        Sara
        
      

    
      	
        Sara
        
      

    
      	
        Linda
        
      

    
      	
        Chris
        
      

    
      	
        Cam
        
      

    
      	
        Cam
        
      

    
    


  




  
  
  Chris

  
  
    
    chapter-seperator
    
        
            
        
    

  




The phone vibrated on my leg, a silent seizure against the denim. A preview lit up the screen, a text from my daughter Sara.

I thumbed it open without thinking.

The image loaded in a brutal, glorious instant. It wasn’t a new car. Not a diploma. It was her. Sara. My twenty-one-year-old daughter. She was arched over a rumpled bed, the camera angled from above, catching her in a snapshot of pure, unadulterated vanity. Her skin was moon-pale, a stark contrast to the dark sheets. One hand was tangled in her blonde hair, pulling just enough to tilt her head back. The other was out of frame. Her breasts were full, tipped with nipples the color of pale rose, and her stomach curved down to a neat, blonde triangle.

My throat went dry. My dick, a traitorous bastard, went hard as titanium, straining against my zipper with a painful, immediate throb. This was my daughter but my dick didn’t care.

The image vanished. Sara has deleted a message.

The sound of the movie, some loud superhero nonsense, rushed back into the vacuum of my shock. My wife, Linda, shifted beside me on the couch, crunching a handful of popcorn. “Everything okay, honey? You’re stiff as a board.”

You have no fucking idea. “Yeah,” I grunted, my voice an octave too low. “Just a work email. Annoying.”

I couldn’t unsee it. That perfect, pale body was burned onto the back of my eyelids. Every time I blinked, she was there. I adjusted myself subtly, the rough fabric of my jeans an exquisite torture against the swelling head of my cock. I tried to focus on the screen, on the colorful explosions, but all I could see was the phantom of her ass, the sweet dip of her waist. The movie was an eternity. Linda finally stretched, yawning. “I’m beat. Coming to bed?”

“In a bit,” I managed. “Just wanna see the end of this.”

The second her footsteps faded upstairs, my phone was in my hand. My fingers shook as I opened the browser. This was wrong. So fucking wrong. I didn’t care. The search was clumsy, desperate. Dad daughter caught. The screen flooded with thumbnails. Young girls. Older men. I clicked one, my pulse hammering in my ears.

A girl, younger than Sara but with the same bratty confidence, was on her knees. She looked a bit like my baby girl, enough for me to fantasize this was us. “You’ve been watching me, haven’t you, Daddy?”

I fumbled with my belt buckle, the clink of it obscenely loud in the quiet den. I shoved my jeans and boxers down to my thighs. My cock sprang free, thick and angrily red, pre-cum already beading at the tip. I wrapped my fist around it, hissing at the contact. It was hot, almost feverish. I stroked slowly, the skin sliding taut, my eyes glued to the screen. But I wasn’t seeing the actress. I was seeing Sara’s smirk. Sara’s tits. I imagined her sending that picture, knowing exactly who would see it. My rhythm picked up, my breathing reduced to ragged pulls of air. Fuck. Fuck. My balls tightened, a familiar pressure coiling at the base of my spine. I came with a choked gasp, striping my stomach with thick, hot ropes of cum, the image of her body my only thought.

The next afternoon, the house was silent. Linda was at work. I was supposed to be fixing the garbage disposal, but my mind was elsewhere, lost in a guilty, electric haze. The shower shut off upstairs. Sara’s shower.

I busied myself at the kitchen sink, pretending to look for a tool, my heart doing a stupid, hopeful dance against my ribs. The creak of the floorboards on the stairs. I didn’t turn. I couldn’t.

“Hey, Dad.”

I turned. And there she was.

Sara stood at the foot of the stairs, and she was naked. Water droplets clung to her shoulders, her arms, beaded on her perfect fucking tits. A towel was draped over one arm, but she made no move to cover herself. Her skin was flushed pink from the heat of the water. Her blonde hair was damp, trailing over her shoulders. She looked me dead in the eye, a tiny, knowing smile playing on her lips.

“You know,” she said, her voice a low, confident purr that went straight to my dick. “Next time you want to watch Daddy daughter porn, you might want to do it somewhere other than the den. Where anyone could come down for a glass of water and see what you’re doing.”

My mouth couldn’t form words. My cock, that relentless fucking animal, was already hardening, pushing against my pants. There was no hiding it.

Her eyes dipped down, and her smile widened. “I saw what you were watching on your phone, too. Before you… finished.” She took a step closer. The scent of her body wash, something clean and fruity, washed over me. “You were thinking about me, weren’t you?”

I just stared, a deer in the headlights of her audacity.

She closed the final distance between us, her bare feet silent on the tile. She didn’t touch me. She just sank to her knees, her eyes never leaving mine. “It’s okay,” she whispered. “I’ve been thinking about you, too.”

Her fingers, cool from her shower, found my belt buckle. She undid it with a practiced flick, then popped the button on my jeans. The sound of the zipper going down was the loudest thing I’d ever heard. She tugged my pants and boxers down just enough to free my cock, which was now standing at full, throbbing attention. It jumped in the cool air.

Sara looked at it, her lips parting. “God, it’s bigger than I thought,” she breathed, and then she didn’t hesitate.

She leaned forward and licked a long, slow stripe from the base of my shaft all the way to the tip. A jolt of pure lightning went through me. My knees almost buckled. Her tongue was hot and wet and perfect. Then she wrapped her lips around the head, sucking gently, taking just the first inch into her mouth. Her eyes rolled back in her head as she tasted me. Fuck. The suction was incredible. She pulled back, her saliva shining on me, and then she plunged down, taking almost my entire length into her hot, wet mouth in one smooth, shocking motion.

I groaned, my hand flying to the counter to steady myself. She started to move, her head bobbing, her tongue swirling around the underside of my cock every time she came up for air. She moaned around me, the vibration making me see stars. One of her hands cupped my balls, rolling them gently, while the other hand worked the base of my shaft in rhythm with her mouth. She was fucking me with her face, deep and fast, her nose burying in the coarse hair at my base. I could feel the back of her throat opening up, accepting me.

“Sara… fuck…” I growled, my fingers tangling in her damp hair.

She looked up at me, her eyes glazed with lust, my dick still buried in her mouth. She was a vision of pure filth. She increased her pace, slurping and sucking, her technique absolutely fucking flawless. I was losing control, the pleasure a white-hot coil about to snap. I was going to erupt down her throat.

The sharp, metallic sound of a key in the front door lock cut through the wet, rhythmic noises.

We froze.

Our eyes locked, wide and frantic, a shared, electric thrill coursing between us. The sound of the key turning in the lock was like a gunshot in the heavy silence, snapping us out of the haze of lust. Sara moved first, her body a blur of pale skin and damp hair as she scrambled to her feet. She snatched the towel from where it had fallen, wrapping it hastily around herself, but not before I caught another tantalizing glimpse of her perfect curves. My cock throbbed painfully, still rock-hard and glistening with her saliva, as I yanked my pants up with trembling hands. The zipper felt like a cruel joke, biting into my tender flesh as I tried to force it closed.

We stood there, frozen in place, barely two feet apart. The air between us was thick with the scent of her body wash and the unmistakable musk of what we’d just done. My heart pounded so loud I was sure it would give us away. Sara’s chest rose and fell rapidly, her flushed cheeks and swollen lips a testament to her own arousal. Her eyes, still dark with desire, darted to mine, and for a moment, it felt like time had stopped. There was no fear in her gaze—only excitement, a dangerous hunger that mirrored my own. She bit her lower lip, a small, knowing smirk playing on her face, as if she was already plotting our next encounter.




The door creaked open, the sound slicing through the tension like a knife. My stomach plummeted as I imagined Linda stepping inside, her sharp eyes taking in the scene. My mind raced with excuses, but nothing could explain the blatant evidence of what had just happened. Sara’s smirk didn’t falter; if anything, it deepened, as though she relished the risk, the thrill of almost getting caught. I could still feel the ghost of her mouth on me, the way her tongue had worked me with such hungry expertise. My cock pulsed again, a traitorous reminder of how close we’d been to crossing an irreversible line.

“Anybody home?” Linda’s voice called out, her tone casual and unsuspecting. Sara didn’t move, her eyes locked on mine, daring me to react. Her towel slipped slightly, revealing a sliver of her breast, and I felt a fresh wave of heat flood my veins. She mouthed something silently—later—and then turned on her heel, her bare feet padding softly across the tile as she disappeared down the hallway. I exhaled shakily, running a hand through my hair, trying to compose myself before Linda could sense anything amiss.

I stepped into the living room just as she rounded the corner, her arms laden with grocery bags. “Hey,” I said, my voice unnaturally steady. “Need help with those?”

She smiled, oblivious. “Thanks, honey.”

As I took the bags from her, my mind was already racing back to Sara’s whispered promise—later. The tension in the air wasn’t gone; it was just simmering beneath the surface, waiting to explode. And I knew, without a doubt, that this wasn’t over. Not by a long shot.
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The silence in the house the next day was a living thing, thick and heavy with everything we hadn’t done. My wife was at work, the usual weekday emptiness stretching through the rooms. I was trying to read the news on my tablet, but the words blurred into meaningless shapes. My whole world had narrowed to the memory of Sara’s mouth and the whispered promise she’d left hanging in the air.

She found me in the living room, a vision in a loose skirt and a thin white tank top that did nothing to hide the fact she wasn’t wearing a bra. Her nipples were hard, pressing against the fabric, and my mouth went dry.

“Bored,” she announced, flopping onto the couch next to me, her leg brushing against mine. A jolt, sharp and electric, shot up my thigh. “Let’s play a game”

I tried to keep my voice even. “What kind of game?”

“Truth or dare. But I’m choosing for you. Dare.” Her smile was a predatory thing, all white teeth and dark intention.

The first few were innocent enough. A test of the waters. Dare to do ten push-ups. Dare to go outside and yell something stupid. I played along, a nervous energy buzzing under my skin. She was toying with me, and we both knew it.

Then her eyes darkened, the pale blue turning serious. “Okay. New dare. Stand up.”I did. She remained seated, looking up at me from the couch, a queen on her throne.

“Take off your shirt.”

The air left my lungs. This was it. The line, once so solid, was about to be vaporized. I pulled my shirt over my head, dropping it to the floor. The cool air felt good on my suddenly hot skin.

She didn’t say anything for a long moment, her gaze traveling over my chest, my stomach. “Good. Now the jeans.”

My fingers fumbled with the button, the zip. I pushed them down, stepping out of them, standing before her in just my grey boxer briefs. My cock was already a hard, obvious outline against the cotton. I was completely exposed, and the vulnerability was its own kind of aphrodisiac.

Sara stood up slowly, closing the small distance between us. She reached into her back pocket and pulled out a long, black silk scarf. “Final dare. Let me blindfold you.”

“Sara…” Her name was a warning, a plea.

“Trust me, Daddy,” she whispered, and the use of that name, so simple and direct, undid me completely.

I nodded, my throat too tight for speech. She moved behind me, her body warm against my back. The silk whispered as she tied it over my eyes, plunging my world into absolute black. My other senses roared to life. I could smell her shampoo, something clean and fruity. I could hear her soft, even breathing.

Her fingertips found my shoulders first, a light, exploring touch that made me jump. She traced the lines of my arms, my collarbone, my pectorals. Then her touch was gone, replaced a second later by the warm, wet shock of her mouth on my skin. She kissed my back, her lips soft and insistent, trailing a path of fire along my spine.

She came around to my front, and I felt her breath on my chest before her tongue flicked over my nipple. I gasped, my hands clenching at my sides. Fuck. She sucked gently, then with more pressure, and a groan was torn from me. Her hands roamed down my stomach, her nails scraping lightly through my hair, heading inexorably south.

“You have no idea what I’m going to do to you, do you?” Her voice was a husky murmur right against my ear. Her hand cupped me through my boxers, squeezing my rigid cock. “You’re so fucking hard for me already. I felt it yesterday. I tasted you. I want to taste you again.”

She hooked her fingers into the waistband of my briefs and dragged them down. My cock sprang free, slapping against my stomach. The air felt incredible on my bare skin. I was utterly at her mercy, and the loss of control was the most exhilarating fucking feeling of my life.

Her hand wrapped around my shaft, her grip firm and knowing. She began to stroke me, her thumb smearing the bead of precum that had gathered at the tip. “I’m going to get on my knees,” she whispered, her lips brushing my ear. “And I’m going to put your big fucking cock in my mouth. I’m going to suck you until you forget your own name.”

She sank down, and a moment later, her hot, wet mouth engulfed the head of my cock. Jesus Christ. My knees almost buckled. She swirled her tongue around the sensitive tip, then took me deeper, her head beginning to bob in a slow, devastating rhythm. One of her hands cradled my balls, rolling them gently, while the other gripped the base of my shaft, working in tandem with her mouth.

It was a brutal, beautiful assault. She was an expert, using her tongue, her lips, the gentle pressure of her teeth. She’d deepthroat me until I felt the head of my cock nudge the back of her throat, then pull back to lavish attention on the tip. The wet, sucking sounds filled the silent room, a filthy symphony just for me.

“Sara… god… I’m close,” I choked out, my hands finding her head, tangling in her hair.

She pulled off with a soft pop. “Not yet.” She stood, took my hand, and led my blindfolded self. I heard a door open, and the air changed, smelling of her perfume. Her bedroom. She pushed me backward, and I fell onto the soft mattress.

She climbed on top of me, straddling my hips. I felt the heat of her cunt through her panties, grinding against my stomach. She ripped the blindfold off. Her face was flushed, her lips swollen and glistening. Her tank top was off, and her magnificent tits swayed above me, her nipples hard and begging for my mouth.

“I want to feel you inside me, Daddy. Now.” She shimmied out of her skirt and panties in one fluid motion, revealing the neat blonde triangle between her legs. She was so fucking wet, her slickness already coating my stomach.

She reached between us, guiding my cock to her entrance. She positioned the head right at her opening, and then she sank down onto me in one smooth, breathtaking motion. Fuuuuck. She was so tight, so warm, so impossibly wet. She took all of me, burying my cock deep inside her cunt until our bodies were flush.

She began to move, riding me with a natural, hungry rhythm. Her tits bounced with each thrust, and she threw her head back, her blonde hair cascading down her back. I gripped her hips, helping her move, driving up into her as she came down on me. The sound of our bodies slapping together was loud and raw.

“Your cock feels so good fucking me,” she moaned, her eyes locking with mine. “I’ve wanted this. I’ve wanted you to fuck me like this.”

I lost myself in the rhythm, in the feel of her tight cunt milking my cock. I was hurtling toward the edge, completely consumed by her. My vision started to blur, my entire body coiling tight, ready to snap.

That’s when I saw it. Over Sara’s shoulder, through the slight crack in her bedroom door. A single eye, wide and unblinking, staring right at us.

“Sara,” I gasped, my body freezing mid-thrust.

“Don’t stop,” she begged, her eyes still closed in ecstasy. “Fuck me, Daddy, I’m so close.”

“The door…” I whispered, my voice strangled.

My body went rigid, a cold dread washing over me that was completely at odds with the fiery heat of Sara’s body wrapped around mine. “Sara, stop. Now,” I hissed, my voice low and urgent.

But she just moaned, a deep, guttural sound that vibrated through my cock still buried inside her. “No, don’t you dare stop, Daddy. Fuck me harder. I’m gonna come.”

Her eyes fluttered open then, not to look at me, but to follow my petrified gaze over her shoulder. She saw him. Her rhythm didn’t falter, not even for a second. If anything, she began to move with a new, terrifying purpose, a slow, deliberate grind of her hips that made my toes curl. A wicked, knowing smile spread across her lips, her eyes locking with her brother’s through the crack in the door.

“Well, hello, Cam,” she purred, her voice dripping with a brazenness that made my head spin. “Enjoying the show?”

My heart was a jackhammer against my ribs. I tried to push her off me, but she clenched her internal muscles around my shaft, a vicious, delicious pressure that stole the strength from my limbs. Fuck, she was strong.

“Sara, for Christ’s sake,” I groaned, a plea and a protest all at once.

She leaned forward, her full, firm breasts pressing against my chest, her mouth finding my ear. Her hot breath sent another jolt straight to my already throbbing dick. “What’s the matter, Daddy?” she whispered, the title a filthy, secret weapon. “Scared my big brother will see what a fucking pervert you are? Fucking your own daughter while his wife is out? He’s seen it all now. Every. Last. Inch.”

She punctuated each word with a roll of her hips, and I gasped, my resolve crumbling into dust. My hands, which had been trying to push her away, now grabbed her ass, my fingers digging into the soft, pale flesh of her cheeks, pulling her down onto me harder. I was lost. The shame, the fear, it all melted away under the sheer, overwhelming need to fuck this beautiful, reckless girl.

“Look at him,” she commanded, her voice husky. She turned her head, and my eyes, almost against my will, followed hers back to the door. Cam hadn’t moved. His face was a mask of pure, unadulterated shock, his mouth slightly agape. But there was no anger there. No disgust. His eyes were dark, wide with a hunger that mirrored my own. The front of his jeans was visibly straining.

“He likes it,” Sara breathed, her voice full of triumph. “He wants to see you fuck my tight little cunt. He wants to see you come all over me.” She started moving faster, her own breathing becoming ragged. “Isn’t that right, Cam? You want to see your dad’s big cock stretch me open?”

A strangled sound, almost a whimper, came from the hallway. It was all the confirmation she needed.

The sheer taboo of it, the depraved exhibitionism, unlocked something feral in me. The last thread of my control snapped. I flipped us over in one swift motion, pinning Sara beneath me on the bed. Her eyes widened in surprise, then glittered with excitement. I drove into her, a deep, punishing thrust that made her cry out, not in pain, but in raw ecstasy.

“You fucking want an audience, you little slut?” I growled, my voice rough against her neck. “You want your brother to see how well you take this dick?”

“Yes!” she shrieked, her nails raking down my back. “Fuck me, Daddy! Show him! Show him how you fucking own this pussy!”

I plunged into her, again and again, the wet, slapping sounds of our bodies meeting filling the room, mixing with our ragged moans and the heavy, silent watching from the door. I was a animal, consumed by her, by the insane scenario she had engineered. My entire world narrowed to the slick, hot grip of her cunt and the burning knowledge that we were being watched.

I could feel my orgasm building, a tsunami of pressure at the base of my spine. Sara felt it too. Her legs locked around my waist, pulling me in impossibly deeper. “Don’t you dare come inside me,” she panted, her words choppy. “I want to see it. I want Cam to see you cover my tits with your fucking load.”

The command, so filthy and specific, pushed me over the edge. With a ragged shout that was ripped from the deepest part of me, I tore my cock out of her. My hand wrapped around my shaft, stroking furiously as my orgasm erupted. Thick, white ropes of come shot across her stomach, her breasts, painting her pale skin. She gasped, her own climax seizing her, her body convulsing beneath me as she watched me mark her.

I collapsed on top of her, spent, my body slick with sweat, my heart threatening to punch through my chest. The room was silent except for our harsh, panting breaths. The scent of sex was overwhelming.

Slowly, dreadfully, I turned my head toward the door.

The crack was empty. Cam was gone.

What the fuck where we going to do?

“Let me talk to him,” Sara mumbled as she got up, picked up her skirt, and left her bedroom. I really hoped she could convince him to keep his mouth shut.
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The door to Cam’s room wasn’t quite shut. A sliver of light from the hallway cut across the dark carpet, and from that sliver came a sound, a soft, wet rhythm I recognized instantly. My own body, still humming from the raw, urgent fucking Dad had given me just an hour ago, went still.

I nudged the door open another inch.

There he was. My older brother, Cam, sprawled back on his bed, headphones on, eyes closed. His jeans were bunched around his ankles, and his hand was working his cock in a steady, slick motion. It was a nice cock, thick and hard, the head gleaming in the blue light from his computer monitor. Fuck, he’s big, I thought, a fresh wave of heat washing over me. Of course he would since he’s a younger version of Dad. My cunt pulsed, remembering the stretch, the fullness.

He hadn’t seen me. If he told mom, if he even hinted at what he might have heard through the walls… Dad would be ruined. I would be ruined. This required a direct approach. A permanent solution.

I slipped inside, closing the door behind me with a quiet click. He didn’t stir. I walked over to his bed, my heart hammering not from nerves, but from a sudden, filthy plan forming in my head. I reached out and gently pulled one side of his headphones away from his ear.

His eyes flew open. He froze, his grip on his cock tightening instinctively. “Sara? What the fuck—?”

“Looks like you started the party without me,” I said, my voice a low purr. I let my eyes wander down his body, taking my time, lingering on his fist wrapped around his shaft. “That’s a fucking impressive cock you’ve got there, Cam.”

He flushed, scrambling to pull his sheets over himself. “Get out.”

“Why would I do that?” I asked, climbing onto the bed before he could stop me. I knelt beside him, placing a hand on his chest, feeling his heart thump wildly under my palm. “I think we need to have a little talk. About what you saw just now.”

His eyes widened slightly.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he mumbled, but his defiance was weak. His dick was still rock hard under the thin sheet.

“Sure you don’t,” I whispered, leaning down so my lips were inches from his. I could smell his clean sweat, the faint scent of his soap. “But just in case, I think I need to give you a reason to keep your mouth shut. A really, really good reason.”

I didn’t wait for an answer. I hooked a finger in the sheet and tugged it down, exposing him completely. His cock sprang free, angry and red and leaking. A drop of pre-cum glistened at the tip. I want to taste that.

“What are you doing?” he breathed, but he didn’t push me away. His hands gripped the sheets at his sides.

“I’m going to suck your fucking dick, Cam,” I said, the words filthy and direct. “I’m going to put my mouth on every inch of this hard cock and I’m going to make you forget your own name. And then, if you’re a good boy and promise to be quiet, I might even let you fuck me. How does that sound?”

A groan tore from his throat. His resolve was crumbling, replaced by pure, unadulterated lust. He just nodded, his gaze locked on my mouth.

That was all the permission I needed.

I lowered my head, my hair curtaining our faces. I didn’t tease. I opened my mouth and took him in, all the way to the back of my throat in one smooth, wet glide. He cried out, a strangled, guttural sound. Fuck, he tastes good. Salty and male and perfect. I pulled back, swirling my tongue around the swollen head, licking up that precious drop before diving down again, deeper this time.

I set a brutal pace, bobbing my head, using my hand to twist and pump the base of his shaft in time with my mouth. The sounds were obscene—wet, sucking noises, his ragged breathing, my own muffled moans as I devoured him. I looked up at him through my lashes. His head was thrown back, his eyes screwed shut, his mouth agape. He was fucking my face now, his hips lifting off the bed to meet my movements.

“Sara… fuck… your mouth…” he choked out.

I pulled off with a loud, wet pop. “You like that? You like my fucking mouth on your cock?”

“Yes! God, yes!”

“Then you’re going to love my cunt even more,” I growled, shoving him back onto the mattress. I straddled his hips, my skirt hiked up around my waist. I wasn’t wearing any panties. I was already soaked, my wetness smearing against his stomach. I reached between my legs, guiding the head of his dick to my entrance. I teased myself with it, rubbing that slick, hard tip through my folds, circling my clit until I was shuddering. “You see how wet I am for you? This is all for your fucking cock.”

I positioned him and sank down, slowly, taking every fucking inch of him in one excruciatingly perfect, deep thrust. We both gasped in unison. The feeling of being filled again, so soon after Dad, was explosive. He was stretching me, claiming me. My eyes rolled back in my head.




“Holy shit,” Cam breathed, his hands flying to my hips, his fingers digging into my flesh. “You’re so… fucking… tight.”

I began to move, rising up until only the tip remained inside me, then slamming back down, taking him deep. I set a hard, desperate rhythm, riding him like my life depended on it. Maybe it did. Each downward plunge sent a jolt of pure pleasure through my core. I could feel his balls slapping against my ass.

“This is our secret, Cam,” I moaned, leaning forward to brace my hands on his chest. “You don’t ever tell anyone about me and Dad. And in return, you get this anytime you want. You get my tight cunt wrapped around your dick. Do you understand me?”

“Yes! Fuck, yes, anything!” he panted, his eyes glazed over with need.

“Then fuck me,” I commanded, grinding down on him, swirling my hips. “Fuck me like you mean it. Show me how bad you wanted this.”

That broke him. He flipped us over in one powerful motion, pinning me beneath him. The bed groaned in protest. He drove into me, his thrusts becoming wild, uncontrolled. This was different from Dad. This was younger, more frantic, all raw energy and pent-up frustration. And it was fucking incredible. He was hitting a spot deep inside me that made me see stars.

“You feel that?” he grunted in my ear, his breath hot. “You feel my cock in your fucking pussy?”

“I feel it! I feel all of it! Don’t stop! Fuck me harder, Cam! Harder!”

He obeyed, slamming into me over and over, the sound of our bodies colliding filling the room. I wrapped my legs around his waist, locking my ankles, pulling him deeper with every thrust. I was close, so close, the pressure building to a screaming peak inside me.

“I’m gonna cum,” I cried out, my nails raking down his back. “I’m gonna fucking cum all over your cock!”

That sent him over the edge. With a raw, shattered cry, he plunged into me one last time, his body shuddering as he emptied himself deep inside my cunt. The fierce, hot pulse of his release triggered my own. My entire body convulsed around him, a silent scream on my lips as waves of pleasure wracked me, milking his cock until the last drop was spent.

He collapsed on top of me, both of us breathing in ragged, shuddering gasps. His weight was heavy, comforting. The room smelled of sex and sweat. His cock, still semi-hard, twitched inside me.

After a long moment, he pushed himself up on his elbows, looking down at me. His expression was a mix of awe and disbelief. And hunger. There was still hunger there.

“So,” I said, tracing a finger along his jawline. “We have an understanding?”

A slow, confident smile spread across Cam’s face, a look I hadn’t seen on him before. The dazed boy was gone, replaced by something far more sure of itself. “An understanding,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble. “Yeah, we have one.”

Before I could respond, he rolled off me, his movement swift and purposeful. The cool air hit my wet skin, making me gasp. He stood beside the bed, his body gleaming in the low light, his cock already thickening again, despite how recently he’d come. He was fucking insatiable. Good.

“Turn over,” he said. It wasn’t a question.

A thrill, sharp and electric, shot through me. I loved this shift, this taking of control. I did as I was told, pushing myself up onto my hands and knees, presenting my ass to him. The position made me feel exposed, vulnerable, and utterly fuckable. I looked back over my shoulder, watching him.

He knelt behind me, one strong hand smoothing over the curve of my ass. His touch was possessive. “Fuck, Sara. Look at you.”

His other hand found my hip, his grip firm, holding me in place. I felt the blunt, wet head of his cock nudge against my soaked cunt from behind. He pressed in, not with a slow tease, but with a single, powerful thrust that buried his entire length inside me in one go. I cried out, my back arching, my fingers digging into the rumpled sheets. He filled me so completely, stretching me in a way that made my head spin.

“Is this what you wanted?” he growled, his voice rough against my ear as he leaned over me, his chest hot against my back. “You needed me to shut me up, so you offered up this sweet little cunt. Now it’s mine.”

He didn’t wait for an answer. He set a brutal, punishing rhythm, fucking into me with long, deep strokes that shoved me forward with every impact. The sound was obscene—the wet slap of his balls against my flesh, our ragged breaths, the creak of the bed. This was what I craved. The raw, nasty, physical truth of it.

One of his hands remained locked on my hip, a brand of ownership. The other strayed lower, his thumb finding the tight, clenched ring of my asshole. He circled it slowly, the pressure light but unmistakable.

“Has anyone ever taken you here, Sara?” he asked, his voice husky with effort and desire. He drove into me particularly hard on the last word, punctuating his question.

The sensation was overwhelming—the deep, pounding fuck, the intimate, teasing touch on a place nobody had ever touched. “No,” I breathed out, the word barely audible. “Never.”

His thumb pressed a little harder, a promise. “Good.” The word was a growl. “I’m going to be your first there, too. Eventually. I’m going to watch my cock disappear into this perfect little ass while I finger your dripping cunt. I’m going to own every single part of you.”

The filthy promise sent a fresh wave of lust crashing through me. I pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts, wanting him deeper, wanting it harder. “Fuck, Cam. Yes.”

His rhythm became even more frantic, more animalistic. He was losing himself in me, in the feel of my body. His fingers dug into the flesh of my ass, spreading me open for him, putting that forbidden star on full display for his eyes alone. The possessive act made me feel so fucking dirty. So used. I loved it.

“You like that, don’t you?” he grunted, his thrusts becoming shorter, harder, more focused. “You like the idea of me stuffing this tight ass full of my cock. You’re getting even wetter just thinking about it, you filthy girl.”

I was. I could feel my own slickness coating my inner thighs, hear the wet sounds of his fucking grow even louder. My own climax was coiling again, a tight, desperate knot in my lower belly, fed by his words and his relentless pounding.

“Cam… I’m close,” I moaned, burying my face in the sheets.

“Not yet,” he commanded, his voice strained. “You come when I tell you to come. You come when I’m fucking this ass. For now, you just take my cock. You understand?”

The dominance in his voice was the final push. The coil snapped. My body seized up, clenching around his thrusting cock in a series of violent, uncontrollable spasms. A raw, guttural sound was torn from my throat as the pleasure, sharp and absolute, obliterated every thought. I milked him, my cunt gripping him like a fist.

Feeling me come undone around him was what he needed. With a choked roar, he slammed into me one final time, his body locking up as he poured his release deep inside me. I felt the hot, pulsing jet of his cum, each spasm of his cock echoing the fading pulses of my own orgasm.

He stayed there for a moment, buried to the hilt, his weight resting on me. We were both dripping, panting, wrecked. Slowly, he pulled out, and I collapsed onto my stomach, utterly spent.

I felt him move off the bed. He returned a moment later with a warm, damp cloth. He cleaned me with a surprising tenderness, wiping his spend from my thighs and my ass. The contrast between the brutal fucking and this gentle aftercare made my heart do a funny little flip.

He tossed the cloth aside and lay down next to me, pulling me against his side. My head found a spot on his chest. We lay in silence for a few minutes, listening to each other’s breathing return to normal.

“Don’t worry, your secret is safe with me,” he whispered into my hair, his fingers tracing idle patterns on my shoulder.
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The world had shrunk to the sweat-slicked skin of Cam’s back beneath my nails and the relentless, perfect rhythm of his cock driving into my cunt. My head was thrown back, my blonde hair a mess on the pillow, every nerve ending in my body screaming its approval.

“Fuck, Sara, you feel so good,” Cam grunted, his voice a raw, strained thing against my neck.

“Harder,” I begged, my voice a broken whisper. “Don’t fucking stop, Cam. Please.”

He obliged, his hips pistoning faster, the slapping sound of our bodies a filthy, wet rhythm in the quiet room. I was so close, that delicious tension coiling tight in my belly, my legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeper. The bedroom door clicked open.

Neither of us heard it at first, lost in our own private hurricane. It was the sudden stillness of the air, the shift in the atmosphere that made Cam freeze, his body going rigid above me. My eyes, blurred with pleasure, fluttered open.

Dad stood in the doorway. He wasn’t supposed to be home for hours. He just stood there, his suit jacket still on, his gaze dark and utterly unreadable as it travelled from Cam’s bare ass to where our bodies were still joined. My heart didn’t race; it just… stopped. Mortification, cold and sharp, washed over me.

“Daddy…“ I started, my voice a mortified squeak, trying to squirm out from under Cam, who was quickly pulling out and scrambling for the sheets. I hadn’t told Dad of this new relationship I had with Cam and I was worried he’d be mad at the two of us for it.

Dad held up a hand. His expression wasn’t anger. It wasn’t shock. It was something else entirely, something far more dangerous. A slow, deliberate assessment. A hungry curiosity.

“Don’t stop on my account,” he said, his voice a low, rumbling vibration that seemed to bypass my ears and go straight to my cunt. He stepped inside, closing the door behind him with a soft, final click. “You looked… busy.”

Cam had pulled the comforter up to his waist, his face pale. “Dad, this isn’t…“

“It’s a fucking sight,” Dad finished for him, his eyes landing on me, fully exposed, my nipples still hard peaks, my skin flushed from exertion. His gaze was a physical weight, tracing the line of my hip, the wet glisten between my thighs. “Looks like my little girl can take a hell of a pounding. Something I know full well but it’s different seeing another cock inside of her.”

The vulgarity from his mouth, so out of character, sent a jolt straight through me. The mortification began to subtly warp, twisting into something hot and shamefully thrilling. He walked closer, his eyes never leaving my body. “You enjoying yourself, Sara? Enjoying having your tight little cunt stretched open by my son?”

I couldn’t form words. My mouth was dry. All I could do was nod, a tiny, jerky motion.

Dad’s lips curved into a small, wicked smile. He looked at Cam. “You mind if I have a turn?”

Cam just stared, his brain clearly short-circuiting. He looked from Dad’s intense face to my undoubtedly stunned one. After a long second, a different kind of understanding dawned in his eyes. A reckless, turned-on spark. He shook his head. “No. No, I don’t mind.”

Dad didn’t waste another second. He unbuckled his belt, the leather sliding through the loops with a soft hiss. He unzipped his trousers, and his cock sprang free, already thick and fully hard, curving up against his stomach. It was slightly bigger than Cam’s, heavier, and the sight of it made my own breathing stutter. He kicked off his pants and moved onto the bed, his weight dipping the mattress.

He didn’t kiss me. He just looked down at me, his thumb stroking my lower lip. “Open your mouth, baby girl.”

I obeyed without thought. He guided the broad head of his cock past my lips, and I tasted him, a musky, masculine flavor that was all Dad. He pushed in slowly, fucking my mouth with a steady, controlled pressure that had me gagging softly. I could hear Cam watching, his own breathing getting heavier.

“That’s it,” Dad murmured, his fingers tangling in my hair. “Take it. Such a good fucking mouth.” He pulled out, a string of saliva connecting his cock to my lips. He then turned to Cam. “You’re not done with her yet. Get behind her. I want to watch you fuck her ass while I take her cunt.”

The command was absolute. Cam, now fully hard again, moved with a new urgency. He positioned himself behind me, his hands gripping my hips. I felt the cool slick of lube—where did he get that?—and then the insistent pressure of his cockhead at my other entrance. Dad was at my front, his own thick tip nudging against my soaked, willing cunt.

“You ready for us, baby girl?” Dad asked, his voice a dark caress. “Ready to get fucked proper?”

“Yes,” I moaned, the word dissolving into a gasp as Cam began to push inside my ass, a sharp, stretching burn that quickly melted into a deep, full feeling. “Fuck!”

Dad drove into my cunt at the exact same moment, filling me completely. The sensation was overwhelming, unbelievable. I was stretched to my absolute limit, impaled by both of them, a strangled cry tearing from my throat. They began to move, not in sync at first, a chaotic, overwhelming rhythm of thrusts that stole the air from my lungs.

Then they found a pace. Cam would push into my ass, and Dad would retreat from my cunt, and then they’d reverse. It was a relentless, perfect pistoning that rubbed every single inch of my insides. I was moaning incoherently, a continuous stream of “yes” and “fuck” and their names. I could feel Dad’s coarse pubic hair grinding against my clit with every deep thrust, the friction pushing me higher and higher.

“Look at her,” Dad grunted, his eyes locked on Cam over my shoulder. “Look at her take both our cocks. Fucking beautiful.”

“She’s so tight,” Cam groaned, slamming into my ass. “I can feel you through her, fuck…”

Their dirty talk, the sheer depravity of the situation, ignited something feral in me. I’d never been so full, so utterly used and worshipped at the same time. The climax that had been interrupted earlier came roaring back, magnified a thousand times. It exploded through me without warning, a violent, shattering convulsion that ripped a scream from my throat. My cunt clamped down hard on Dad’s cock, my ass milking Cam’s, my entire body seizing up in wave after wave of brutal pleasure.

Dad groaned, a deep, guttural sound, and I felt his own release flood into me, his thrusts becoming ragged and deep. The hot pulse of his cum triggered Cam, who cursed and buried himself to the hilt, his own warmth spilling into my ass.

They both stilled, panting, their weight heavy and comforting on me. The room smelled of sex and sweat and us. Dad shifted first, pulling out slowly. He looked down at the mess we’d made, at me, completely spent and trembling between them.

He smiled, that same wicked, possessive smile. “Now,” he said, his voice rough with satisfaction.

The single word hung in the air, thick with promise and the musk of our shared climax. Now. Dad’s weight shifted off the bed, and the sudden emptiness was a shock. Cam remained inside me, his softening cock still a faint, warm presence in my ass. I shuddered, feeling exposed and utterly debauched on the tangled sheets.

Dad stood by the bed, his gaze possessive, tracing the lines of my body, the sheen of sweat on my skin, the evidence of our fucking glistening between my thighs. He ran a hand through his dark hair, his muscles flexing. “That was a hell of a warm-up,” he rumbled, his voice still rough. “But I don’t think we’re even close to finished with you, sweetheart.”

Cam pulled out slowly, making me gasp at the sudden, empty sensation. He moved to my side, his hand stroking my hip. “Your call, Dad. What’s the play?”

Dad’s eyes, dark with a lust that felt decades in the making, locked onto mine. “Switch. I want that pretty little ass. You take her cunt. Let’s see how loud she can really scream.”

A violent tremor of anticipation ripped through me. Again. So soon. The thought was a flash of lightning in the hazy aftermath of my orgasm. My body felt raw, sensitive, but the hunger in Dad’s stare was a flame igniting fresh kindling deep in my belly.

Cam didn’t need to be told twice. A hungry grin spread across his face as he positioned himself between my legs, his hands sliding under my thighs, pushing them up and back, opening me wide. The head of his cock, already hard again, nudged at my slippery entrance. He looked down, watching himself. “God, you’re so wet for us. Fucking soaked. You loved that, didn’t you? Getting stuffed full by both of us.”

I could only moan in response, my head thrashing against the pillow. My cunt was throbbing, aching, already clenching around nothing, begging to be filled.

Dad moved behind me, his hands on my hips, rolling me onto my side, then firmly onto my stomach. The sheets were cool against my heated skin. He lifted my hips, positioning me on my knees, my ass in the air, presented for him. One broad, calloused hand smoothed over the curve of my ass, a possessive, almost admiring touch. The other hand found the small of my back, holding me firmly in place.

“Look at that,” Dad murmured, his voice low and intimate right by my ear. “All open and ready for me. You think you can take me back here, baby girl? My cock’s a lot thicker than his.”

“Yes,” I breathed out, the word a desperate plea. “Please, Daddy. Fuck my ass.”

Behind me, I heard the tear of a new condom wrapper. Cam’s hands were on me, too, one guiding his cock to my cunt, the other stroking my back. The world narrowed to the points of contact: Cam’s blunt pressure at my front, and Dad’s slick, cool fingers circling my other hole, preparing me with a clinical precision that was unbearably erotic.

Cam pushed into my cunt first, a slow, exquisite invasion that made me cry out. The stretch was sublime, a perfect, familiar fullness that resonated through my entire lower body. He bottomed out, his balls pressed against me, and began a slow, deep rhythm. Oh god. So deep.

Before I could even adjust to the sensation, I felt the broad, insistent pressure of Dad’s cockhead against my ass. He wasn’t gentle. He was demanding. He pressed forward, a relentless, burning stretch that stole the air from my lungs. I whimpered, pushing back against him, my body yielding, accepting him.

“Fuck, she’s tight,” Dad grunted, his voice strained with the effort of control. He sank deeper, inch by brutal, glorious inch, until his hips met my ass, and I was completely, utterly impaled. Full beyond reason. Stuffed. My vision swam, the dual sensation overwhelming every nerve ending.

They began to move.

It wasn’t synchronized. It was better. Cam would thrust deep into my cunt, and as he pulled back, Dad would drive forward into my ass, creating a continuous, rolling wave of penetration that left no part of me untouched. I was a puppet between them, my body rocking with their powerful movements.

“Feel that, Sara?” Cam gritted out, his thrusts becoming harder, faster. “Feel my cock in your pussy while he fucks your ass? You’re taking both of us so fucking good.”

Dad’s grip on my hips was iron, his pace relentless and deep. Each stroke was a claim. “This is what you wanted, wasn’t it?” he growled, leaning over me, his chest hot against my back. “My daughter. My filthy little slut. Being used by two men. You love this. I can feel your ass clutching my cock.”

Their words, filthy and degrading and perfect, unraveled me. The pressure built, a coiling, screaming tension deep in my core. Every thrust, every filthy promise, every grunt of effort from them fed the fire. I was nothing but sensation, a vessel for their pleasure and my own rising, catastrophic need.

Cam’s rhythm faltered, becoming erratic. “I’m gonna fucking come,” he warned, his voice tight.

“Do it,” Dad commanded, never breaking his pace. “Fill her cunt. I want to feel it.”

Cam slammed into me one last time, burying himself to the hilt with a guttural cry. I felt the hot, rhythmic pulse of his release through the latex, deep inside me, and it was the final trigger. My own orgasm detonated, a silent, seismic shock at first, then a screaming, body-locking wave of pleasure so intense it was almost painful. My cunt spasmed wildly around Cam’s still-pumping cock, and my ass clenched viscously on Dad’s, milking him.

Dad roared above me, his own control shattering. His thrusts became short, savage jerks as he emptied himself into the condom in my ass, his whole body shuddering with the force of it.

They both stayed buried inside me, their weight heavy, their breathing ragged in my ears. The only sound was our panting and the wet, slick sounds of our bodies still connected.

Slowly, carefully, Cam pulled out of my spent cunt. Dad remained for a moment longer, his hands still gripping my hips, before he, too, withdrew. The sudden, gaping emptiness was profound. I collapsed onto the bed, boneless, trembling, a well-fucked mess.
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Something was different in this house but I couldn’t put my finger on what it was.

Maybe it was the fact that Cam and Sara weren’t fighting as much. That was probably it.

In the basement, I was bent over the laundry machine when I heard someone come down behind me. Large hands gripped my hips as a hard body pressed up behind me. I knew my husband and this wasn’t him. So who was it?

Turning around, I saw the face of the one man who shouldn’t be doing this.

My son.

“Are you fucking kidding me, Cam? What are you doing?”

My voice was a strained whisper, tight with a fear that was already starting to dissolve into something else entirely. The hum of the washing machine vibrated through my hips, a steady, mechanical rhythm that was about to be replaced.

His hands were on me before I even heard him come down the stairs. One palm flattened against my lower back, pressing me harder into the warm metal of the dryer. The other slid over the swell of my ass, a rough, possessive grope through the thin fabric of my yoga pants.

“I’m not kidding, Mom.” His voice was low, right by my ear. His breath was warm. It smelled like the mint gum he was always chewing. Fuck. “I’ve been watching you. I know you’ve been watching me, too.”

He was right. For months, it had been a silent, electric current running through the house. A held glance a second too long when he passed me the mashed potatoes at dinner. The way he’d stretch after a workout, his shirt riding up to show a strip of taut, tan stomach, his eyes finding mine across the living room. And Sara, my daughter, his sister… she watched it all with a knowing, quiet smile that made my face flush. They knew. They’d talked about it. The thought should have horrified me. It didn’t. It sent a vicious, liquid thrill straight to my cunt.

“We can’t,” I breathed out, but my body was already betraying me, arching back into his touch. The protest was a formality, a last, feeble attempt to hold onto the crumbling wall between us.

“Yeah, we can.” His fingers hooked into the waistband of my pants and my underwear, dragging them down my thighs in one sharp, decisive motion. The cool basement air hit my bare skin, a shock that made me gasp. Oh god. He was really doing this.

I heard the jingle of his belt buckle, the rasp of his zipper. My heart wasn’t racing; it was a frantic, wild thing trying to beat its way out of my chest. I was bent over, exposed, my hands splayed against the vibrating machine for balance. My mind was a screaming mess of no and yes and finally.

Then I felt him. The blunt, hot head of his cock pressing against me. Not at my entrance, but higher, rubbing through my slickness, smearing my own wetness against my skin. He was so fucking hard. The sheer size of him, the tangible evidence of his want, made my knees feel weak.

“You’re so wet for me already, Mom,” he muttered, his voice thick with a greed that made my insides clench with need. “All this time, pretending to be my sweet mommy. And your fucking pussy is dripping for my cock.”

He pushed. Just the tip, a slow, stretching, impossible invasion. A choked sound, half-gasp, half-sob, escaped my lips. My fingers curled against the machine, nails scraping paint. He was stretching me, filling me in a way that was almost too much. I was tight, and he was so goddamn big. Just as big as his father.

“Fuck,” he grunted, his hands gripping my hips, his thumbs digging into the flesh of my ass. “Your cunt is fucking perfect. So tight. You’re squeezing my fucking dick, Mom.”

He pulled back almost all the way, a torturous retreat that left me feeling empty and aching, then slammed forward, burying himself to the hilt in one brutal, perfect thrust.

A sharp cry was punched out of me. The pain was a bright, fleeting star, instantly consumed by an inferno of pleasure. He was everywhere, deep inside me, hitting a place that made my vision blur. The machine’s hum was now the bass note to the filthy, wet sound of him fucking me.

He set a punishing pace from the start, no gentle warm-up, just raw, animalistic need. Each thrust drove me forward into the machine, my tits rubbing against the warm metal. His grip on my hips was iron, holding me in place for his use. And I wanted to be used. I wanted him to ruin me.

“Is this what you wanted?” he growled, his rhythm never faltering. “Bent over while your your husband and daughter are upstairs? You think Sara knows what a fucking slut you are for my cock right now? If you only knew what those two got up to.”

The vulgarity, the sheer nastiness of his words, sent another jolt through me. As did the thought of my husband and my daughter together. My moans were coming freely now, loud and shameless, echoing in the concrete-walled room. “Yes! Fuck, Cam, yes!”

One of his hands left my hip and snaked around my front, his fingers finding my clit. He didn’t tease. He rubbed hard, fast circles exactly where I needed it, his calloused fingers a rough, perfect counterpoint to the deep, stretching fullness of his cock.

The dual assault was too much. Pleasure coiled in my belly, a spring wound too tight. I could feel the orgasm building, a tidal wave of sensation that was going to shatter me. My body started to tense, to shake. I was babbling, words without meaning, just a stream of fuck and yes and don’t stop.“You gonna come on my dick, Mom?” he snarled, his own breathing becoming ragged. “You gonna squeeze my cock with that greedy fucking cunt? Do it. Come for me.”




The command was all it took. The coil snapped. My world dissolved into a white-hot flash of pure, convulsing ecstasy. My cunt clamped down on him, milking his length, wave after wave of pleasure rocking through me so violently I would have collapsed if he wasn’t holding me up.

My climax triggered his. With a guttural roar, he drove into me one last, deep time, and I felt the hot, sudden rush of his release flooding my depths. He pulsed inside me, his own body shuddering against my back, his forehead pressed between my shoulder blades.

We stayed like that for a long moment, pinned together by the aftershocks, the only sound our ragged breathing and the washing machine’s steady, oblivious thrum-thrum-thrum.

Slowly, he softened inside me. He pulled out, and a rush of his cum trailed down my inner thigh. The sensation was lewd, messy, and it made a fresh, weak tremor go through my spent body.

He tugged my pants back up over my ass, his hands surprisingly gentle now. I stayed bent over, forehead resting on the warm metal, trying to remember how to breathe, how to think.

His lips brushed my ear, his voice a soft, satisfied rumble. “Told you we could.”

The words were still hanging in the damp basement air when his hands, which had been so gentle moments before, turned firm on my hips. He wasn’t finished. A sudden, sharp thrill cut through the fog of my exhaustion. My mind was a blank slate, wiped clean by the pounding he’d just given me, and all I could do was feel.

In one fluid, powerful motion, he pulled his softening cock from my well-fucked cunt and spun me around to face him. My back hit the warm metal of the dryer with a soft thud, and my eyes, wide and a little dazed, finally focused on him. Cam stood there, all tan skin and coiled muscle, his cock glistening with a mix of our juices. His piercing eyes held mine, and the desire in them was a live wire, far from extinguished.

“Open your mouth, Mom,” he commanded, his voice low and rough, leaving no room for the weak protest that tried to form on my lips.

He didn’t wait. His hand wrapped around the back of my neck, not harshly, but with an undeniable authority that made my knees feel even weaker. He guided me down, a steady pressure until I was on my knees on the cool concrete floor. The rough texture bit into my skin, a stark contrast to the heat radiating from his body. The washing machine continued its mindless cycle beside us, a steady percussion to this new, filthy act.

From this angle, he looked even bigger. His cock, still thick and impressive even as it softened, was right in front of my face. The musky, intimate scent of our fucking filled my nostrils, a potent aphrodisiac that made my own body clench in remembered pleasure. A slickness I thought had been spent began to gather between my legs again.

“Look at it,” he said, holding his cock at the base, presenting it to me. “Look at your fucking mess all over me. Clean it up. I want your tongue on every inch.”

My heart was a wild drum against my ribs. This was so much, so soon, so dirty. But the part of me that had melted for him against the dryer was now roaring back to life, hungry for more. My tongue darted out instinctively, wetting my suddenly dry lips.

I leaned forward, closing the small distance. My first touch was tentative, a slow, flat lick from the root to the tip. The taste was stark, salty, and unmistakably us. It was the taste of our transgression, and it unleashed something in me. A low, greedy sound escaped my throat.

“That’s it,” Cam growled, his fingers tangling in my hair, not pulling, just holding. Anchoring me to this moment, to this act. “Get it all. Use that pretty fucking mouth.”

Emboldened, I opened wider, taking the head of his cock into my mouth. I swirled my tongue around the sensitive crown, lapping up the evidence of what we’d just done. My lips stretched around his girth, and I relaxed my jaw, letting him slide deeper. My eyes fluttered shut, and the world narrowed to this: the weight of him on my tongue, the solid heat, the intoxicating taste of our sin.

I worked him with a growing desperation, one hand coming up to fondle his heavy balls while the other braced against his rock-hard thigh. I sucked him clean, then I sucked him hard, wanting to taste every drop, wanting to pull that power back out of him. His quiet grunts of approval were my reward, fueling me further.

His grip in my hair tightened slightly, guiding my pace. “Yeah, just like that. Fuck, your mouth is so good. You suck my cock like you’ve been starving for it.”

I was. I fucking was. Every pass of my tongue, every soft suck, was erasing the last vestiges of my hesitation. This wasn’t my son. This was just Cam, the man who had seen the desperate woman hiding inside me and decided to feed her.

He began to harden again in my mouth, growing thicker, longer, until I had to work to take him. My own moans vibrated around his shaft, a constant, needy hum. Spit slicked my chin, and the lewd, wet sounds of my sucking filled the basement, louder than the machine now.

“You love this, don’t you?” he taunted, his voice thick with lust. “You love being on your knees for me, your own son. Love tasting your own fucking cunt on my dick.”

I couldn’t speak, couldn’t deny it. All I could do was look up at him, my eyes pleading, and take him deeper, until the head of his cock nudged the back of my throat. I gagged slightly, tears springing to my eyes, but I didn’t pull away. The slight struggle, the surrender of my own control, sent another jolt of pure heat straight to my core. I was soaking wet again, aching, empty.

He watched me, his gaze burning with possessive fire. “You’re fucking beautiful like this. A total mess for me.” He pulled back, his slick cock slipping from my lips with a pop. I gasped for air, my chest heaving.

He looked down at me, his expression fierce. “Stand up. Turn around and bend over that washing machine. I’m not done with you.”

A fresh wave of desire, hot and liquid, washed through me. My body moved before my mind could catch up, scrambling to obey. As I turned, my hip brushing against the still-tumbling dryer, a floorboard creaked overhead.

We both froze.

A voice, faint but clear, filtered down the basement stairs. “Mom? Cam? You guys down there?”

The voice was Sara’s. Every muscle in my body clenched tight. Oh god. Oh fucking god. My mind screamed, a jumble of panicked thoughts about my marriage, my reputation, this disastrous, delicious secret. I was bent over the washing machine, my son’s come still slick between my thighs, his cock a hard, threatening presence against my back.

Cam didn’t move. His body was a statue of pure tension behind me. I could feel the hot pulse of his blood through the air between us. Then, a low, dark chuckle vibrated against my spine. His hand came up, not to cover me, but to press firmly on the small of my back, pinning me in my humiliating, exposed position.

“Yeah, Sara,” he called out, his voice a rough growl that was far too calm. “We’re down here.”

My heart wasn’t racing; it was a trapped bird beating itself to death against my ribs. I tried to straighten up, to at least pull my leggings back over my ass, but Cam’s hand was an iron weight. “Cam, no,” I whispered, the protest a pathetic, breathy thing. “Please.”

“Shhh,” he murmured, his lips close to my ear. His other hand slid around my hip, his fingers finding the wet, swollen mess he’d made of me. He rubbed slow, torturous circles. “Just be still. Watch.”

The basement stairs creaked under her weight. Each step was a hammer blow to my frayed nerves. I saw her feet first, then her denim-clad legs, and finally all of her. Sara stood at the bottom of the stairs, her sharp eyes taking in the scene: the rumpled laundry, my prone form bent over the machine, Cam standing fully clothed behind me, his hand working between my legs. Her expression didn’t shift to shock or disgust. A slow, knowing smile spread across her face. She knew. She fucking knew.

“Busy?” she asked, her voice laced with a tease I’d never heard from her before.

“Just getting started,” Cam said, his fingers pushing a little deeper into me, making me gasp. He withdrew his hand and finally let me push myself upright. I fumbled with my clothes, my face burning, but my cunt was throbbing, aching, betrayed by my own body.




Cam turned to face his sister, his erection straining blatantly against his jeans. He reached out and hooked a finger in Sara’s belt loop, pulling her close. “Your turn.”

Sara didn’t hesitate. She melted into him, her hands going to his shoulders as his mouth crashed down on hers. It wasn’t a tender kiss. It was a fierce, open-mouthed claim, all teeth and tangled tongues. I stood there, frozen, my own arousal a hot, shameful flood as I watched my children devour each other. Cam’s hands roamed over Sara’s ass, squeezing and kneading the firm flesh through her jeans.

He broke the kiss, breathing heavily. “You want this?” he growled at her.

“You know I do,” she panted back, already working the button on his fly.

“Then show me how much.” He spun her around, bending her over the same washing machine I had just been using. Her eyes met mine over her shoulder. They were glazed with lust, and that smirk was still there. She was enjoying my shock, my confusion, my undeniable, creeping excitement.

Cam didn’t waste a second. He yanked her jeans and panties down to her knees in one sharp motion, exposing her round, pale ass to the cool basement air. Her cunt was already glistening. He spat into his palm, slicked his cock, and without another word, he drove into her.

The sound was wet and brutal. A hard, fleshy smack as his hips met her ass. Sara cried out, a raw, grateful sound, and pushed back against him. Fuck. Fuck. The sight of it—his thick fucking cock pistoning in and out of her, stretching her open—unlocked something feral in me. My own need became a physical pain, a deep, empty throbbing that demanded to be filled.

“This is what we do, Mom,” Cam grunted, his rhythm never faltering. His eyes were locked on me, watching me watch them. “This is just what we fucking do now. No shame. Just feeling good. Just fucking.”

His words were a permission slip I didn’t know I needed. My hand slipped under the waistband of my leggings. My fingers found my clit, slick and swollen, and I pressed down hard. Oh, Jesus. A bolt of pure sensation ripped through me. I matched my circling fingers to the rhythm of his thrusts, my breath coming in short, sharp gasps.

“That’s it,” Cam encouraged, his voice guttural. “Play with that wet pussy. Watch me fuck your daughter’s tight little cunt.

Sara moaned, a high, keening sound. “She’s watching us, Cam. She’s touching herself watching you fuck me.”

“I know,” he said, his pace becoming punishing, each thrust making her whole body jolt. “She loves it. She’s a filthy fucking slut just like us. Aren’t you, Mom? Tell me how much you love watching my cock disappear inside her.”

I was beyond words. All I could do was nod frantically, my hips bucking against my own hand. The filthy, taboo spectacle of it was pushing me higher and higher. The smell of sex and sweat, the sound of skin slapping against skin, the obscene sight of his length glistening with her wetness every time he pulled almost all the way out.

I felt the orgasm building, a tsunami of heat gathering in my core. Cam’s thrusts became ragged, his own release imminent. Sara was chanting his name, a broken mantra. We were all hurtling toward the edge together.

“Now, Mom,” Cam commanded, his voice cracking with the strain. “Come for me. Come all over your fingers while I fill her up.”

The command was all it took. My vision whited out. A silent scream was torn from my throat as my orgasm detonated, wracking my body with violent, endless waves of pleasure. At the same moment, Cam slammed into Sara one final time with a guttural roar, and I saw her body seize as his own climax ripped through her. I kept rubbing my oversensitive clit, drawing out the shudders, my eyes glued to the place where their bodies were joined, where he was undoubtedly pumping his load deep inside her. My knees finally gave way, and I slid down the side of the dryer, a spent, trembling mess on the cold concrete floor. The humid air hung thick with the musky scent of what we’d done.

“Guess Mom knows about all of this now, huh?” Sara said with a smirk.

I did know and somehow, I wasn’t mad about it.
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The glow from the television painted the living room in shifting shades of blue and gray. I was sunk deep into the couch, a bowl of cold popcorn forgotten on my lap, half-watching some forgettable action movie. The house was a silent, empty shell around me, the only sound the exaggerated explosions and gritty dialogue from the screen. Then the front door clicked open and closed, and the comforting weight of solitude evaporated.

Cam’s heavy footsteps echoed in the hallway. “Dad? You’re still up?”

“In here,” I called out, not taking my eyes off the TV. He appeared in the doorway, a tall, lean silhouette backlit by the hall light. He dumped his backpack on the floor with a thud and slumped into the armchair adjacent to the couch.

“What’re we watching?” he asked, his voice a low rumble that filled the quiet space.

“Some shit where everything blows up. Mind’s not exactly engaged.”

He grinned, a flash of white in the dim room. “Perfect.”

We lapsed into a comfortable silence, the kind you could only have with someone you’re completely at east with. The movie droned on, a predictable car chase ending with the hero cornered in a penthouse apartment.

And then the scene shifted.

The music turned sultry, a slow, pulsing beat. The female lead, all sharp cheekbones and pouty lips, backed the hero against a wall. Her fingers went to the buttons of his shirt. The camera lingered, not on their faces, but on her hands, on the slow reveal of his torso, on the hungry way her mouth found his.

The air in our living room got thick. I became intensely aware of my own breathing, of the rough denim of my jeans against my thighs. Fuck. A low, familiar heat began to unspool in my gut, a lazy, insistent pressure building in my cock. I shifted on the couch, trying to adjust myself discreetly, the fabric suddenly far too constricting.

A soft, fidgeting sound came from the armchair. I risked a glance over. Cam was staring at the screen, his Adam’s apple bobbing as he swallowed. His own hand was subtly, almost imperceptibly, pressed against the front of his jeans, palm cupping the very obvious, very hard bulge there. He wasn’t just adjusting. He was feeling himself.

My mouth went dry. The sight of his hand on his dick, even through his fucking jeans, sent a jolt of pure, undiluted lust straight through me. Jesus Christ. I should look away. I should say something. But I couldn’t. My own dick was throbbing now, a painful, eager ache demanding attention.

His eyes flickered from the screen to me, catching me staring. He didn’t jerk his hand away. He held my gaze, his own dark and wide with a mix of embarrassment and something else, something bold and wanting. A faint blush crept up his neck.

“Kinda… intense,” he murmured, his voice huskier than before.

“Yeah,” I managed to get out, the word gravelly. My heart was hammering against my ribs. Fuck propriety. Fuck the weird, unspoken rules. The tension was a live wire between us, crackling and hot. I made a decision, the words leaving my mouth before my brain could censor them. “It’s okay, you know. If you need to. Don’t gotta be weird about it.”

His eyebrows shot up. “What, seriously?”

“House is empty. Nobody’s here but us.” I held his look, my own hand moving to my belt buckle. A deliberate, unambiguous movement. “Do what you gotta do, Cam.”

For a heartbeat, he just stared. Then, a slow, wicked smile spread across his face. He didn’t say a word. He just unfastened his jeans, pulled the zipper down with a rasping sound that seemed deafening, and pushed his hand inside his boxers. He let his head fall back against the chair, his eyes closing as his fist started moving in a slow, steady rhythm over his cock.

Fuck. Me. The visual was utterly obscene and unbelievably hot. The way his forearm flexed, the quiet, wet sound of his hand stroking his flesh, the soft groan that escaped his lips. I freed my own aching dick, wrapping my fingers around the shaft. It was hot and hard as steel. I pumped slowly, my eyes glued to him, to the private show he was giving me.

We sat like that for minutes, the filthy sounds from the movie providing a perfect soundtrack to our mutual jerk-off session. My balls were drawing up tight, a climax coiling in my base. I was so close, just from watching him.

Then he stopped. He opened his eyes and looked right at me, his hand still tucked in his underwear. “This is fucking insane,” he breathed, but he was still smiling.

“Tell me about it.”

“I wanna…” He hesitated, licking his lips. “Can I… come over there?”

Every nerve ending in my body screamed yes. I just nodded, my own hand stilling.

He stood up, his jeans and boxers sliding down to his knees, his cock standing out, thick and leaking. He walked the few steps to the couch and dropped to his knees on the rug in front of me. The proximity was electric. I could smell his cologne, mixed with his own musky, male scent. He looked up at me, his expression full of raw hunger.

“I wanna taste it, Dad,” he said, his voice a low, desperate thing. “I’ve been thinking about your fucking cock all night.”

Before I could even process a response, he leaned forward. His breath was hot on the head of my dick a second before his tongue, wet and fucking perfect, swiped a long, slow stripe from my base to the tip. A sharp, guttural sound was torn from my throat. Holy shit.

He didn’t tease for long. He opened his mouth wide and took me in, sinking down until my cock hit the back of his throat. The heat was incredible, a silken, wet vice that made my toes curl. His eyes were shut, his brow furrowed in concentration as he began to move, his head bobbing in a smooth, practiced rhythm.

“Fuck, son,” I moaned, my hands tangling in his hair. It was softer than I imagined. “Your mouth feels so fucking good.”

He hummed in response, the vibration travelling straight up my spine and exploding in my brain. He was a natural, taking me deep, his tongue working magic along the underside of my shaft. The wet, sloppy sounds of his sucking filled the room, a filthy percussion to the movie’s score. I could feel the tension building again, a tsunami this time, unstoppable.

“I’m gonna come, Cam,” I warned him, my voice strained. “I’m gonna fucking come down your throat.”

Instead of pulling away, he took me deeper, his nose pressing into my pelvis. He wanted it. He fucking wanted my load. That was all it took. My back arched off the couch as my orgasm ripped through me, a blinding, white-hot torrent of pleasure. I grunted, fucking up into his mouth as I emptied myself, pulse after pulse shooting into his waiting throat. He swallowed every drop, his own hand working furiously on his dick until he came too, his release streaking across the rug as he muffled a cry against my thigh.

He stayed there for a moment, catching his breath, my softening cock still resting on his lips. He finally pulled off, looking up at me with a dazed, fucked-out expression.

“Holy fuck,” he panted, a drop of my cum trickling from the corner of his mouth.

The taste of my own release was salty and sharp on his tongue. I kissed him deeply, hungrily, swallowing the last remnants of my orgasm that had been on his lips. My cock, which had softened only moments before, surged back to life, a thick, demanding presence between us. It was a fucking miracle, the way this kid could resurrect me.

I broke the kiss, my breathing ragged. Cam looked utterly debauched, his eyes glassy, his lips swollen from my dick and then my mouth. A raw energy, something fierce and possessive, crackled through my veins. This wasn’t just some hidden curiosity anymore; it was a fucking wildfire.

I grabbed him by his arms, my fingers digging into the lean muscle there, and hauled him up off his knees. He was pliant in my grasp, letting me maneuver him. With a gentle but firm push, I sent him tumbling backwards onto the couch cushions where I’d just been sitting. He landed with a soft grunt, looking up at me with a mixture of shock and wild anticipation. The movie was forgotten, just a flickering blue light casting shifting shadows across his young, gorgeous face.

My dick ached, a throbbing pulse of need that echoed through my entire body. I stood over him, letting him see all of me—the rugged build I worked so hard for, the trail of hair leading down to my stiff, leaking cock. I wanted him to look. I needed him to see what he did to me.

“Fuck, Dad,” he breathed out, his voice husky.

I didn’t answer with words. I reached for the small bottle of lube we kept tucked away in the side table drawer for our own private use. My heart was hammering against my ribs, a frantic drumbeat of desire. I tossed the bottle onto his stomach. It landed with a soft plastic thud against his taut abdomen.

The air was thick, charged with the scent of sex and sweat and our shared transgression. I could feel the weight of what I was asking for, what I was begging for. It was a line we hadn’t crossed, the final barrier in my own mind crumbling into dust.

I got down on my knees before him, reversing our positions. The rough texture of the rug pressed against my skin. I looked up at him, at this beautiful young man who held my deepest, most forbidden wants in his hands.

“I need it, Cam,” I said, the words torn from me. They weren’t smooth or confident. They were a raw, desperate plea. “Please. I need you to fuck me. I need to feel you inside me.”

His eyes widened, dark pools of desire in the low light. He fumbled for the bottle, his fingers trembling slightly as he popped the cap open. The sound was obscenely loud in the quiet room.

“Are you… are you sure?” he asked, but his cock was already hardening again, jerking against his stomach, betraying his own fervent want.

“I’ve never been more sure of anything in my fucking life,” I growled, the intensity of my own need startling me. “I’ve thought about it. I’ve dreamed about your cock. Now give it to me.”

I turned around, bracing my hands on the edge of the couch, presenting myself to him. I arched my back, offering myself up. The vulnerability was dizzying, terrifying, and the most fucking exhilarating thing I’d ever experienced. I heard him squeeze a generous amount of lube into his palm, the slick, wet sound making my hole clench in anticipation.

Then his fingers were there. Not tentative, not questioning. Possessive. One slick, cool finger pressed against my entrance, circling slowly, spreading the lube. My entire body jolted at the contact. God, his touch. It was electric. He pressed inward, just the tip of his finger breaching me, and a sharp, stunning bolt of pleasure-pain shot through me.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he murmured, his voice full of awe.

“More,” I begged, pushing back against his hand. “Don’t make me wait, Cam. I’m ready. I’m so fucking ready for you.”

He added a second finger, working me open with a determined rhythm that stole the breath from my lungs. He scissored them, stretching me, preparing me for his girth. Every movement was a new, incredible sensation, a building pressure that promised unimaginable pleasure. I was panting, my forehead pressed against the cool leather of the couch, my knuckles white where I gripped it.

“I can’t wait anymore, Dad,” he said, his voice strained. He pulled his fingers free, and I felt empty, achingly hollow.

I heard him slick himself up, the wet, rhythmic sound of his fist stroking his own hard length. Then the blunt, slick head of his cock was pressing against me. Hot. Insistent. Massive.

“You want this?” he asked, a new, deeper confidence in his tone.

“Yes! God, yes, Cam. Fuck me. Please, fuck your dad. Please.”

He pushed.

The initial stretch was intense, a burning fullness that made me see stars. I groaned, a deep, guttural sound ripped from the core of my being. He didn’t stop. He pushed slowly, relentlessly, until his hips met my ass and he was buried to the hilt inside me. I was impaled, filled, completely taken. We both froze for a second, overwhelmed by the feeling, the profound wrongness and the absolute fucking perfection of it.

“Holy shit, Dad,” he gasped, his hands gripping my hips. “You feel… you feel fucking incredible. So tight. So hot.”

“Move,” I managed to choke out. “For fuck’s sake, Cam, move.”

He pulled back almost all the way, the drag of his cock an exquisite torture, and then slammed back into me. The force of it drove me forward, a cry exploding from my lips. He set a punishing pace from the start, each thrust a deliberate, powerful claim on my body. The sound of our bodies slapping together filled the room, a lewd, rhythmic music.

Every nerve ending was on fire. I could feel every inch of him, the way he filled me, the friction that was building a coil of pure heat deep in my gut. I reached down and started stroking my own cock in time with his thrusts, my pre-cum making my grip slick.

“Is this what you wanted?” he grunted, his voice thick with effort and lust. He leaned over me, his chest hot against my back, his mouth near my ear. “You wanted my dick in your ass? You wanted me to fuck you like this?”

“Yes! Fuck, yes! Harder! Give it to me harder, you fucking stud!” I pleaded, my words dissolving into incoherent moans.

He obeyed, his thrusts becoming harder, deeper, more animalistic. I was losing my mind, consumed by the sensation of being utterly possessed by him. This wasn’t just a fuck. It was a claiming.

The raw, claiming power of his thrusts still echoed through my body, a delicious aftershock of being thoroughly fucked. My ass felt stretched and used in the best way possible, but the fire he’d lit in me was far from out. It was a fucking inferno, and I needed more. I needed control.

With a guttural sound I barely recognized as my own, I planted my hands on his sweat-slicked chest and shoved. Cam, lost in his own climax, was caught off guard, his strong body yielding easily as he fell back against the couch cushions. His cock slid out of me with a wet, obscene sound that made my own twitch in response.

“What the—?” he started, his eyes wide with surprise, his chest rising and falling rapidly.

I didn’t let him finish. I was already moving, straddling his hips, my knees sinking into the soft leather on either side of his waist. I looked down at him, at this younger man who had just turned my world inside out. The dominant energy he’d held moments before was gone, replaced by a stunned, eager anticipation. I could see the hunger still burning in his gaze, and it fucking fueled me.

“My turn,” I growled, the words low and thick with intent. I reached between us, my fingers wrapping around the solid, hot length of his cock. It was slick with my own ass and his spit from before, and I guided it, pressing the blunt head right against my stretched, tender hole. “You filled me up so good, Cam. Now I’m gonna take every fucking inch on my own terms.”

I didn’t wait. I sank down.

It was a different kind of intense. Deeper. More consuming. The angle was sharper, and I felt him hit places inside me that made stars burst behind my eyelids. A sharp, gasping sound tore from my throat as I took him all the way to the root, my ass cheeks meeting his thighs with a solid smack. Holy fuck. I was so full, my body clamping down around his shaft in a vice-like grip.

I stayed there for a second, just feeling him. Feeling the thick, veiny heat of his cock buried so deep inside me I could fucking taste it. I rolled my hips in a slow, experimental circle, and we both moaned in unison. The friction was unreal.

“Dad… fuck,” Cam breathed out, his hands coming up to grip my hips, his fingers pressing into my skin hard enough to leave marks. I hoped they would.

“You like that?” I panted, beginning to move. I braced my hands on his chest, feeling the hard planes of his muscles under my palms, and started to ride him. “You like watching me bounce on your fucking dick?”

I set a brutal pace from the start. I was too far gone for gentle. I lifted myself up, almost letting him slip completely out, then slammed back down, taking him in one sharp, hungry motion. The sound of our bodies meeting, skin slapping against skin, filled the room, a filthy rhythm alongside our ragged breathing.

“Yes! God, yes!” he choked out, his head thrown back, his eyes screwed shut. “The way you feel… your ass is so fucking tight…”

His words sent a new jolt of lust straight to my own cock, which was leaking a steady stream of pre-cum onto his stomach with every bounce. I could feel my own orgasm building again, a tight, coiling pressure at the base of my spine. I was milking his cock with my ass, my inner muscles clenching and releasing around him with every rise and fall.

I leaned forward, changing the angle again, and he cried out, his back arching off the couch. “Right there! Fuck, Dad, right there!”

“You feel that?” I grunted, my voice strained with the effort of my movements. I was bouncing hard and fast now, a steady, driving rhythm that was pushing us both toward the edge. “That’s my fucking prostate you’re hammering. You’re making me see stars, you young stud.”

I reached down and started jacking my own cock in time with my descent onto his, my fist a blur. The dual sensation was fucking overwhelming. The deep, filling stretch of his cock pistoning in my ass and the familiar, urgent friction on my own. My balls were drawn up tight, slapping against his skin.

“I’m gonna come,” I warned him, my rhythm starting to falter as pleasure overwhelmed me. “I’m gonna fucking cover you…”

“Do it,” he begged, his eyes opening to lock with mine. His were dark, almost black with need. “Come all over me, Dad. I want to feel it. I want to watch you lose it while you’re riding my cock.”

His permission, his filthy demand, was all I needed. With a final, guttural cry, my body seized up. My ass clenched around him like a fist as my orgasm ripped through me, violent and absolute. Thick, hot streaks of cum shot from my cock, painting his stomach and chest, some even splattering up onto his chin. I kept moving through it, riding out the convulsions, my body milking his dick for everything it had.

The sight of me coming so hard sent him over right after. His grip on my hips became iron-tight, holding me down on him as he thrust up off the couch, burying himself as deep as humanly possible inside me. A raw, broken shout was torn from his lips as his own release flooded my ass, his hot cum filling me up, a second claiming that had me shuddering anew.

I collapsed forward onto his chest, both of us a sweaty, sticky, breathless mess. I could feel his heart hammering against my ear, a wild drum matching my own. His cock was still semi-hard inside me, twitching with the last pulses of his climax. We stayed like that for long minutes, just trying to remember how to breathe.

Finally, I pushed myself up, his softening cock slipping out of me with a gush of our combined release. I looked down at the glorious mess I’d made of his torso. I dragged a finger through the pooling cum on his stomach and brought it to my lips, tasting us both.

A slow, wicked grin spread across Cam’s face. “You are full of surprises, Dad.”
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The last of the Cabernet Sauvignon swirled in my glass, a deep, blood-rich purple. Across the oak table, Dad was in the middle of a story, his hands animatedly tracing the shape of some impossible fish he’d almost caught. Linda, to my right, laughed, the sound warm and familiar against my shoulder. It had been a good dinner, comfortable and easy.

But then I saw it. A look. It was a bolt of lightning in a clear sky. Sara, seated to Dad’s left, wasn’t watching him tell his story. She was watching him. Her gaze, usually so light and playful, had narrowed into something intense, predatory almost. It was a look of pure, unadulterated want, and it was aimed directly at Dad. I felt a jolt, a sudden, thick heat coiling low in my own belly. I knew that look. I’d felt it myself.

Dad’s story faltered. He’d seen it, too. His words trailed off, his hands stilling in the air. The energy in the room shifted, the air growing heavy, charged with a tension that had nothing to do with fishing tales.

Sara never broke eye contact with him. A slow, secret smile played on her lips as she pushed her chair back. The scrape of wood on hardwood was deafening. She stood up, her movements fluid and deliberate. Mom had stopped laughing. She was watching, her eyes wide, a curious hitch in her breath.

Then, without a word, Sara reached for the hem of her simple black dress. She gathered the fabric in her hands and in one smooth, breathtaking motion, pulled it up and over her head. She let it fall to the floor in a silent puddle. She stood there between the dinner table and the living room, bathed in the soft overhead light, wearing nothing but a pair of black lace panties and that same devastating smile. My mouth went dry.

She closed the distance between her and Dad in two elegant strides. She didn’t speak. She simply sank to her knees on the rug between his legs, her hands going to his belt buckle. The metallic clink of the buckle opening was the only sound in the room. Dad let out a shaky breath, his hands gripping the arms of his chair, his knuckles white.

I couldn’t look away. I was mesmerized by the hypnotic sway of Sara’s dark hair as she leaned forward, by the efficient way she freed him from his trousers. And then he was in her hands, hard and thick, and her mouth was on him.

It wasn’t tentative. It was claiming. She took the length of him into her mouth in one slow, deep glide, a low hum of pleasure vibrating in her throat. The sound went straight through me. I watched her head begin to bob, a perfect, practiced rhythm, one hand working his base while her mouth created a slick, tight heaven for the rest. Dad’s head fell back against the chair, a guttural groan tearing from his chest. His fingers tangled in her hair, not guiding, just holding on.

Beside me, Mom was breathing heavily. I could feel the heat radiating from her. I turned my head and met her gaze. Her eyes were dark, pupils blown wide with a mixture of shock and raw arousal. That shared look was all the permission we needed. It was an electric current passing between us, a silent conversation that ended with a single, unanimous vote for more.

“Don’t you dare feel left out,” Mom whispered, her voice husky.

In a flash, she was out of her chair and on her knees before me. Her hands were on my jeans, frantic and eager, popping the button, yanking down the zipper. The urgency was a live wire. She freed me, her eyes locking with mine as her hand wrapped around my shaft, already painfully hard from the spectacle before us. Her touch was fire.

She leaned in, her breath hot against the tip, and her tongue snaked out for a long, slow lick from base to tip. Oh, god. My hips jerked involuntarily. A soft, wicked laugh escaped her lips before she opened her mouth and took me in.

The sensation was blinding. The wet, velvety heat of her mouth enveloped me, a perfect, sucking pressure. My head thumped back against my own chair, a mirror of Dad’s posture, a choked curse escaping my lips. I buried my hands in her blonde hair, feeling the rhythm of her, the incredible skill of her tongue as it swirled and pressed.

I opened my eyes, the scene before me surreal, pornographic. Across the table, Sara was working Dad with a fervent intensity, her pace increasing, her moans mingling with his ragged breaths. Her free hand was between her own legs, fingers working circles over the black lace, and the sight of it, the raw obscenity of it all, sent another vicious spike of pleasure through me.

I focused back on Mom. I could feel the tension coiling in my core, a spring wound impossibly tight. Her pace matched Sara’s, a synchronized dance of hunger. The wet, rhythmic sounds filled the room, a symphony of our shared abandon.

“Mom,” I gritted out, my voice strained.

She looked up at me, her eyes glazed with lust, my length still nestled between her lips. She moaned around me, the vibration shooting straight to my balls. I could feel the precipice, that beautiful, terrifying edge.

I held her gaze, my fingers tightening in her hair, not forcing, just connecting. “I’m close… so close.”

Her only answer was to take me deeper, her throat opening to accept me, and that final, exquisite pressure was my undoing. The world dissolved into a white-hot burst of sensation, a pulsing, shuddering release that emptied me into the incredible heat of her mouth. I cried out, a raw, animal sound I hardly recognized as my own.

Across from me, Dad shouted Sara’s name, his body seizing up as his own climax hit. The room fell into a heavy, breathless silence, punctuated only by our ragged panting.

Mom pulled back slowly, a satisfied smile on her glistening lips. She rested her head on my thigh, looking across at Sara, who was doing the same against Dad’s leg. The two women shared a look—a look of triumph, of shared conspiracy.

Dad was the first to speak, his voice a wrecked shell of itself. “Well… that was…”

Sara cut him off, her voice a low purr. “Dessert.”

She padded over to Dad, never breaking eye contact with me. She placed a hand on his broad shoulder, her fingers splaying over the muscle there. “Trade?” she asked Mom, though it sounded more like a command.

Mom’s answering grin was immediate and bright. “I thought you’d never ask.” She pressed a soft, parting kiss to my inner thigh that sent a fresh jolt through my system, then she rose, her blonde hair swaying as she crossed to where Dad sat.

The swap happened in a breath. Mom knelt before Dad, her hands sliding up his powerful thighs. She looked up at him, her seductive eyes full of promise, before she leaned in and took his semi-hardness into her mouth with a soft, practiced hum of appreciation.

And then Sara was before me.

She didn’t kneel immediately. She just stood there, letting me look my fill. Her toned body was a masterpiece in the low light, all sleek lines and soft curves. Then she sank to her knees, her intense gaze locked on mine. Her hands slid up my legs, her touch electric.

“Your turn,” she whispered, her voice a husky invitation.

Her mouth was hotter than I expected, and infinitely more skilled. Where Mom’s technique was enthusiastic and generous, Sara’s was calculated, precise, and utterly devastating. She took me deep, her throat opening for me without a hint of gag, her tongue doing wicked, circling things along my underside. I groaned, my head falling back against my chair, my fingers tangling in her dark hair. It was all-consuming, a focused act of worship that made my toes curl and my lungs burn. I was completely at her mercy, lost in the wet, silken heat of her.




A grunt from beside me pulled my gaze. Dad had his head thrown back, a muscle ticking in his jaw as Mom worked him back to full, aching hardness. Her head bobbed with fervent energy, her full lips stretched around him, a soft, continuous moan vibrating from her throat straight into him. His hand was fisted in her blonde hair, not guiding, just holding on for dear life.

Suddenly, Dad’s eyes snapped open. They weren’t clouded with pleasure anymore; they were sharp, focused, and fixed on me. With a low growl, he pushed his chair back. The legs screeched against the floor. In one fluid motion, he grabbed the side of his heavy wooden chair and dragged it right next to mine, so our arms were almost touching.

“Up,” he commanded Mom, his voice rough with raw need.

She rose, a knowing smile on her glistening lips. Dad didn’t even look at her. His gaze was drilling into me.

“Ride me,” he ordered her.

Without hesitation, Mom hitched her leg over his lap, positioned herself, and sank down onto his thick length with a sharp, gasping cry of pure relief. She began to move, a slow, rolling grind of her hips that made both of them moan.

Dad’s eyes never left mine. The intensity there was staggering. It was a challenge. An invitation. A raw, sexual demand that bypassed my brain and went straight to my core.

He turned his head slightly, his voice a low, guttural rumble meant only for me. “Tell her.”

The two words were like a lightning strike. My own desire, amplified by Sara’s relentless mouth and the sight of Mom riding Dad just inches away, boiled over. I looked down at Sara, my voice coming out as a ragged breath. “Sara… up. Now. Ride me.”

A flash of triumph lit her eyes. She released me with a soft, wet pop and rose, straddling my lap in one smooth, effortless motion. She was so wet I could feel her heat through the air. She positioned me at her entrance, and then she sank down, taking me all in one devastating, slow, perfect slide. I cried out, my hands flying to her hips, gripping the firm muscle there as she sheathed me completely in her incredible warmth.

We were a mirror image, Dad and I, two men side-by-side, being ridden by two breathtaking women. The room filled with the sounds of skin slapping against skin, of ragged breaths and wanton moans. Mom’s head was thrown back, her breasts bouncing with her rhythm. Sara leaned forward, her hands on my shoulders, her dark eyes burning into mine as she rolled her hips in a slow, torturous circle.

Dad was watching me over Mom’s shoulder. His rugged face was a mask of primal need. His hand, which had been gripping Mom’s hip, came up. He didn’t touch her. He reached for me.




His large, calloused hand cupped the back of my neck. The touch was shocking, intimate, and it sent a violent shiver down my entire spine.

His voice was barely a whisper, but it cut through all the other noise. “Look at me.”

I was already looking. I was trapped in his gaze.

His grip tightened, not painful, but unquestionably dominant. He pulled me forward, his own body leaning toward me around Mom’s undulating form. The space between us evaporated.

“Now kiss me,” he demanded, his breath hot against my mouth.

The world narrowed to that point of contact—his hand on my neck, the press of his lips against mine. It was rough and demanding, all heat and pressure and the faint taste of whiskey. It was the most shocking, unexpected, and arousing thing I had ever experienced. A moan was torn from my throat, swallowed by his mouth. Sara felt it, felt the tension coil in my body, and she moaned too, her nails digging into my shoulders. Mom, feeling Dad’s intensity escalate, cried out his name, her movements becoming frantic.

The kiss broke, and Dad rested his forehead against mine, our breath mingling in ragged syncopation. His eyes were dark pools of fire. “Now,” he growled, the word a command for all of us. “Together.”

It was the trigger. The final, shattering catalyst. The shared energy, the profound connection, the overwhelming sensory overload—it all crested at once. I felt my release tear through me, a blinding, white-hot wave as I pulsed deep inside Sara. She clenched around me, her own cry joining mine as she trembled through her climax. Next to me, Mom shuddered and collapsed against Dad’s chest with a gasping sob of pleasure, and Dad let out a deep, guttural roar, his body rigid as he poured into her.

We stayed like that for a long moment, a tangled, breathless heap of intertwined limbs and shared ecstasy, the air electric with what we had just done.
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