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The air in the room crackled with anticipation, heavy and electric, as the poker chips clinked against the wooden table. I shifted in my seat, the leather dining chair groaning softly beneath me, its creak a muted protest against my restlessness. My fingers traced the edges of my cards, the smooth paper a stark contrast to the roughness of my palms. Across from me, my brother Alex sat with an air of casual confidence, his smirk betraying the strength of his hand. Between the two of us sat our parents – Dad and Mom. It was our weekly family night and I knew exactly where this was going. We had talked about doing this for weeks now and it was finally the night.

The stakes tonight weren’t just about winning or losing chips. They were about pride, about power, about who was willing to go further. I swallowed hard, the dryness in my throat a reminder of the tension coiled within me. I was new to this game, but I’d learned quickly that Dad and Mom didn’t play for small stakes. They played to win, and they played to dominate.

“Your turn, Zoe,” Dad’s deep voice cut through the tension, his tone smooth yet commanding. I glanced at my cards—a pair of sevens. Not great, but not terrible either. With a steady hand, I raised the bet, pushing a stack of chips forward, my heart pounding in my chest. Alex matched me without hesitation, his eyes never leaving mine. A flicker of unease passed through me as Dad and Mom exchanged a look, their silent communication speaking volumes. They were a team, and I was beginning to realize just how out of my league I might be.

The cards were dealt, and I drew a blank. My stomach dropped as Dad flipped over his hand—a full house. I’d lost. Big time.

Dad leaned forward, his elbows resting on the table, his eyes locking onto mine. “Looks like you owe me, sweetheart,” he said, his voice low and velvety, a predator’s purr. My cheeks flushed, the heat spreading to my ears, and I glanced at Alex, but he was already looking away, his jaw tight. He knew the rules of this game as well as I did.

“What do you want me to do?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper, my throat constricting with a mix of fear and anticipation. Dad’s lips curled into a slow, predatory smile, his eyes glinting with satisfaction.

“I want you to get my dick hard,” he said, his words deliberate, each one a hammer blow to my composure. “And then I want you to sit on it. Facing the table. For the next round.”

My breath caught in my throat, the words hanging in the air like a challenge. Heat spread through my body, a strange blend of embarrassment and arousal that made my skin tingle. I glanced at Mom, seeking some sign of protest, but she was leaning back in her chair, her eyes hooded, a small, satisfied smile playing on her lips. She wasn’t going to intervene. She was enjoying this.

“Come on, Zoe,” Alex said, his voice tight, his knuckles white as he gripped the edge of the table. “Do it.”

I nodded, my hands trembling in anticipation as I stood. Kneeling between Dad’s legs, I felt the weight of their gazes on me, a physical pressure that made my skin prickle.

Dad was already unbuckling his belt, his hands moving with practiced ease, his fingers deft and sure. The thought of doing this excited me.

His pants fell open, and I stared at his cock, thick and already beginning to harden. It was bigger than my brother’s not longer but thicker, and I felt a surge of nervousness mixed with a strange, intoxicating excitement. My fingers hovered in the air for a moment before brushing against his skin, the warmth of him sending a jolt through me. He let out a low groan, his breath hitching as my touch sparked a reaction in him.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his hand tangling in my hair, guiding me closer. His grip was firm but not rough, a gentle insistence that left no room for hesitation. “Suck it, baby girl. Show me what you can do.”

I hesitated for a moment, my breath coming in short gasps, my heart pounding in my ears. Then, with a deep inhale, I leaned forward, my lips brushing against the head of his cock. He tasted salty, musky, the flavor of him invading my senses. I closed my eyes, trying to focus on the sensations—the way his skin felt against my tongue, the sound of his breath hitching as I took him deeper into my mouth.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his hand tightening in my hair, his fingers threading through it, holding me in place. “That’s a good girl.”

I moved slowly, my lips sliding up and down his shaft, my hands gripping his thighs for support. The room was filled with the wet sounds of my mouth working him, the occasional gasp or moan escaping my lips. I was hyperaware of Alex and Mom watching, their eyes on me, and it sent a shiver of arousal through me, a thrill I couldn’t deny.

“Hard enough for you?” I asked after a few minutes, my voice breathless, my cheeks flushed.

Dad chuckled, his hand stroking my hair, his touch almost tender. “Perfect. Now, get on my lap. Face the table.”

I stood, my legs shaky, my body buzzing with anticipation. Turning to face the table, I felt Dad’s hands on my hips, guiding me, positioning me over his cock. I felt the head press against my entrance, and I bit my lip, bracing myself for what was to come.

“Ready?” he asked, his breath hot against my ear, his voice a low rumble that sent shivers down my spine.

I nodded, unable to speak, my throat tight with anticipation. He thrust upward, his cock sliding deep inside me, filling me completely. I let out a sharp gasp, my hands gripping the edge of the table for support, my nails digging into the wood. He was thick, stretching me, and I felt a rush of pleasure mixed with the strange vulnerability of being on display like this.

“Start the next round,” Dad said, his hands resting on my hips as he began to move, his cock sliding in and out of me with slow, deliberate strokes. Each thrust sent a jolt of pleasure through me, and I struggled to focus on my cards, my mind clouded with sensation.

The game resumed, but I was barely present, my thoughts consumed by the man behind me, his hands gripping my hips, his cock filling me. I was acutely aware of Alex and Mom watching, of the way Mom’s eyes flickered between me and her husband, a small, knowing smile on her lips.

“Your turn, Alex,” Mom said, her voice cutting through the haze of pleasure clouding my mind. Her tone was soft but commanding, a queen issuing an order.

Alex looked at his cards, his face pale, his hands trembling slightly. “I’m all in,” he said, pushing his remaining chips forward, his voice steady despite the tension in his body.

Mom smirked as she revealed her hand—a straight flush. Alex had lost, and I felt a pang of worry for him, a fleeting moment of concern before my own pleasure consumed me again. Mom leaned forward, her eyes glinting with anticipation, her lips curving into a triumphant smile.

“On your knees,” she said, her voice soft but commanding. “Eat my pussy.”

Alex stood, his movements stiff with nervousness, and walked around the table to kneel between Mom’s legs. She was already unbuttoning her blouse, her hands moving with the same practiced ease as her husband’s, her fingers deft and sure.

I watched as Alex hesitantly reached out, his fingers brushing against the lace of her panties. Mom’s hand tangled in his hair, guiding his mouth to her. She was wet, her scent filling the air, a musky sweetness that made my own arousal spike. Alex’s tongue pressed against her, his movements tentative at first before becoming more confident, more sure.

“That’s it,” Mom murmured, her head falling back, her hand tightening in Alex’s hair. Her voice was a husky whisper, filled with pleasure. “Suck it, Alex. Make me come.”

The room was filled with the sounds of our bodies moving, of skin on skin, of moans and gasps and the wet sounds of pleasure. Dad’s hands gripped my hips tighter, his thrusts becoming more urgent, more desperate. I felt my own arousal building, a coil of tension tightening in my core, a pressure that demanded release.

“Fuck, Dad,” I moaned, my head falling forward, my hair cascading over my shoulders. “I’m close.”

“Not yet,” he growled, his voice rough, his grip on my hips bruising. “Wait for it.”

I bit my lip, trying to hold back, but it was impossible. The pleasure was overwhelming, every thrust sending me closer to the edge. Across from me, Mom’s cries were growing louder, her body arching as Alex’s tongue worked her clit, his fingers slipping inside her.

“Oh fuck, yes,” she cried, her voice breaking, her body shaking with the force of her orgasm. “Yes, yes, yes!”

Her orgasm ripped through her, her body trembling as she came, her juices spilling onto Alex’s tongue. He didn’t stop, his mouth moving against her, his fingers thrusting deeper, and I felt a surge of jealousy mixed with a strange, intoxicating arousal.

Dad’s hands gripped my hips harder, his thrusts becoming frantic, and I knew he was close. “Come with me,” he growled, his voice low and commanding, his breath hot against my ear. “Now.”

I let go, my body trembling as my orgasm washed over me, waves of pleasure crashing through me. My cries mingled with Mom’s, with Dad’s groans as he thrust one last time, his cock pulsing inside me, filling me with his warmth.

The room fell silent, the only sound our heavy breathing as we recovered, our bodies spent, our minds reeling. Dad’s hands loosened their grip on my hips, and I collapsed onto the table, my body limp, my muscles jelly.

Alex sat back on his heels, his face flushed, his hair disheveled, his eyes dazed. Mom reached out, her hand stroking his cheek, her smile soft but triumphant.

“Good boy,” she said, her voice gentle, a mother praising her child.




Dad stepped back, his cock slipping out of me, and I felt a strange mix of loss and relief. I was still shaking, my body buzzing with the aftermath of pleasure, my mind a whirlwind of emotions.

I sat up, my hands smoothing my hair, my thoughts racing.

I looked at Dad and Mom, at the way they were smiling at each other, at the way they’d dominated us both, and I felt a flicker of something I couldn’t quite name. Fear? Excitement? Desire?







Alex

After getting dressed again, the air is thick with anticipation as the poker game continues, the stakes higher than ever. Zoe, Dad, Mom, and I are all in, our eyes locked on the cards, our minds racing with strategies. But tonight, the game isn’t just about winning chips—it’s about winning control, about pushing boundaries, about exploring desires we’ve only hinted at until now.

I play my hand carefully, my heart pounding as I lay down my cards. Zoe groans, her eyes flicking to Dad and Mom before settling back on me. “You’ve got me beat,” she admits, her voice low and sultry. “What’s the dare?”

I lean back in my chair, a smirk playing on my lips. “You know what I want, Zoe. It’s time to pay up.”

She bites her lip, glancing at Dad and Mom, who are watching with a mix of curiosity and arousal. “In front of them?” she whispers, her cheeks flushing.

“In front of them,” I confirm, my voice steady.

Zoe’s eyes narrow playfully, but she doesn’t back down. She stands, her movements graceful, and steps between Dad’s legs. He watches her with a hungry gaze, his hands resting on her hips as she slowly unbuttons her shirt, revealing her lace bra. Mom leans forward, her elbows on the table, her eyes never leaving Zoe’s body.

I stand, moving to stand behind Zoe. She turns her head slightly, her breath catching as I slide my hands up her waist, my fingers brushing the underside of her breasts. “You’re so fucking beautiful,” I murmur, my lips brushing her ear. “And you’re going to show them just how good you are.”

She shivers, her eyes closing as she tilts her head back, granting me access to her neck. I press soft kisses along her jawline, my hands moving to unclasp her bra. It falls away, revealing her full, perky breasts, her nipples already tight with anticipation. Dad groans, his hands tightening on her hips, his thumbs brushing the sensitive skin just below her ribcage.

“Alex,” Zoe breathes, her voice trembling. “I—”

“Shh,” I whisper, cutting her off. “Just feel it. Let them watch.”

I step back, giving Dad a clear view as I slide my hands down her body, my fingers tracing the curve of her waist before dipping lower, slipping beneath the waistband of her skirt. She gasps as I tease the lace of her panties, my fingers brushing her core through the thin fabric. “Wet already,” I murmur, my voice carrying across the room. “You’re so ready for this, aren’t you?”

Zoe nods, her eyes fluttering closed as I hook my fingers into her panties and slowly pull them down, letting them fall to the floor. Dad’s breath hitches, his eyes darkening with desire as he takes in the sight of her bare pussy, glistening with anticipation.

I step closer, positioning myself behind her, my hands resting on her hips as I align my cock with her entrance. “Ready?” I ask, my voice low and commanding.

“Yes,” she whispers, her voice barely audible.

I thrust forward, sliding into her slowly, savoring the way her body tightens around me. She gasps, her head falling back against my shoulder as I begin to move, my hips rocking gently at first, then with increasing urgency. Dad watches, his hand moving to his own cock, stroking himself slowly as he takes in the sight of Zoe being filled, her body moving in rhythm with mine.

Mom leans back in her chair, her legs spreading slightly as she watches, her hand slipping beneath her skirt. Her fingers move swiftly, her breath quickening as she touches herself, her eyes never leaving the scene unfolding before her.

“Fuck, Alex,” Zoe moans, her voice breaking as I hit her deeper, my thrusts becoming more urgent. “Harder. Please.”

I oblige, my hands gripping her hips tightly as I pound into her, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the room. Dad groans, his strokes becoming more frantic, his eyes glued to Zoe’s face as she throws her head back, her mouth open in a silent cry of pleasure.

“You like watching her, don’t you, Dad?” I ask, my voice rough with desire. “Seeing her take my cock like she wants it?”




Dad nods, his eyes flicking to mine, his expression raw with need. “Fuck, yes,” he manages, his voice hoarse.

I smirk, my thrusts never slowing. “Good. Because it’s your turn next.”

Dad swallows, his hand stilling on his cock as he meets my gaze. For a moment, he hesitates, his eyes flicking to Zoe, then to Mom, who watches with a mixture of curiosity and arousal. Finally, he nods, his voice steady. “Yeah. I’m in.”

Mom sits up, her eyes sparkling with excitement. “This is going to be good,” she murmurs, her voice laced with anticipation.

Dad stands, he’s still hard, his cock standing proud, pre-cum glistening at the tip. “What now?” he asks, his voice uncertain.

I smirk, reaching for the lube on the table. “Now, you’re going to fuck me since you’ve already fucked your daughter, now you get to fuck your son.”

Dad’s eyes widen, his breath catching as he processes my words. “You?” he repeats, his voice laced with surprise.

“Me,” I confirm, squeezing a generous amount of lube into my hand. “Unless you’re not up for it.”

Dad shakes his head, his eyes darkening with determination. “No, I—I am. I just… never thought—”

“Thought I’d be into this?” I interrupt, my voice teasing. “Well, here we are. So, are you going to stand there all night, or are you going to fuck me?”

Dad swallows, his eyes flicking to Zoe, who’s watching with a mix of curiosity and arousal, then back to me. “I’m going to fuck you,” he says, his voice steady.

I nod, handing him the lube. “Good. Start by prepping me. Nice and slow.”

Dad takes the lube, his hands trembling slightly as he coats his fingers. He steps closer, his eyes never leaving mine as he reaches out, his fingers brushing the entrance of my hole. I shiver, my breath catching as he presses in, his touch gentle but firm.

“Relax,” he murmurs, his voice soft. “Let me in.”

I nod, my eyes closing as I focus on relaxing, on letting him in. He presses deeper, his fingers sliding inside me, stretching me open. I gasp, my hands tightening on the table as he adds a second finger, then a third, scissoring them slowly, prepping me for what’s to come.

“You’re so tight,” he breathes, his voice laced with wonder. “So fucking tight.”

I moan, my head falling forward as he begins to thrust his fingers in and out, his movements slow and deliberate. “Dad,” I groan, my voice breaking. “Please. I need—”

“I know,” he interrupts, his voice firm. “I’m going to give it to you. But first, I need to see you. Get on your back.”

I nod, my movements unsteady as I shift, lying on the table, my legs spread, my hole exposed. Dad steps between my legs, his eyes roaming over my body, his expression hungry. “You’re so beautiful like this,” he murmurs, his voice rough with desire.

I smirk, reaching out to grip his cock, stroking him slowly. “Then stop talking and fuck me already.”

Dad chuckles, his eyes darkening with determination. He squeezes more lube onto his cock, coating it generously before positioning himself at my entrance. “Ready?” he asks, his voice low.

“Ready,” I confirm, my voice steady.

He thrusts forward, sliding into me slowly, his eyes never leaving mine as he fills me, inch by inch. I gasp, my hands gripping the edges of the table as he seats himself fully, his cock buried deep inside me.

“Fuck,” he groans, his voice breaking. “You feel so good.”

I moan, my head tilting back as he begins to move, his hips rocking gently at first, then with increasing urgency. Zoe watches, her hand moving between her legs, her fingers slipping inside her as she touches herself, her eyes never leaving our bodies.

Mom leans forward, her elbows on the table, her eyes sparkling with excitement. “This is so hot,” she murmurs, her voice laced with arousal.

Dad groans, his thrusts becoming more urgent, his hands gripping my hips tightly as he pounds into me. “You like this, don’t you, Alex?” he asks, his voice rough with desire. “Like being filled like this?”

“Yes,” I groan, my voice breaking. “Fuck, yes. Harder. Please.”

He obliges, his hips snapping forward as he fucks me with abandon, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the room. I cry out, my body trembling as he hits my prostate, sending waves of pleasure crashing through me.

I moan, my eyes closing as I lose myself in the sensation, in the way he fills me, stretches me, owns me. “Dad,” I whisper, my voice trembling. “I’m—”

“Not yet,” he interrupts, his voice firm. “Not until I say so.”

I nod, my breath coming in short gasps as he continues to thrust, his movements relentless.

Mom watches, her hand moving between her legs, her fingers working swiftly as she touches herself, her breath quickening. “Fuck,” she moans, her voice breaking. “This is too much.”

Dad groans, his thrusts becoming more urgent, his body tensing as he nears the edge. “Alex,” he whispers, his voice trembling. “I’m close.”

“Then come,” I urge, my voice hoarse. “Fill me up. Let me feel it.”

He nods, his hips snapping forward as he fucks me with abandon, his cock throbbing inside me. “Fuck, Alex,” he groans, his voice breaking. “I’m—”

His words are cut off by a cry as he comes, his body shaking as he empties himself inside me, his cum filling me, spilling out around his cock. I moan, my body trembling as I ride out the waves of pleasure, my own release crashing over me, my cum spilling onto the table, mixing with the mess already there.

Dad collapses on top of me, his breath coming in short gasps as he holds himself up on his elbows, his forehead resting against mine. “Fuck,” he whispers, his voice laced with wonder. “That was—”

“Incredible,” I finish, my voice soft. “You were incredible.”

He smiles, his lips brushing mine in a soft kiss. “You’re not so bad yourself.”

I chuckle, my hands resting on his back as we catch our breath, the sounds of Zoe and Mom’s heavy breathing filling the room. Slowly, we disentangle, Dad pulling out of me, his cock slipping free with a wet pop.

Zoe sits up, her chest heaving as she meets my gaze, her eyes sparkling with a mix of emotions. “Well,” she says, her voice teasing. “That was… unexpected.”

Mom laughs, her hand resting on Zoe’s shoulder as she leans in, her lips brushing Zoe’s cheek in a soft kiss. “But so fucking hot,” she murmurs, her voice laced with satisfaction.




I smirk, my eyes locking with Dad’s, a silent understanding passing between us. “Definitely unexpected,” I agree, my voice low. “But I wouldn’t change a thing.”

Dad nods, his eyes never leaving mine, his expression soft. “Me neither.”
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I shift on the bed, my fingers trailing over the soft comforter as I wait for Sam to come back.

Sam – my brother.

The room is dim, lit only by the faint glow of the string lights draped across the wall, casting a warm, golden hue over everything. I can hear the muffled sound of laughter and the clinking of glasses from downstairs. Sam and our father were probably still watching that action movie they started earlier. I’d stayed up here, not really in the mood for explosions and one-liners, but now I’m starting to wish I’d gone down to join them. The silence is a little too heavy, and my mind keeps wandering to places it shouldn’t.

I’m wearing one of Sam’s oversized t-shirts, the hem falling just above my thighs, and a pair of his boxers. It’s comfortable, but I can’t help but feel a little exposed, like I’m not wearing enough. My hair is loose, cascading over my shoulders, and I’ve got a book open on my lap, though I haven’t turned a page in the last ten minutes. My eyes keep drifting to the door, expecting Sam to walk in any second, but the hallway remains stubbornly empty.

Finally, I hear footsteps on the stairs, heavy and purposeful. My heart skips a beat as the door creaks open, and Sam walks in, a lazy grin on his face. But he’s not alone. Dad follows him, a beer in one hand and a mischievous glint in his eye. I sit up straighter, suddenly self-conscious, and pull the hem of the shirt down a little further.

“Hey, Sara,” Sam says, leaning against the doorframe. “We thought you might be lonely up here.”

Dad takes a long pull from his beer before setting it down on the desk. “Yeah, figured we’d come keep you company. Mind if we hang out for a bit?”

I glance between the two of them, trying to read the mood. There’s something in the air, something charged and electric, but I can’t quite put my finger on it. “Sure,” I say, shrugging. “The more, the merrier, I guess.”

Dad sits on the edge of the bed, closer to me than I expected, and I scoot back a little, my heart pounding in my chest. Sam closes the door and leans against it, crossing his arms over his chest. They’re both looking at me like I’m the main event, and I can’t shake the feeling that I’m missing something.

“So,” Dad starts, his voice low and smooth, “Sam and I were just having a little debate downstairs.”

I raise an eyebrow, curious despite myself. “Oh yeah? What about?”

Dad’s lips curve into a smirk. “Well, Sam here thinks he’s the best at, uh, satisfying you. But I told him I could do it better.”

My breath catches in my throat, and I feel my cheeks flush. I glance at Sam, who’s smirking just as much as Dad, and my mind starts racing. “Satisfying me? What do you mean?”

Sam pushes off the door, taking a step closer. “You know what we mean, Sara. Dad doesn’t think I’m all that great in bed. But I told him I’m the one who knows what you like.”

Dad snorts, shaking his head. “Oh, come on, Sam. You’re a kid. I’ve got years of experience on you. I could make her scream louder than you ever could.”

I feel my face grow hotter, my pulse quickening. This is insane. They can’t be serious. But there’s a challenge in the air, thick and palpable, and I can’t look away.

“Wait,” I say, my voice shaky. “You’re not actually going to…”

“Why not?” Dad interrupts, his eyes locking onto mine. “You’re not exactly protesting. And it’s not like you’re not into it.”

I bite my lip, my mind spinning. Part of me wants to tell them to get out, to stop this madness. But there’s another part, a darker, wilder part, that’s intrigued. That wants to see where this goes.

Sam takes another step forward, his eyes intense. “Come on, Sara. Prove him wrong. Let me show him I’m the one who knows how to make you feel good.”

Dad holds up his hands, feigning innocence. “Hey, I’m just saying, if she’s up for it, I’m willing to put my money where my mouth is. Literally.”

I swallow hard, my throat dry. This is crazy. But the way they’re looking at me, the way the tension is building—it’s intoxicating. I can feel my body responding, my skin tingling, my core warming. I’m not sure I can stop it even if I wanted to.

“Fine,” I hear myself say, my voice barely above a whisper. “But if you’re going to do this, do it right. No holding back.”

Dad’s smirk widens, and he leans back on his elbows, his eyes roaming over me. “Oh, I’ll give it my all. But first, let’s get you out of those clothes. Can’t work with obstacles.”

Sam nods, his expression turning serious. “Yeah, let’s do this. But remember, Dad, I’m the one who knows her best. I’m not losing this bet.”

I hesitate, my fingers clutching the edge of the shirt. This is really happening. I’m really going to let them do this. My heart is pounding so hard I’m sure they can hear it, but I nod, taking a deep breath. “Okay. But if either of you crosses a line, I’m out. Got it?”

Dad raises his hands in mock surrender. “Wouldn’t dream of it. We’re just here to give you the time of your life.”

Sam steps closer, his hands gently gripping the hem of the shirt. “Ready?”

I nod, my breath coming in short gasps. This is insane. But I’m ready.

Sam pulls the shirt over my head, and I’m left bare, my breasts exposed to their hungry gazes. I cross my arms over my chest, but Dad shakes his head. “No, no, let us see. You’ve got nothing to be ashamed of.”

I lower my arms, feeling vulnerable but also strangely powerful. Their eyes are on me, devouring me, and I can’t help but feel a surge of desire. Sam’s fingers brush my shoulder, sending shivers down my spine, and I lean into his touch, my eyelids fluttering closed.

“Beautiful,” Dad murmurs, his voice thick with appreciation. “Now, let’s get the rest of these clothes off. Can’t have anything in the way.”

Sam moves to the waistband of the boxers, his fingers trembling slightly as he slides them down my legs. I step out of them, standing naked before them, and the room feels charged, electric. I’m aware of every inch of my skin, every curve and dip, and the way their eyes trace over me like they’re mapping every detail.

Dad stands, his movements slow and deliberate, and I feel a jolt of anticipation as he steps closer. “Alright, Sam. Let’s see what you’ve got.”

Sam’s hands are on me before I can even process what’s happening, his fingers tracing the curve of my hip, his lips pressing softly against my neck. I tilt my head back, a soft moan escaping my lips, and Dad watches, a satisfied smirk on his face.

“Not bad,” Dad says, his voice low. “But let’s see if you can make her forget her name.”

Sam’s hands move lower, his thumbs brushing the sensitive skin of my inner thighs, and I shiver, my breath coming in short gasps. “Sam…”

“Shh,” he whispers, his lips brushing my ear. “Just feel it, Sara. Let go.”

His fingers slide between my legs, and I gasp, my head falling back as he begins to stroke me, slow and deliberate. Dad moves closer, his presence looming, and I feel his breath on my skin as he leans in, his lips ghosting over my shoulder.

“Tell me,” Dad says, his voice a husky whisper, “is he doing it right? Does it feel good?”

I nod, my eyes squeezed shut as Sam’s touch sends waves of pleasure through me. “Y-yes. Oh god, yes…”

Dad’s lips curve into a smile, and he steps back, crossing his arms. “Alright, Sam. Let’s see if you can keep that up.”

Sam’s fingers continue their slow, torturous rhythm, and I’m lost in the sensation, my body arching into his touch. But then Dad is there again, his hands on my hips, guiding me toward the bed. “Lie down,” he murmurs, his voice commanding. “Let us take care of you.”

I do as he says, my heart pounding, my body buzzing with anticipation. Sam follows me down, his lips pressing against mine in a hungry kiss, and I moan into his mouth, my hands tangling in his hair. Dad kneels beside the bed, his eyes dark with desire as he watches us.

“Like that, do you?” Dad says, his voice laced with amusement. “Let’s see if I can do better.”

Before I can respond, Dad’s hands are on me, his fingers tracing the curve of my breast, his thumb brushing my nipple. I arch into his touch, a soft cry escaping my lips, and Sam pulls back, watching with a mix of desire and challenge in his eyes.

“Your turn,” Sam says, his voice steady. “Show me what you’ve got.”

Dad’s lips curve into a smirk, and he leans down, his mouth capturing my nipple, his tongue swirling around it. I gasp, my hands gripping the sheets as pleasure spikes through me. Dad’s hands move lower, his fingers brushing the wetness between my legs, and I moan, my hips bucking into his touch.

“Fuck,” Sam breathes his voice rough. “She’s already so wet.”

Dad looks up, his eyes glinting with triumph. “Told you I could make her scream.”

I’m beyond words, lost in the sensations flooding my body. Dad’s fingers slip inside me, and I cry out, my head falling back as he begins to move, slow and deliberate. Sam watches, his expression intense, and I can see the challenge in his eyes.

“Not bad,” Sam admits, his voice tight. “But let’s see if you can make her come.”

Dad’s fingers speed up, his thumb pressing against my clit, and I’m teetering on the edge, my body coiled tight with anticipation. “Daddy, please…”

“Not yet,” Dad murmurs, his voice dark and teasing. “Let’s see if Sam can finish what I started.”

Sam moves closer, his hands on my hips, guiding me onto my knees. I look at him, my breath coming in short gasps, and he meets my gaze, his eyes burning with determination. “Ready?”

I nod, my body trembling with need. “Yes, please.”

Sam positions himself behind me, his hands gripping my hips as he enters me with one slow, steady thrust. I cry out, my head falling back as he fills me, and Dad watches, a satisfied smirk on his face.

“Now,” Dad says, his voice low, “let’s see who can make her come first.”

Sam begins to move, his thrusts deep and steady, and I’m lost in the sensation, my body moving with his. Dad’s fingers return to my clit, his touch relentless, and I’m teetering on the edge, my cries filling the room.

“Fuck, Sara,” Sam groans, his voice tight. “You feel so good.”

Dad’s fingers speed up, his thumb pressing harder, and I can feel the tension building, the pleasure spiraling out of control. “Daddy. Sam. I’m close.”

“Not yet,” Dad says, his voice a husky whisper. “Let’s see who can push her over the edge.”

Sam’s thrusts become faster, harder, and I’m crying out with every movement, my body on the brink. Dad’s fingers are a blur, his touch sending me spiraling, and I can feel the orgasm building, inevitable and overwhelming.

“Fuck! I’m gonna…”

And then it hits me, a wave of pleasure crashing over me, my body shaking as I cry out, my voice echoing through the room. Sam groans, his thrusts becoming erratic as he follows me over the edge, and Dad watches, a triumphant smile on his face.

“Looks like I win,” Dad says, his voice laced with satisfaction.

I collapse onto the bed, my body still trembling, my breath coming in short gasps. Sam pulls out, flopping down beside me, and I turn to him, a lazy smile on my face.

“Not bad,” I murmur, my voice soft. “But I think we need a rematch.”

Dad raises an eyebrow, a smirk playing on his lips. “Oh? Think you can handle another round?”

I meet his gaze, my heart still racing, my body still buzzing with pleasure. “Bring it on.”

The room is heavy with anticipation, the air thick with unspoken desire. I can feel their eyes on me, hungry and eager, and I know this is far from over. But as I lie there, surrounded by their heat, their presence, I can’t help but wonder what the next round will bring. And I’m more than ready to find out.
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I shift restlessly on the couch, my eyes flicking toward the clock for what feels like the hundredth time. My brother Sean’s sprawled beside me, his long legs draped over the armrest, thumb scrolling mindlessly through his phone. The house is quiet, too quiet, the kind of silence that makes every creak of the floorboards sound like a scream. It’s just us here for the weekend—my mom’s off on one of her business trips, and Ryan, our dad, is supposedly at a golf retreat. Supposedly.

“This is so boring,” I mutter, flopping back against the cushions. The TV’s on, but neither of us is watching. It’s one of those home renovation shows where people argue about backsplashes and granite countertops. Thrilling.

Sean glances up, his brow furrowing. “You’re the one who wanted to stay in tonight. Said you were too tired to go out.”

“I am tired,” I snap, immediately regretting the tone. Sean’s not the reason I’m antsy. It’s this house. This stupid house with its stupid rules and its stupid silence. “But I didn’t say I wanted to be bored.”

He smirks, setting his phone down. “Well, Princess, what do you wanna do? Play Monopoly? Watch more paint dry?”

I roll my eyes but feel a flicker of something at the nickname. Sean’s been calling me that since we were kids, back when we’d sneak into the treehouse and pretend to rule our own little kingdom. Now, at twenty-four, we’re still sneaking around, but the stakes feel higher.

“Actually…” I bite my lip, glancing toward the hallway that leads to Dad’s home office. It’s a forbidden zone, one of those unspoken rules in this house. Dad’s always been strict about his space, locking the door whenever he leaves the room, like he’s got state secrets in there. Or maybe he’s just a neat freak. Either way, it’s always bugged me.

Sean follows my gaze, his smirk widening. “Oh, I see where this is going. You wanna break into Fort Knox?”

“It’s not breaking in,” I say, already standing. “It’s… exploring. And it’s not like he’s here to stop us.”

Sean hesitates, then pushes himself up, stretching his arms over his head. His t-shirt rides up, revealing a sliver of toned stomach, and I feel that flicker again, hotter this time. “Alright, Princess. But if we get caught, you’re taking the fall.”

“Whatever,” I say, already striding toward the hallway. My heart’s pounding, but it’s not just from the thrill of sneaking around. There’s something else, something I can’t quite name.

The office door is heavy, solid wood with a brass knob that feels cold under my hand. I twist it slowly, holding my breath as it clicks open. The room smells like Dad—leather and that expensive cologne he wears—and it’s dim inside, the blinds drawn tight. I flip on the desk lamp, and the room snaps into focus.

It’s exactly as I imagined: pristine. The desk is spotless, the bookshelf organized by color, the leather chair gleaming. But something’s off. There’s a faint scent I can’t place, something musky and… unfamiliar.

Sean steps in behind me, his eyes scanning the room. “Dad really is a neat freak. You’d think he’d have, like, a secret candy stash or something.”

I ignore him, moving to the bookshelf. The books are all hardcovers, titles like The Art of the Deal and How to Win Friends and Influence People. Dad in a nutshell. But as I run my fingers along the spines, something catches my eye. A small, black safe, tucked between two stacks of books.

My heart skips. “Sean. Look.”

He’s at my side in an instant, his eyes narrowing. “A safe? What do you think he’s got in there? Tax returns? Embarrassing photos of mom?”

I shake my head, already reaching for the handle. It’s not locked. My fingers tremble as I pull it open, and for a moment, I hesitate. This feels different from snooping through his desk drawers. This feels… personal.

But curiosity wins out. I lift the lid, and my breath catches.

Inside, neatly stacked, are DVDs. Lots of them. And they’re not The Godfather or Star Wars. These are… adult films. Very adult. The covers are explicit, the titles even more so. My cheeks flush as I pull one out, my fingers brushing against the plastic.

“Well, well,” Sean murmurs, leaning over my shoulder. “Looks like daddy’s got a hobby.”

I glance at him, my pulse racing. “You think he watches these… here?”

Sean shrugs, a mischievous glint in his eye. “Where else? He’s not gonna pop these on in the living room with mom.”

I bite my lip, my mind racing. This is wrong. So wrong. But it’s also… hot. The idea of Dad, all buttoned-up and serious, watching these kinds of videos in this room… it’s a turn-on I didn’t expect.

Sean must see something in my expression because he grins. “Wanna watch one?”

My cheeks burn hotter, but I don’t look away. “Maybe.”

He grabs the DVD from my hand, already moving toward the desk. “Come on, let’s see what Dad’s into.”

The computer’s old, a desktop with a bulky tower, but it turns on with a low hum. Sean pops in the disc, and the screen flickers to life. The video starts with a soft piano melody, the kind that’s supposed to be romantic but just feels cheesy. Then the scene cuts to a couple, the woman’s back arched, her lips parted in a silent moan.

I feel Sean’s arm brush against mine, and my skin tingles. This is insane. We’re in Dad’s office, watching his porn. But I can’t look away.

On screen, the man’s hands are everywhere, his mouth trailing down the woman’s neck, her breasts. She’s gasping, her fingers tangled in his hair, and I feel my own breath quicken.

“This is… intense,” I whisper, more to myself than to Sean.




He chuckles, low and rumbling. “You’re telling me. Dad’s got taste, I’ll give him that.”

I glance at him, my heart pounding. Sean’s watching the screen, but his hand’s inching closer to mine. I don’t pull away. Instead, I let our fingers brush, then link.

The video’s heating up, the couple’s movements becoming more urgent. The woman’s on her knees now, her lips wrapped around the man’s cock, her eyes closed in concentration. I feel a flush creep down my neck, pooling between my legs.

“You okay?” Sean murmurs, his thumb stroking the back of my hand.

I nod, but my voice comes out shaky. “Yeah. Just… this is a lot.”

He smiles, that lazy, confident smile that always makes my knees weak. “Wanna take a break?”

I shake my head, my gaze fixed on the screen. The woman’s moaning now, her head moving in rhythm, and I feel a ache deep in my core. “No. I mean… maybe not.”

Sean’s hand tightens around mine, and then he’s leaning in, his lips brushing my ear. “Wanna try it out?”

My heart stutters. “What?”

He pulls back, his eyes dark with desire. “You heard me. Wanna reenact the scene? See if we can do it better than them?”

My breath catches, my mind flooding with images of us, right here, in this room. It’s wrong. So, so wrong. But the idea sends a jolt of heat through me.

Before I can answer, Sean’s standing, pulling me up with him. His hands are on my hips, his body pressing against mine, and I feel his hardness against my stomach.

“Sean,” I breathe, my voice barely audible.

“Say yes, Lily,” he whispers, his lips grazing my neck. “Let’s make this video look amateur.”

I hesitate, my mind warring with my body. But then the woman on screen cries out, her body trembling as she comes, and I feel my resistance crumble.

“Okay,” I whisper, my hands gripping his shirt. “Okay.”

Sean’s grin is triumphant as he backs me toward the leather chair. “Good girl.”

The word sends a shiver through me, but I don’t have time to process it. Sean’s hands are on the hem of my shirt, pulling it over my head, and I feel exposed, my bra barely containing my breasts.

“You’re so beautiful,” he murmurs, his eyes raking over me.

I blush, but the compliment fuels the fire burning low in my belly. I reach for his shirt, tugging it off, and his muscles flex beneath my fingertips.

On screen, the couple’s moved to the bed, the man thrusting into the woman with abandon. Her cries are loud, desperate, and I feel my own desire spike.

Sean’s lips are on mine, hungry and demanding, his tongue sliding against mine. I moan into his mouth, my hands tangling in his hair, and he lifts me, setting me on the edge of the desk.

“Spread your legs for me,” he commands, his voice rough.

My cheeks flush, but I do as he says, my thighs parting. Sean’s hands are on my knees, pushing them wider, and I feel vulnerable, exposed. But it’s exhilarating, too.

He dips his head, his lips trailing down my neck, my collarbone, and I arch into him, my breath coming in short gasps.

“You like this, don’t you?” he murmurs, his teeth grazing my earlobe. “Being open like this?”

I nod, my voice a whisper. “Yes.”

His hands slide up my thighs, his thumbs brushing the lace of my panties, and I shiver. “So wet,” he murmurs, his fingers dipping beneath the fabric. “All for me?”

I whimper, my head falling back. “Yes. All for you.”

He hooks his fingers into the waistband, pulling my panties down my legs, and I step out of them, my skin prickling with anticipation.

Sean’s eyes are dark as he takes in the sight of me, spread out on the desk, bare and wanting. “Fuck, Lily. You’re perfect.”

I bite my lip, my cheeks burning, but the words send a thrill through me. I reach for him, my hands going to his belt, and he steps closer, his body pressing against mine.

His cock’s hard against my thigh, and I feel a desperate ache between my legs. “Please,” I whisper. “Please, Sean.”

He chuckles, low and dirty. “Please what?”

“Touch me,” I beg, my voice shaking. “I need you.”

His fingers slide between my legs, his thumb finding my clit, and I gasp, my hips bucking into his hand. “Like that?” he teases, his touch firm but gentle.

“Yes,” I cry, my fingers digging into his shoulders. “Yes, right there.”

He circles my clit, his touch slow and deliberate, and I feel my walls clenching, my breath coming in short pants.

“That’s it,” he murmurs, his lips brushing my jaw. “Let go for me, baby.”

I’m teetering on the edge, my body coiled tight, when the office door slams open.

My eyes fly open, my heart stopping in my chest.

Dad stands in the doorway, his face pale, his eyes wide.

For a moment, no one moves. The only sound is the video still playing, the couple’s moans filling the silence.

Then Dad speaks, his voice tight. “What the hell is going on here?”

Sean’s hand freezes, his body tensing beside me, and I feel a surge of panic. This is bad. So bad.

But then Sean straightens, his expression shifting from shock to something else—something defiant. “Looks like we’re having a little fun, Dad. You mind?”

Dad’s eyes flick to the screen, then back to us, and I see something flicker in his gaze. Not anger. Not exactly.

“Fun, huh?” he says, his voice low. “And here I thought I was the only one with a taste for… entertainment.”

My heart’s pounding, but the panic’s fading, replaced by something else. Something hotter, more dangerous.

Sean steps closer to me, his arm wrapping around my waist. “Looks like we’re not the only ones,” he says, nodding toward the safe.

Dad’s eyes narrow, but he doesn’t look away. “You two have been… exploring, I take it?”

I feel Sean’s hand slide down my stomach, his fingers brushing the edge of my dampness, and I shiver. “Something like that,” I murmur, meeting Dad’s gaze.

The air in the room’s electric, charged with possibility. Dad’s still in the doorway, his body rigid, but his eyes… his eyes are dark, hungry.

Sean’s lips brush my ear. “Wanna show him how it’s done?”

My breath catches, my mind spinning. This is insane. But the idea of Dad watching, of him seeing us… it’s a turn-on I can’t deny.

I glance at Dad, my heart pounding. His expression’s unreadable, but there’s a tension in his stance, a heat in his eyes that tells me he’s not leaving.

Sean’s hand slips between my legs again, his fingers sliding through my wetness, and I gasp, my head falling back. “Sean,” I whisper, my voice pleading.

“Answer the question, Lily,” he murmurs, his lips grazing my neck. “Wanna show him?”

I hesitate, my mind racing. But then Dad speaks, his voice a low rumble. “If you’re going to use my office, you could at least close the door.”

My eyes snap to his, and for a moment, we just look at each other. Then Sean chuckles, his hand tightening on my hip. “Looks like we’ve got an audience, baby.”

I feel a flush creep down my neck, but I don’t look away. “Then let’s give him a show.”

Sean’s grin is wicked as he turns me to face Dad, his hands on my hips. “You sure about this?”

I nod, my pulse racing. “Yeah. I’m sure.”

He steps back, his eyes raking over me, and I feel exposed, vulnerable. But it’s exhilarating, too.

Dad’s still by the door, his arms crossed, but his gaze is fixed on me, intense and hungry.

Sean moves behind me, his hands sliding up my thighs, and I feel his hardness press against my lower back. “Ready?” he murmurs, his lips brushing my ear.

I nod, my breath shallow. “Yeah.”

He dips his head, his mouth trailing down my neck, and I shiver, my fingers tangling in his hair.

Dad’s watching, his expression unreadable, but his eyes… his eyes are dark, his breath coming a little faster.

Sean’s hands are on my breasts now, his thumbs brushing my nipples, and I arch into him, a moan escaping my lips.

“Like that, baby?” he whispers, his voice rough.

“Yes,” I gasp, my head falling back. “Yes, Sean.”

He chuckles, low and dirty, and then his mouth is on my breast, his tongue swirling around my nipple, and I feel my walls clench, my body tightening with need.

Dad’s still watching, his jaw clenched, and I feel a surge of power, of desire. I want him to see this, to see what Sean’s doing to me.

Sean’s hands slide down my stomach, his fingers dipping between my legs, and I cry out, my hips bucking into his touch.

“So wet,” he murmurs, his thumb circling my clit.

“Yes,” I whimper, my fingers digging into his shoulders.

But my eyes are on Dad, and I see the way his breath hitches, the way his gaze darkens as he watches Sean touch me.

Sean’s lips are at my ear again, his voice a low growl. “Wanna feel me inside you, baby?”

I nod, my voice a whisper. “Yes. Please.”

He steps back, his hands gripping my hips, and I feel his cock press against my entrance.

“Look at him,” Sean commands, his voice firm. “Let him see you take me.”

My heart’s pounding, my mind spinning, but I do as he says, my eyes meeting Dad’s.

Dad’s watching, his expression intense, his breath coming in short pants.

Sean thrusts into me, slow and deep, and I gasp, my head falling back. “Oh God, Sean.”

He pulls out, then pushes back in, his rhythm steady, and I feel my walls clenching around him, my body tightening with need.

“That’s it,” Sean murmurs, his lips brushing my neck. “Take it all.”

I’m lost in the sensation, my body moving with his, when Dad speaks, his voice a low rumble. “You two are… something else.”

My eyes snap to his, and for a moment, we just look at each other. Then Sean chuckles, his hands tightening on my hips. “You wanna join us, Dad? See if you can keep up?”

The room’s silent, the only sound our heavy breathing, the video still playing in the background.

Dad’s expression’s unreadable, but his eyes… his eyes are dark, his body tense.

Then, slowly, he steps forward, his gaze fixed on me. “Maybe I will.”

My heart stops, my mind spinning.

But Sean’s hands are on my hips, his body pressing against mine, and I feel his lips brush my ear. “You wanna do this, baby?”

I hesitate, my pulse racing. But then Dad’s closer, his hand brushing my cheek, his thumb grazing my lips.

“You’re sure?” he murmurs, his voice low.

I nod, my voice a whisper. “Yeah. I’m sure.”

Sean steps back, his eyes raking over Dad, and I feel a surge of anticipation.

Dad’s hand slides down my neck, his fingers tracing the curve of my breast, and I shiver, my breath catching.

“You’re beautiful,” he murmurs, his voice rough.

I blush, but the compliment sends a thrill through me.

Sean’s watching, his expression intense, and I feel his hand on my hip, guiding me.

Dad’s lips are on my neck now, his teeth grazing my skin, and I arch into him, a moan escaping my lips.

“Like that?” Sean teases, his voice dirty.

“Yes,” I gasp, my fingers tangling in Dad’s hair. “Yes, right there.”

Dad’s hand slides down my stomach, his fingers brushing the edge of Sean’s thrusts, and I feel a jolt of heat, my body tightening with need.

“You’re so wet,” Dad murmurs, his thumb circling my clit. “So ready.”

I cry out, my hips bucking into his hand, and Sean groans, his rhythm quickening.

“That’s it,” Dad says, his voice low. “Let go for us, Lily.”

I’m teetering on the edge, my body coiled tight, when Sean speaks, his voice a rough growl. “Wanna come with me inside you, baby?”

“Yes,” I whimper, my fingers digging into Dad’s shoulders.

He thrusts into me harder, his body moving with urgency, and I feel my walls clenching, my breath coming in short pants.

Dad’s hand tightens on my hip, his thumb pressing into my clit, and I cry out, my body trembling as I come, my walls milking Sean’s cock.

“Oh God,” I gasp, my head falling back. “Oh God, yes.”

Sean groans, his body stiffening, and I feel him pulse inside me, his seed spilling into my core.

For a moment, we’re all still, our breaths heavy, our bodies tangled together.

Then Dad steps back, his eyes raking over me, and I feel a flush creep down my neck.

Sean’s lips brush my ear, his voice a low murmur. “You okay, baby?”

I nod, my voice shaky. “Yeah. Just… wow.”

Dad’s expression’s unreadable, but his eyes… his eyes are dark, his breath coming a little faster.

“My turn,” Dad says as his hands grip my hips, his touch firm and commanding as he guides me onto the desk. I feel the cool wood against my back, a stark contrast to the heat building within me. My legs, still trembling from the intensity of our previous encounter, drape over his broad shoulders, exposing me completely to his gaze and Sean’s curious eyes.

“You’re so beautiful, Lily,” Dad murmurs, his breath hot against my neck, sending shivers down my spine. His words, though simple, ignite a fire within me, fueling my desire. I bite my lip, anticipating what’s to come, my body already aching for his touch.

As Dad positions himself between my legs, Sean steps closer, his presence a silent promise of pleasure. His fingers, long and skilled, trace delicate patterns on my inner thighs, sending waves of electricity through my body. I arch my back, pressing my breasts against Dad’s chest, seeking more contact, more sensation.

“Sean, your touch is driving her wild,” Dad says, his voice deep and husky. “Keep her on edge, make her beg for it.”

Sean’s fingers dance along my sensitive skin, teasing and tantalizing, never quite reaching the core of my desire. I squirm, my breath coming in short gasps, my body yearning for more. “Please, I need—”

“Shh, let me hear you beg,” Dad interrupts, his lips brushing my ear. “Tell us what you want, Lily.”

I close my eyes, surrendering to the moment, to the pleasure building within me. “I want you both. I need you inside me, filling me up, making me scream.”

Dad chuckles, a low, rumbling sound that vibrates against my skin. “Such a filthy mouth you have, Lily. But we’ll give you what you crave.”

With that, Dad enters me, his thickness stretching me, filling me completely. I moan, my head falling back, my hair cascading over the desk. “Oh God, Dad, yes!”

“Not Dad,” he growls. “Daddy.”

“Yes Daddy.”

Sean’s fingers continue their dance, now joined by his lips, placing soft kisses along my thighs, his beard scratching my skin in the most delightful way. “You taste so sweet, Lily,” he whispers, his breath warm against my sensitive flesh.

Dad begins to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate, each one sending pleasure spiraling through my body. “That’s it, baby, take me deep,” he encourages, his voice rough with desire.

I wrap my legs around his waist, pulling him closer, needing him deeper. “Harder, Daddy, please, I’m so close.”

Sean’s mouth travels higher, his tongue flicking my clit, sending me over the edge. “Sean, oh fuck, I’m—”

“Not yet, Lily,” Dad commands, his thrusts becoming more urgent. “We’re not done with you.”

I cry out, my body tense, on the brink of release, but Dad’s words keep me teetering on the edge. Sean’s fingers join the symphony, strumming my clit, pushing me further, higher.

“Please, let me come,” I beg, my voice hoarse, my body pleading for release.

“Not until we say so,” Dad growls, his breath hot against my neck. “We own this orgasm, Lily. It’s ours to give.”

Their words, their control, send me spiraling into a maelstrom of pleasure. I’m theirs, completely and utterly, my body a playground for their desires.

Dad’s thrusts quicken, his breath coming in short bursts, his muscles straining. “I’m close, Lily, so fucking close.”

“Me too,” Sean admits, his voice thick with need. “But we’ll make her come first.”

Their dedication to my pleasure sends a rush of warmth through me. I’m not just a participant; I’m the center of their universe, the focal point of their desire.

Sean’s mouth returns to my clit, sucking gently, his tongue swirling, while Dad’s fingers join, strumming a rapid rhythm. I can’t hold back anymore, my body convulsing, my cries filling the room.

“That’s it, baby, let go,” Dad encourages, his voice a soothing balm.

My orgasm crashes over me, wave after wave of pleasure, my body shaking, my cries echoing. “Oh God, yes, right there!”

As my body trembles, Dad and Sean don’t stop, their touches gentle now, soothing, their breaths hot against my skin.

“You’re incredible, Lily,” Dad whispers, his lips brushing my forehead.

Sean’s fingers trace lazy patterns on my stomach, his touch tender. “You’re a vision, Lily, a work of art.”

I lie there, spent, my body still buzzing, my mind reeling from the intensity of what just transpired. The room is filled with the sounds of our heavy breathing, the scent of sex and satisfaction heavy in the air.

I was definitely not bored now.
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I lie beneath Ethan, my brother, his body pressing into mine as we move together in a rhythm that’s become as familiar as breathing. The soft light from the bedside lamp casts a warm glow over the room, illuminating the sweat-glistened skin of his back as he thrusts into me. My nails dig into his shoulders, my legs wrapped tightly around his waist, pulling him deeper with each stroke. The bed creaks beneath us, a steady, rhythmic sound that matches the pounding of my heart.

Ethan’s breath is hot against my neck, his lips brushing against my skin as he whispers my name, his voice thick with desire. “Emma… fuck, you feel so good,” he groans, his hips snapping harder, his cock filling me completely. I arch my back, meeting his thrusts, my body aching for more. The pleasure is building, a tight coil in my core, and I know I’m close, so close to the edge.

The air is thick with the scent of sex—musk and sweat and the sweet tang of arousal. My breasts press against his chest with each movement, his hands roaming over my body, squeezing my thighs, gripping my hips to guide me. I’m lost in the sensation, the world narrowing to the feel of him inside me, the sound of our labored breathing, the heat of our skin.

But then, there’s a sound—a key turning in the lock downstairs. My head snaps up, my heart skipping a beat as the front door closes with a soft click. Ethan pauses, his body tensing above me, his eyes meeting mine in confusion. “Shit,” he mutters, his voice barely audible over the sudden rush of blood in my ears. “That’s Dad.”

Dad. My other lover. The man I’ve been seeing behind closed doors, in stolen moments when Ethan’s not around. The thought sends a jolt of panic through me, but it’s quickly replaced by a surge of heat, a dark thrill that coils low in my stomach. I glance at Ethan, my chest rising and falling rapidly, and see the same conflicted expression mirrored in his eyes.

“What do we do?” he whispers, his voice urgent. But even as he asks, I feel his hips begin to move again, slower now, hesitant. I bite my lip, my mind racing. Dad doesn’t know about us. But he’s here now, and the idea of him walking in on us, of him seeing me like this, sends a shiver of anticipation through me.

“Keep going,” I whisper back, my voice steady despite the chaos in my chest. “He doesn’t have to know.”

Ethan nods, his eyes darkening with determination, and he resumes his rhythm, his thrusts steady and deep. But the sound of footsteps on the stairs freezes us both. Heavy, purposeful steps that echo in the silence of the house. My breath catches in my throat as the bedroom door creaks open, the light from the hallway spilling into the room.

Dad stands there, his broad frame filling the doorway, his eyes widening as he takes in the scene before him. For a moment, no one moves, no one speaks. The air is thick with tension, the only sound the heavy breathing of the three of us. Then, Dad’s lips curve into a slow, knowing smile.

“Well,” he says, his deep voice rumbling through the room, “this is… unexpected.”

My heart pounds in my chest, my cheeks flushing with heat. I glance at Ethan, but he’s already pushing himself up, his expression a mix of defiance and embarrassment. “Dad, I—”

“Shh,” Dad cuts him off, stepping fully into the room, his eyes never leaving mine. “No explanations needed. I can see what’s happening here.”

His gaze is intense, his dark eyes locking onto mine, and I feel a flush creep down my neck, pooling between my legs. I’m still naked, my body exposed, Ethan’s cock still buried inside me. The air feels electric, charged with unspoken desires and secrets.

“Emma,” Dad says, his voice low and husky, “you’re even more beautiful like this.”

My breath hitches at his words, the heat in his tone sending a jolt of desire through me. I’ve been with Dad before, in secret, in moments stolen from Ethan’s obliviousness. But this—this is different. This is raw, exposed, and I can’t look away.

Ethan shifts beside me, his hand tightening on my hip. “Dad, maybe you should—”

“Maybe I should stay,” Dad interrupts, his smile widening as he takes another step closer to the bed. “After all, it’s not every day I get to see my children in such a… compromising position.”

The way he says it, the way his eyes rake over my body, sends a shiver down my spine. I feel Ethan’s hesitation, his grip on my hip faltering, but I reach up, my hand tangling in his hair, pulling him down for a kiss. It’s desperate, hungry, a distraction as much as it is a declaration.

Dad watches us, his expression unreadable, and when I finally pull away, breathless, our lips still brushing, he speaks again. “You know, I’ve always wondered about you two. I knew there was something between you two, just never confirmed it. I’m sure you didn’t know your baby sister was also fucking your father, did you, Ethan? But I’m glad it’s all in the open, because know we can have a lot of fun with no guilt.”

His words hang in the air, heavy with implication, and I feel my pulse quicken. I glance at Ethan, but he’s frozen, his eyes darting between me and Dad, uncertainty warring with desire. I can see the conflict in him, the battle between loyalty and lust.

“What are you suggesting?” Ethan asks, his voice tight.

Dad’s smile doesn’t falter. “That none of us have to keep this a secret. At least not in our own home.” He takes another step closer, his eyes fixed on mine.

The room seems to spin for a moment, the air thick with possibility. I feel Ethan’s body tense beside me, his cock twitching inside me, and I know he’s close, teetering on the edge. I reach out, my hand brushing Dad’s, and the contact sends a jolt of electricity through me.

“What do you think, Ethan?” I ask, my voice steady despite the storm raging inside me. “I don’t want anymore secrets.”

He hesitates, his eyes searching mine, and then he nods, slow and deliberate. “No more secrets,” he says, his voice hoarse.

Dad’s smile widens, and he steps closer, his hand closing over mine, his thumb brushing my knuckles. “Then let’s make this a night to remember.”

The words are barely out of his mouth when he’s moving, his other hand reaching out to grasp Ethan’s shoulder, guiding him back. Ethan resists for a moment, his body stiff, but then he relents, allowing Dad to position him, to take control. I feel Ethan’s cock slide out of me, the loss sending a pang of longing through me, but it’s quickly replaced by anticipation as Dad steps closer, his body looming over mine.

“On your knees, baby girl,” Dad commands, his voice firm but not unkind. “Let’s give Ethan a show.”

My heart pounds in my chest, my breath coming in short, shallow gasps as I do as he says, sliding off the bed and onto the floor. The carpet is soft beneath my knees, the air cool against my bare skin. I glance up at Dad, my eyes meeting his, and see the desire burning in his gaze.

He unbuckles his belt with slow, deliberate movements, his eyes never leaving mine. The sound of the buckle clicking open is loud in the silence, the scrape of the zipper echoing in my ears. He pushes his pants down, revealing the bulge of his erection, and I feel my mouth water, my body aching for him.

“Suck it,” he says, his voice low and rough, and I don’t hesitate. I reach out, my hands grasping his hips, pulling him closer as I lean in, my lips brushing the head of his cock. It’s thick and hot, the skin smooth beneath my tongue, and I moan softly as I take him into my mouth, the taste of him flooding my senses.

Above me, Ethan watches, his breath coming in sharp gasps as he leans against the headboard, his eyes fixed on the scene before him. I can see the conflict in his expression, the mix of arousal and uncertainty, but I don’t give him time to think. I focus on Dad, my mouth moving in rhythm, my hands gripping his hips as I take him deeper, my throat closing around him.

“Fuck, baby,” Dad groans, his hands tangling in my hair, guiding me. “You’re so fucking good at that.”

I hum in response, the vibration sending a shudder through him, and I feel his hips begin to move, his cock sliding in and out of my mouth. The sound of our bodies, the wetness of my lips, fills the room, a primal, intoxicating rhythm.

Ethan shifts beside us, his hand reaching out to grasp my shoulder, his touch sending a jolt of electricity through me. “Emma,” he whispers, his voice thick with need, “I need to be inside you again.”

I glance up at him, my lips still wrapped around Dad’s cock, and nod, my eyes urging him on. He doesn’t hesitate, moving to kneel behind me, his hands grasping my hips as he positions himself, his cock pressing against my entrance.

“Slowly,” Dad commands, his voice firm, and Ethan obeys, pushing into me with deliberate slowness, his hips rolling as he fills me once more. The sensation is overwhelming—Dad’s cock in my mouth, Ethan’s cock in my pussy, the stretch and fullness sending waves of pleasure through me.

“Oh fuck,” Ethan groans, his voice breaking as he leans over me, his lips brushing my ear. “You feel so good, baby. So fucking tight.”

I moan in response, the sound muffled by Dad’s cock, and I feel my body begin to move, my hips rocking back against Ethan, my mouth working in rhythm with his thrusts. The room is a blur of sensations—the taste of Dad, the feel of Ethan, the sounds of our bodies, the scent of sex and sweat.

Dad’s hands tighten in my hair, his hips snapping forward, his cock thrusting into my mouth. “That’s it, Emma,” he growls, his voice rough with desire. “Take it all. Show me how much you want it.”

I do as he says, my throat relaxing, my lips sliding down his length, my tongue swirling around the head. I feel him swell, his body tensing, and I know he’s close, teetering on the edge. Above me, Ethan’s thrusts become more urgent, his breath coming in sharp gasps as he pounds into me, his hands gripping my hips tightly.

“I’m close,” he pants, his voice hoarse. “I’m gonna—”

“Come inside her,” Dad interrupts, his voice commanding. “Fill her up while I watch.”

The words send a jolt of desire through me, and I feel my own orgasm building, a tight coil in my core. Ethan’s hips snap harder, his cock slamming into me, and then he’s groaning, his body stiffening as he comes, his seed spilling into me in hot, pulsing bursts.

“Oh fuck, Emma,” he cries, his voice breaking, “I’m coming, baby. I’m coming inside you.”

His words send me over the edge, my body shaking as my orgasm hits, waves of pleasure crashing over me. I cry out, my mouth still wrapped around Dad’s cock, my body convulsing as Ethan’s cum spills into me, mixing with my own juices.

Dad watches, his expression intense, his body still, and then he’s pulling out of my mouth, his hand wrapping around his cock as he strokes himself, his eyes fixed on Ethan’s face. “That’s it,” he murmurs, his voice low and husky. “Let her feel it. Let her know how much you want her.”

Ethan collapses beside me, his body trembling, his breath coming in ragged gasps. I turn to him, my hand reaching out to brush his hair from his forehead, and he pulls me into a kiss, his lips soft and tender.

“I love you,” he whispers, his voice thick with emotion.

I smile, my heart swelling, and kiss him back, my lips lingering on his. “I love you too.”

But as I pull away, my eyes meet Dad’s, and I see the desire still burning in his gaze. He steps closer, his hand reaching out to brush my cheek, his touch sending a shiver down my spine.

“My turn,” he says, his voice low and promising. “Let me show you how much I’ve missed you.”

My breath catches in my throat, my body still buzzing with the aftermath of my orgasm, but the thought of Dad, of what he can do to me, sends a fresh wave of heat through me. I glance at Ethan, but he’s already sitting up, his eyes fixed on us, his expression a mix of arousal and curiosity.

“Go on,” he says, his voice steady. “I want to watch.”

Dad’s smile widens, and he takes my hand, pulling me to my feet. The room spins for a moment, my legs shaky, but he steadies me, his arm wrapping around my waist as he guides me back to the bed.

“Lie down,” he commands, his voice firm but gentle, and I do as he says, stretching out on the bed, my body still warm from Ethan’s touch. Dad follows, his body looming over mine, his eyes raking over my skin, his expression hungry.

“You’re so beautiful,” he murmurs, his lips brushing my neck, his breath hot against my skin. “So fucking perfect.”

His words send a shiver through me, and I arch my back, pressing my body into his, my hands reaching up to grasp his shoulders. He kisses me, slow and deep, his tongue tangling with mine, his taste flooding my senses.

“I’ve missed this,” he whispers against my lips, his voice rough with desire. “Missed you.”

Because it had been a while. Too long.

I moan in response, my hands moving down his back, my nails digging into his skin as I pull him closer. He chuckles, a low, rumbling sound, and then he’s moving, his lips trailing down my neck, his teeth nipping at my skin, sending sparks of pleasure through me.

His hands roam over my body, his touch firm but gentle, his fingers tracing the curves of my breasts, the dip of my waist, the swell of my hips. I feel his cock press against my thigh, thick and hard, and I reach down, my hand wrapping around him, guiding him to my entrance.

“Slowly,” I whisper, my voice hoarse, and he nods, his eyes locking onto mine as he pushes into me, his hips rolling as he fills me once more. The sensation is overwhelming—the stretch, the fullness, the heat of him surrounding me.

“Oh fuck,” I groan, my head falling back, my hands gripping the sheets as he begins to move, his hips snapping forward, his cock sliding in and out of me in a steady, relentless rhythm. The bed creaks beneath us, the sound echoing in the silence of the room, the only other noise our labored breathing and the wetness of our bodies.

Ethan watches from the side, his expression intense, his hand wrapped around his own cock as he strokes himself, his eyes fixed on the scene before him. I glance at him, our eyes meeting, and he smiles, a soft, tender expression that sends a jolt of warmth through me.

“You’re so beautiful,” he murmurs, his voice thick with desire. “So fucking sexy.”

His words send a flush of heat through me, and I turn my attention back to Dad, my body moving in rhythm with his, my hips rocking up to meet his thrusts. Dad’s hands grasp my hips, his fingers digging into my skin as he pounds into me, his breath coming in sharp gasps.

“Fuck, Emma,” he groans, his voice rough, “you feel so good. So fucking tight.”

I moan in response, my body arching, my breasts pressing into his chest as I meet his thrusts, my nails digging into his back. The pleasure is building, a tight coil in my core, and I know I’m close, so close to the edge.

“Come for me,” Dad commands, his voice firm. “Let me feel it.”

His words send me over the edge, my body shaking as my orgasm hits, waves of pleasure crashing over me. I cry out, my head thrown back, my hands gripping his shoulders as my body convulses, my pussy clenching around him.




“Oh fuck, Daddy,” I gasp, my voice breaking, “Oh my god!”

He groans in response, his body stiffening as he follows me over the edge, his hips snapping forward as he comes, his seed spilling into me in hot, pulsing bursts.

“Fuck, Emma,” he pants, his voice hoarse, “you’re so fucking amazing.”

We collapse together, our bodies still joined, our breaths coming in ragged gasps. I turn my head, my eyes meeting Ethan’s, and he smiles, a soft, satisfied expression that sends a jolt of warmth through me.

“I love you both,” I whisper, my voice thick with emotion.

They exchange a look, a silent communication that passes between them, and then they’re both leaning in, their lips brushing mine in a soft, tender kiss.

“We love you too,” they murmur in unison, their voices blending together in a harmony that sends a shiver down my spine.

The room is quiet for a moment, the only sound our heavy breathing and the soft creak of the bed. I lie between them, my body still buzzing with the aftermath of pleasure, my heart full to bursting.
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The air is heavy with anticipation as I stand in the center of my new apartment, the scent of fresh paint and cardboard mingling with the musky aroma of sweat and desire. Cam and Dad, their bodies glistening with exertion from the day’s labor, watch me with eyes that burn with unspoken hunger. The silence between us is electric, charged with the weight of what’s about to unfold.

Cam takes a step closer, his hand reaching out to grip my hip, his thumb brushing the curve of my ass. His touch is firm, possessive, and I shiver as a jolt of heat shoots through me. “You’re not going anywhere yet, Liv,” he murmurs, his voice low and rough, like gravel against silk. His breath ghosts over my ear, sending a shiver down my spine.

I turn to face him, my heart pounding in my chest, and meet his gaze. His eyes are dark, intense, and I feel the pull of his desire like a magnet. Dad clears his throat, drawing my attention to him. His expression is steady, but there’s a flicker of something wild in his eyes, a mirror of Cam’s hunger. “Your brother’s right,” he says, his voice calm but laced with an underlying tension. “We’re not ready to let you go.”

Cam’s hand slides down to my lower back, pulling me closer, and I feel the heat of his body through the thin fabric of my shirt. My breath quickens as I lean into him, my senses overwhelmed by the scent of his skin, the strength of his grip. “What do you say, Liv?” Cam whispers, his lips brushing my ear. “Can we stay a little longer?”

My throat tightens, and I swallow hard, my mind a whirlwind of conflicting thoughts. This is wrong—so wrong—but the ache between my legs is undeniable. I nod, my voice barely a whisper. “Okay.”

Cam’s smile is triumphant as he lifts me into his arms, his muscles flexing beneath my touch. I wrap my arms around his neck, feeling his warmth envelop me as he carries me to the couch. He sets me down gently, and I find myself sandwiched between him and Dad, their bodies bracketing mine like bookends.

The air between us crackles with tension, and I can feel my pulse pounding in my ears. Cam’s hand slides up my thigh, his fingers grazing the hem of my shorts, and I bite my lip to stifle a moan. Dad leans in, his lips brushing my ear as he whispers, “We’re going to take care of you, Liv.”

My eyes flutter closed as Cam’s mouth descends to my neck, his lips and tongue leaving a trail of fire in their wake. His kisses are hungry, desperate, and I tilt my head back, exposing more skin to his ravenous mouth. Dad’s hands join the fray, sliding up my arms to cup my breasts, his thumbs rubbing slow circles around my nipples. I gasp as they harden beneath his touch, my body arching into his palms.

“Oh God,” I moan, my hands tangling in Cam’s hair as he continues his southward journey. His lips close around one nipple, sucking and flicking, while Dad’s mouth takes the other, their synchronized assault sending waves of pleasure crashing through me. Their tongues duel, their breaths hot and heavy against my sensitive skin, and I feel my core clench with need.

Cam’s hand slides further up my thigh, his fingers dipping into the dampness that’s gathered between my legs. He groans, the sound vibrating against my skin. “You’re so wet, Liv. So ready for us.”

I whimper, my hips bucking instinctively as Dad’s hand joins Cam’s, their fingers intertwining as they explore my folds. Their touches are electric, sending jolts of pleasure radiating through my body. “Please,” I beg, my voice hoarse and desperate. “I need more.”

Dad chuckles, his breath hot against my ear. “Impatient, aren’t we?”

Cam’s mouth leaves my breast, trailing kisses down my stomach as he settles between my legs. Dad follows suit, his lips and tongue joining Cam’s in a symphony of pleasure. Their mouths work in tandem, lapping and sucking at my sensitive flesh, their tongues flicking and swirling in perfect harmony.

Cam’s tongue delves deep, his fingers pressing into my thighs to hold me open as Dad’s mouth closes around my clit, sucking and nibbling with just the right amount of pressure. “Ahhhh,” I cry out, my hands gripping the couch cushions as they devour me. Their touches are relentless, driving me higher and higher, the pleasure building to an unbearable pitch.

“That’s it, Liv,” Cam murmurs, his voice muffled against my skin. “Let go for us.”

Dad’s fingers slip inside me, his mouth continuing its assault on my clit as Cam’s tongue follows, dueling with Dad’s in a rhythm that pushes me over the edge. “Oh God, I’m—” My words are cut off by a sharp cry as my orgasm crashes over me. My body shakes, my muscles clenching around Dad’s fingers as Cam’s mouth continues to lavish attention on my core.

The pleasure is overwhelming, a tidal wave of sensation that leaves me breathless and boneless. I slump back against the couch, my chest heaving as I try to catch my breath. Cam and Dad exchange a satisfied smile, their eyes gleaming with pride, and I feel a rush of affection for them, gratitude for the pleasure they’ve given me.

But as I lie there, sated and content, a bold idea takes root in my mind. I sit up, my eyes locking with theirs, a mischievous smile playing on my lips. “My turn,” I say, my voice steady but laced with promise.

Their eyebrows shoot up, surprise and curiosity written across their faces. I slide off the couch, my knees wobbling slightly as I stand. I walk over to them, my eyes never leaving theirs, and sink to my knees between them. “Sit next to each other,” I command, my voice low and husky, dripping with authority.

They exchange a glance, then do as I ask, settling on the couch side by side. I reach out, my hands grasping their belts, and begin to undo them, my fingers trembling with anticipation. The sound of metal clicking against metal fills the room, sharp and deliberate, as I unbuckle them.

“What are you doing, Liv?” Cam asks, his voice thick with desire, his breath coming in short gasps.

I don’t answer, instead focusing on the task at hand. I undo their belts, then their pants, my fingers deftly unzipping and unbuttoning. Their cocks spring free, thick and proud, veins pulsing beneath the skin, and I feel my mouth water at the sight. They are works of art, hard and heavy, and I know they’re both aching for my touch.

“Lean back,” I murmur, my voice a whisper that carries the weight of a command.

They do, their eyes never leaving mine as I reach out to grasp their cocks, my fingers wrapping around their shafts. I give them a gentle squeeze, feeling their muscles tense beneath my touch, and a low groan escapes both of them.

“Oh God, baby,” Dad moans, his head falling back against the couch, his chest rising and falling rapidly.

I lean in, my mouth closing over Cam’s cock, my lips wrapping around his shaft. He gasps, his hands tangling in my hair as I begin to bob my head, my tongue swirling and flicking. His cock is thick and hot, filling my mouth, and I hum my appreciation, the vibrations sending shivers down his spine.

Dad’s hand reaches out, grasping my shoulder as he watches, his eyes dark with desire. I alternate between them, sucking and licking, my mouth and tongue working in tandem. Their groans and moans fill the air, a symphony of pleasure that drives me wild.

I take them deep, my throat opening to accommodate their thickness, my lips sliding up and down their shafts. Their cocks twitch in my mouth, pre-cum dripping onto my tongue, salty and sweet. I savor the taste, my mouth watering as I work them both, my hands stroking in rhythm with my lips.

“Fuck, baby,” Cam moans, his hips bucking instinctively. “You’re amazing.”

I switch to Dad, my mouth closing around his cock as I continue to stroke Cam’s. Their groans and moans fill the room, their bodies tensing as they teeter on the edge. I feel their cocks pulse in my hands, their breaths coming in ragged gasps, and I know they’re close.

“Liv, I’m close,” Dad warns, his voice hoarse and strained.

I ignore him, continuing my ministrations, my mouth and hands working in perfect harmony. Cam’s hand tangles in my hair, his hips thrusting gently as he fucks my mouth. “That’s it, Liv,” he groans. “Suck me dry.”

I moan my response, the vibrations sending them over the edge. Dad’s cock twitches in my mouth, his cum spurting onto my tongue, hot and thick. I swallow, my mouth closing around his shaft as I continue to stroke Cam’s.

Cam follows soon after, his cum shooting into my mouth, filling me with his essence. I swallow, my lips sliding up and down his shaft as I milk him dry, my tongue swirling to extract every last drop.

They slump back against the couch, their chests heaving as they try to catch their breath. I sit back on my heels, a satisfied smile on my lips as I look at them. Their eyes are glazed, their bodies relaxed, and I feel a rush of pride, a sense of power and satisfaction washing over me.

But I’m not done yet. I stand, my eyes locking with theirs, a bold idea forming in my mind. “Bend me over,” I say, my voice steady and commanding.

Their eyes widen, surprise and desire written across their faces. I walk over to the couch, my hands grasping the cushions as I lean over, my ass in the air, my thighs trembling slightly with anticipation. “One of you take me from behind,” I command, my voice low and husky. “The other, I want your cock in my mouth.”

They don’t need to be told twice. Cam steps forward, his hands grasping my hips as he positions himself behind me. His cock presses against my entrance, and I feel a shiver of anticipation as he teases me, rubbing his tip along my wet folds. Dad follows, his cock already hardening again as he settles in front of me, his shaft throbbing with need.

Cam thrusts into me, his cock sliding home with a wet slap that echoes through the room. I gasp, my head falling back as he begins to move, his hips snapping as he fucks me from behind. His grip on my hips is firm, his thrusts deep and relentless, filling me completely.




Dad’s cock presses against my lips, and I open my mouth, my tongue swirling and flicking as I take him deep. He groans, his hands tangling in my hair as he begins to thrust, fucking my mouth in counterpoint to Cam’s rhythm. The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the air, wet and primal, as they move in unison.

“Oh God, Liv,” Cam moans, his voice thick with desire. “You’re so tight.”

I moan my response, the vibrations sending shivers down their spines. Dad’s hips snap, his cock sliding in and out of my mouth as Cam pounds into me from behind. The pleasure is overwhelming, a tidal wave of sensation that threatens to consume me. I’m stretched and filled, my body a playground for their cocks.

“Switch,” I command, my voice hoarse and breathless.

They do, Cam pulling out as Dad steps forward, his cock sliding into my waiting pussy. Cam settles in front of me, his cock pressing against my lips as Dad begins to thrust. Their rhythms merge, a symphony of pleasure that drives me wild.

I take Cam deep, my mouth closing around his shaft as Dad fucks me from behind. Their movements are synchronized, their breaths coming in ragged gasps as they push me closer and closer to the edge.

“Liv, you’re incredible,” Dad groans, his voice thick with desire.

Cam’s hips snap, his cock sliding in and out of my mouth as Dad pounds into me. I’m lost in a haze of pleasure, my body responding instinctively to their touches. My muscles clench around Dad’s cock, my walls fluttering as I teeter on the brink.

“I’m close,” Dad warns, his voice hoarse and strained.

I ignore him, continuing to suck and fuck, my mouth and pussy working in perfect harmony. Cam’s hand tangles in my hair, his hips thrusting gently as he fucks my mouth. “Come for us, Liv,” Cam commands, his voice low and husky.

I don’t need to be told twice. My body tenses, my muscles clenching around Dad’s cock as my orgasm crashes over me. My cry is muffled by Cam’s cock, my mouth closing around his shaft as I shake and shudder, my walls milking Dad’s cock.

Dad follows soon after, his cock twitching inside me as he fills me with his cum, hot and thick. Cam shoots into my mouth, his essence spilling onto my tongue, and I swallow, savoring the taste of him.

We slump together, a tangle of limbs and heavy breathing. I feel a sense of satisfaction, a deep connection to these two men who have given me so much pleasure. As we catch our breath, I turn to face them, my eyes locking with theirs. “Thank you,” I murmur, my voice thick with emotion.

Cam smiles, his hand reaching out to cup my cheek. “Anytime, Liv. You know we’re always here for you.”

Dad nods, his eyes warm and tender. “You’re family, Liv. We’ll always take care of you.”

I feel a lump in my throat, gratitude and affection washing over me. I lean in, pressing a kiss to each of their lips, my heart full. “I love you guys,” I whisper, my voice hoarse and raw.
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