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Sitting at the kitchen table, I could hear giggling and moans coming from the dock outside. It was 5am and no one should be up but I knew what was happening.

“Good morning,” my wife whispered to me as she leaned in to kiss me. Obviously I wasn’t the only one up early.

“Morning,” I replied and almost immediately she perked up, hearing the moans coming from outside. I looked at her and we smirked at each other.

As the door opened, I heard a soft giggle, followed by the sound of hurried foots. My heart sank as I recognized the voice. It was Olivia, and she wasn’t alone. I could hear the deep, husky laughter of men, their voices rough and unfamiliar. My blood boiled at the thought of my innocent daughter being corrupted by these strangers.

I stood up, my tall, muscular frame filling the doorway as I ped into the dimly lit hallway. The voices grew louder as they approached, and my eyes narrowed, ready to confront the intruders. But my anger turned to surprise when I saw Olivia stumble into the hallway, her long, blonde hair disheveled, and her makeup smudged. She was barely able to stand, leaning heavily on the two men flanking her – her cousins.

“Olivia!” I barked, my voice echoing through the cabin. The men froze, their eyes widening as they took in the sight of me, a towering figure in the shadows. Olivia’s eyes met mine, and for a moment, I saw fear flash across her face.

“D-dad,” she stammered, her voice slurring a bit. “We were just… having some fun.”

Fun, huh? I thought to myself. The men exchanged nervous glances, realizing they had been caught red-handed.

“We’re just going to uh… go back to sleep,” Tyler said as they slipped out of the kitchen, Austin hot on his heals. My wife winked at me and left my alone with my naughty baby girl.

I slammed the door shut, the sound echoing through the cabin. Olivia stood there, her eyes downcast, her body trembling. I could smell the scent of alcohol on her breath and the musky aroma of sex lingering in the air.

“Olivia, look at me,” I demanded, my voice stern. She slowly lifted her head, her blue eyes meeting mine, filled with shame and defiance. “Where have you been?”

“N-nowhere,” she mumbled, her voice barely audible. “Just… hanging out with Austin and Tyler.”




I took a towards her, my eyes narrowing. “Don’t lie to me, young lady. I know what you’ve been up to. I can smell it on you.” I paused, letting my words sink in. “You’ve been with those men, haven’t you? They’re your cousins!”

She remained silent, her eyes darting away. I grabbed her chin, forcing her to look at me. “Answer me, Olivia: did they touch you? Did they fuck you?”

A single tear rolled down her cheek, and she nodded, her lips trembling. “Yes,” she whispered. “They did.”

My heart raced. I hoped that this day would come.

“You’ve been a very bad girl, Olivia,” I said, my voice low and menacing. “You’ve broken the rules, and now you must be punished.”

She looked at me with wide eyes, her breath quickening. “P-punished? But…but…but”

I cut her off with a sharp look. “Yes, baby girl, punished. For letting them use something that I should’ve had first.”

“What?” Her eyes were round as saucers as she took in my words.

Not answering her, I grabbed her arm, my grip firm but not painful, and led her towards the kitchen. The warm glow of the overhead lights illuminated the room, casting a soft glow on the wooden table and chairs. I pushed her gently towards the table, her back against the cool surface.

“Bend over,” I commanded, my voice filled with authority.

Olivia hesitated, her eyes darting around the room. “Please, Daddy, I’m sorry. I won’t do it again, I promise.”

I didn’t respond, my expression unyielding. “Bend. Over.”

Slowly, she complied, her slender body folding over the table. Her short skirt rode up, exposing her round, firm ass, covered only by a thin layer of lace panties. I couldn’t help but admire her beauty, even in this moment of disobedience.

I raised my hand, my palm stinging as it made contact with her soft flesh. The sound of the slap echoed through the room, followed by a sharp intake of breath from Olivia. I delivered another smack, this time on the other cheek, leaving a red imprint on her perfect skin.

“Ouch!” she cried out, her hands reaching back to protect herself. “Please, stop! I’m sorry!”

I paused, my hand hovering in the air. “Do you understand why you’re being punished, Olivia?”

She shook her head, her face pressed against the table. “Not really.”

“Because as your father, I should’ve had you first,” I said, my voice softening slightly. Her breath caught as she understood what I was saying.

I moved closer, my body pressing against her, my hardness pressing into the curve of her back. She whimpered, her body tensing as she realized what was about to happen.

“Please, dad, no,” she pleaded, her voice trembling. “Not like this.”

I grabbed her hips, pulling her towards me, my cock throbbing against her soft skin. “You need to learn your lesson, Olivia. And I’m going to make sure you never forget it.”

With one swift motion, I tore her panties aside, exposing her glistening pussy. She was already wet, her juices flowing freely, a testament to the night’s activities. I positioned myself at her entrance, my tip pressing against her tight hole.

“Please, no,” she whispered, her body shaking. “I can’t take it again.”

I ignored her pleas, my desire clouding my judgment. I thrust forward, my thick shaft sliding into her warmth, her tight walls gripping me like a vice. She cried out, her body tensing as I filled her completely.

“You like that, don’t you, Olivia?” I growled, my voice hoarse with desire. “You like being punished by your daddy.”

She whimpered, her body trembling as I began to move, my hips thrusting in and out, my cock plunging deep inside her. I held her hips firmly, my fingers digging into her soft flesh as I fucked her with abandon.

“Yes, dad,” she moaned, her voice breathless. “Punish me. Make me yours.”

Her words fueled my desire, and I pounded into her, my balls slapping against her ass with each thrust. The sound of our bodies colliding filled the kitchen, a primal rhythm that echoed off the walls.

I reached around, my hand finding her swollen clit, and began to rub it in circles, my fingers slick with her juices. She cried out, her body arching as I stimulated her sensitive bud.

“Oh God, yes!” she screamed, her back arching off the table. “I’m gonna come, daddy! Oh, fuck!”

Her pussy clenched around my shaft, her juices flowing freely as she orgasmed, her body shaking with pleasure. I felt my own climax building, my balls tightening as I continued to pound into her.

“Come for me, Olivia,” I grunted, my voice strained. “Come on my cock.”

With one final thrust, I buried myself deep inside her, my cock throbbing as I released my load, filling her pussy with my hot seed. She cried out, her body convulsing as she came again, her juices mixing with mine.

We stood there, panting, our bodies still joined, as the intensity of the moment subsided. I leaned over her, my breath hot on her neck, my cock still buried deep within her.

“What the hell was that?” She asked me after we caught our breath.

I shrugged as I went to get a cloth to clean her up, gently wiping our cum from between her legs. “We’re a different family. My sisters and I have always been close and we’ve had an off and on relationship since we were eighteen. We had hoped you kids would be interested but there was no sign until tonight.”

She was quiet for a few minutes before she asked. “So I’m not in trouble for fucking my cousins? What about grandma and grandpa?”

“They know nothing and as long as they’re not around, we can do whatever and whoever we want,” I told her honestly.

She grinned at me once she digested my words. “I’m going back to bed, Daddy. I can’t wait to do this again.”
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I smiled to myself knowing what my husband would be doing to our daughter. He often had fantasies about her but in no way did he want to ruin the relationship we had with her. Until tonight. Hearing them fuck outside was the hottest thing I’ve heard in a while. It also made me wonder about the rest of them – did they know their cousins were fucking? I’m sure we would find out soon.

Everyone took their time to get up and came down to breakfast. They started going off to do their own thing for the day. I could see the look on my husband’s face and knew exactly what he wanted to do today. I fully supported his decision, too, because I had similar ideas of my own.

After breakfast, I called them into my bedroom, my voice laced with authority. “Boys, I need your attention. Come and take care of your mother.” I could see the curiosity and excitement in their eyes as they entered, their young bodies filled with anticipation.

Ethan, the older of the two, approached me first, his blue eyes sparkling with mischief. “Yes, Mom?” he asked, his voice deep and husky. I loved how he called me by my name, no respect for my age or position, just pure raw desire.

“Get on your knees, Ethan,” I commanded, my voice soft but firm. “I want you to use that talented tongue of yours and make me feel good.” I watched as he obediently dropped to his knees in front of me, his strong hands caressing my thighs.

I leaned back against the bed, spreading my legs wide, revealing my wetness to him. “Start with my pussy, baby. Make me cum with your mouth.” Ethan’s eyes darkened with hunger as he gazed at my glistening folds. He leaned forward, his warm breath teasing my sensitive skin.

His tongue flicked out, tracing lazy circles around my clit, making me gasp and arch my back. He took his time, teasing me, licking and sucking gently, driving me wild with pleasure. I threaded my fingers through his dark hair, guiding him, urging him to take more of me.

“Yes, just like that,” I moaned, as he plunged his tongue deep inside me, filling me with his hot, wet muscle. He ate me with abandon, his mouth devouring my pussy, his fingers joining in, rubbing my clit in firm circles.

The pleasure built within me, an electric current running through my veins. I was close, so close to the edge. “Oh, Ethan, I’m gonna come,” I cried out, my voice hoarse with need. He responded by sucking my clit into his mouth and flicking it rapidly with his tongue.

My orgasm hit me like a wave, crashing over me, making me tremble. I cried out, my hands gripping the bedsheets as I came, my pussy clenching around his tongue. He didn’t stop, licking and sucking through my climax, drawing it out until I was left breathless and satisfied.

I opened my eyes to find Tyler standing nearby, his young face flushed with arousal. His gaze was fixed on his brother’s face, buried between my thighs, and I knew he was eager for his turn.

“Tyler, my sweet boy,” I purred, beckoning him closer. “It’s your turn to pleasure me. But first, I want you both to pleasure each other.” I wanted to watch them, these two gorgeous sons of mine, as they tasted each other’s passion.

Ethan moved aside, his face glistening with my juices, and Tyler took his place. He looked at me with a mix of eagerness and uncertainty, and I urged him on. “Go on, baby. Suck your brother’s cock. Show me how much you want it.”

Tyler knelt before Ethan, his eyes locked on mine, as if seeking permission. I nodded, my heart racing at the taboo nature of what was about to unfold. Tyler’s lips parted, and he took Ethan’s length into his mouth, his tongue swirling around the head.

Ethan groaned, his hands resting on Tyler’s shoulders, guiding him. I watched, transfixed, as my sons pleasured each other, their mouths working in unison. I reached down, stroking Tyler’s hair, encouraging him as he deep-throated his brother.

The sight was almost too much to bear, and I could feel my pussy throbbing with need again. I wanted them both inside me, filling me, taking turns to make me come.

“That’s enough, boys,” I said, my voice thick with desire. “Now, it’s time for me to have some fun.” I positioned myself on the bed, kneeling on the edge, my ass raised high, presenting myself to them.

Ethan moved behind me, his hands gripping my hips. “You ready for this, Mom?” he whispered, his breath hot on my neck. I nodded, my heart pounding as I felt the head of his cock nudging at my entrance.

He thrust forward, filling me in one smooth motion, his length stretching me deliciously. I moaned, my eyes closing as I savored the sensation of being impaled on his hard shaft. “Fuck me, Ethan,” I begged, my voice hoarse.

He began to move, his hips snapping forward, driving his cock deep within me. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure through my body, and I reached back, gripping his thighs, urging him to go harder.

“Yes, fuck your mother’s pussy,” I cried out, my words fueling his passion. He slammed into me, his balls slapping against my ass, his cock hitting my sweet spot over and over.

I was close to the edge again, my body on fire. Ethan’s hands gripped my hips tightly, holding me in place as he pounded into me. “I’m gonna come, Mom,” he growled, his voice strained.

“Yes, come for me, baby,” I urged, my pussy clenching around him. He let out a primal roar as he exploded inside me, his hot seed filling my womb, triggering another orgasm. I screamed his name as my body shook with pleasure.

As my climax subsided, I felt Ethan withdraw, his spent cock sliding out of me. Tyler was there, taking his place without hesitation. He entered me with urgency, his youthful energy driving him forward.

“Fuck, Mom, you’re so wet,” Tyler panted, his voice filled with wonder. I smiled, knowing my pussy was dripping with the evidence of Ethan’s release.

Tyler’s pace was frantic, his need evident as he pounded into me. I reached down, rubbing my clit, wanting to prolong this moment, to savor the feeling of two cocks inside me in one night.

“Come for me, Tyler,” I whispered, my voice breathless. “Fill your mother’s pussy.” He threw his head back, his young body tensing as he came, his hot cum mixing with Ethan’s, adding to the wetness between my thighs.

As Tyler collapsed onto me, his breath ragged, I knew this was just the beginning. 
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The family reunion was always something I looked forward to every summer, not just because it’s a break from the monotony of the daily grind but I get to see my siblings and their spouses. Ever since we were all in college together, we had been really close. I mean really close. I don’t know how it happened, but Ryan made the first move on me one night in my dorm room. We had been drinking, and I was a freshman so of course it went straight to my head. The next morning, I thought I would be ashamed once I realized what had happened but I wasn’t.

It kept happening and then eventually our sister got involved. Once we all started getting serious with our spouses, we told them what we had done and instead of being disgusted, they were intrigued. We promised after we all settled down and had our kids, we would start our incestuous relationships again. That didn’t happen because Ryan loved Nicole and I’s pregnant bodies just as much as he loved his wife’s. Since we were already pregnant, we didn’t see the harm in fucking each other. We haven’t stopped since then.

I knew what my brother and sister-in-law had done with their kids and I was so happy it finally happened. Ever since they became adults, I had to admit all of our kids were fucking hot.

Our second night at the cabin, I was in the hot tub along with my sons. The warm water enveloped our tired bodies, soothing my aching muscles after an afternoon hike with my husband. Sean and Austin were on one side, their muscular bodies glistening with sweat and water. I couldn’t help but notice how they had grown into handsome young men, their father’s strong build evident in their broad shoulders and defined arms.

I sat across from them, my long, slender legs stretched out, the bubbling water caressing my sensitive skin. I was wearing a skimpy bikini, a daring choice for a family vacation, but I felt confident and sexy. The hot tub’s steam rose around us, creating an intimate atmosphere, and I felt a tingling sensation between my thighs as I caught Sean’s gaze lingering on my body.

As the night sky darkened, the hot tub’s lights cast a soft glow on our bodies, creating a sensual ambiance.

“It’s getting late,” I said, breaking the silence. “We should probably head inside soon.”

But neither Sean nor Austin made a move to get out. Instead, they exchanged a knowing glance, as if they had read my mind and understood the unspoken desire that was building within me.




“You know, mom,” Sean began, his deep voice sending shivers down my spine, “it’s not every day we get to spend time like this. Just us, away from the world.”

I felt my cheeks flush, unsure how to respond. Austin leaned forward, his muscular arms resting on the edge of the tub.

“Yeah, and we’ve always wanted to thank you for being such an amazing mom,” he said, his eyes twinkling with mischief. “We thought maybe we could show our appreciation in a special way.”

My heart pounded in my chest. I knew where this was going, and a part of me wanted to stop it, to maintain the boundaries of our family dynamic. But the temptation was too strong, and the thought of being desired by these two gorgeous men was overwhelming.

“What did you have in mind?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Sean’s eyes locked with mine, and I saw the raw desire burning in their depths. “We want to make you feel good, mom. Really good.”

Without waiting for my response, Austin moved closer, his strong hands reaching for my waist. I gasped as he pulled me towards him, my breasts brushing against his chest. His lips found mine, and he kissed me passionately, his tongue exploring my mouth with an expertise that surprised me.

Sean, not to be outdone, moved behind me, his hands cupping my breasts through the wet fabric of my bikini top. I moaned into Austin’s mouth as Sean’s thumbs teased my nipples, sending waves of pleasure through my body. Their touch was electric, and I felt my inhibitions melting away.

“Oh, shit,” I breathed, as Austin’s hands traveled down my body, his fingers sliding beneath the waistband of my bikini bottoms. He gently caressed my folds, already damp with desire. I arched my back, pushing my hips towards his touch, craving more.

Sean’s hands left my breasts, and I felt a momentary pang of disappointment until I felt his fingers replace Austin’s, delving deeper into my wetness. He stroked my clit, his touch firm and purposeful. I gasped, my eyes fluttering shut as pleasure coursed through me.

“That’s it, mom,” Austin whispered, his hot breath against my ear. “Let us take care of you.”

I was lost in a haze of pleasure, my body responding to their skilled touch. Sean’s fingers worked their magic, circling my clit, while Austin’s hand slipped beneath me, cupping my ass and lifting me slightly. I was at their mercy, and I wanted to surrender completely.

“Please,” I begged, my voice hoarse with need. “I need more.”

Sean chuckled, the sound sending vibrations through my body. “We’re just getting started, mom. We’re going to make you cum so hard, you’ll remember this night forever.”

His words sent a thrill through me. I wanted to be theirs, to experience the forbidden pleasure they were offering. I wanted to be the object of their desire, to feel their youthful energy coursing through me.

As if reading my mind, Austin positioned himself between my legs, his hard cock pressing against my inner thigh. I could feel his length, thick and throbbing, and I knew he was ready to claim me. Sean moved to the side, his hands still working my clit, as Austin guided himself towards my entrance.

“Are you ready?” he asked, his voice husky with anticipation.

I nodded, unable to speak. I was trembling with desire, my body on the brink of ecstasy.

Austin slowly entered me, inch by inch, filling me with his thickness. I gasped, my eyes rolling back as I felt him stretch me, claiming my body. Sean’s fingers continued their relentless assault on my clit, pushing me closer to the edge.

“Oh God,” I moaned, my hands gripping the sides of the hot tub. “Yes, Austin. Fuck me.”

He began to move, his hips thrusting in a steady rhythm. I felt every inch of him, his cock rubbing against my sensitive walls. Sean’s fingers worked in sync with Austin’s thrusts, bringing me closer and closer to the precipice of pleasure.

“That’s it, baby,” Sean whispered, his breath hot on my neck. “Come for us. Let it all out.”

Austin’s pace quickened, his hips slamming into mine, driving me wild with lust. I could feel my orgasm building, an intense pressure coiling within me. Sean’s fingers increased their tempo, and I was helpless to do anything but surrender to the pleasure.

“Oh! Oh my God!” I cried out, not caring who heard me, my body convulsing as the orgasm ripped through me. I clenched around Austin’s cock, my juices flowing freely as I rode the waves of ecstasy. Sean’s fingers continued to work my clit, milking every last drop of pleasure from my trembling body.

As my orgasm subsided, Austin pulled out, his cock glistening with my essence. Sean moved back into position, his own erection straining against his swim trunks. I looked into his eyes, seeing the raw hunger there, and I knew I wanted him too.

“It’s your turn, Sean,” I whispered, reaching for him.

He didn’t need any further encouragement. He ped out of his trunks, revealing his thick, hard cock. I couldn’t help but admire his youthful vigor, his manhood standing proudly, ready to pleasure me.

Sean positioned himself behind me, his hands on my hips. I felt the head of his cock pressing against my entrance, and I pushed back, eager to take him inside. He slid into me with ease, filling me completely.

“Fuck, you feel so good,” he groaned, his voice strained with desire.

He began to move, his thrusts powerful and deep. I moaned, my head falling back as I surrendered to the sensations. Austin, still in the tub, reached for my breasts, squeezing and teasing my nipples, adding to the overwhelming pleasure.

Sean’s hands gripped my hips tightly, his fingers digging into my flesh as he pounded into me. I could feel his balls slapping against my ass with each thrust, and I knew he was close. I wanted him to cum, to release his pent-up desire deep within me.

“Cum for me, Sean,” I urged, my voice breathless. “Fill me with your mom with your hot cum.”

His pace quickened, his breath coming in short gasps. “Oh, fuck! I’m gonna come!”

I felt his cock twitch inside me, and then he exploded, filling me with his warmth. His seed coated my walls, and I could feel his release, his body shaking with the force of his orgasm.

As Sean withdrew, I turned to Austin, my eyes locking with his. I wanted more, and I knew he was eager to give it to me. Without a word, he stood and lifted me out of the hot tub, my legs wrapping around his waist.

“Let’s take this inside,” he said, his voice thick with desire.

I nodded, my body still buzzing with pleasure. He carried me into the cabin, his strong arms holding me tight. We stumbled into the bedroom, our bodies still wet from the hot tub.

Austin laid me down on the bed, his eyes devouring my naked form. I spread my legs in invitation, my pussy still glistening with Sean’s cum. He knelt between my thighs, his cock already hard and ready.

“I want to taste you,” he said, his voice hoarse.

He lowered his head, his tongue tracing circles around my clit. I gasped, my body arching off the bed as he licked and sucked, driving me wild with pleasure. His fingers joined his mouth, delving deep inside me, filling me with a new kind of ecstasy.

“Oh, Austin,” I moaned, my hands threading through his hair. “Yes, right there.”

He continued to pleasure me, his tongue and fingers working in perfect harmony. I was on the brink of another orgasm, my body trembling with anticipation.

“I want to feel you inside me again,” I whispered, my voice pleading.

Austin didn’t need to be asked twice. He positioned himself at my entrance, his cock poised to enter me. With one smooth thrust, he filled me, his length stretching me once more.

“Fuck, you’re so wet,” he groaned, his hips moving in a slow, torturous rhythm.

I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper inside me. I wanted to feel every inch of him, to be consumed by his passion. He leaned forward, his hands bracing on either side of my head, as he began to thrust with more urgency.

“Yes, Austin,” I cried out, my nails digging into his back. “Harder, fuck me harder!”

He obliged, his hips slamming into mine, driving me closer to the edge. I could feel my orgasm building, a delicious pressure building within me. Austin’s name was a constant mantra on my lips as he pounded into me, his cock hitting all the right spots.

“Come for me, baby,” he growled, his voice raw with desire. “Come all over my cock.”

His words were the final push I needed. I arched my back, my body convulsing as the orgasm swept through me. I cried out, my nails digging into his shoulders, as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me.

Austin continued to thrust, his own release building. I felt his cock twitch inside me, and then he exploded, filling me with his hot seed. He collapsed onto me, his breath ragged against my neck, as we both rode the aftermath of our shared pleasure.

As we lay there, entangled in each other’s arms, I couldn’t help but smile. This vacation had certainly taken an unexpected turn, but I wouldn’t have it any other way. I was just glad that our family secret was out and we didn’t have to hide anymore. At least for my family, I wonder how my brother and sister were faring with their own children.
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I couldn’t believe my ears as I stood outside Leah’s bedroom door, my heart racing. It was late at night, and I thought everyone was asleep. But a soft, rhythmic sound had caught my attention, drawing me towards her room. I knew I shouldn’t be eavesdropping, but something compelled me to listen.

As I leaned closer to the door, my breath caught in my throat. I heard a soft, desperate moan, followed by a whispered name…my name. “Oh, daddy…yes…please…”

My daughter, Leah, was in there, and she was…pleasuring herself. I felt a rush of heat between my legs as I imagined her touching herself, her fingers gliding over her soft skin. I knew I shouldn’t be thinking about her like this, but the thought of her calling out my name while she masturbated was driving me wild.

I couldn’t resist any longer. My curiosity and desire got the better of me, and I slowly turned the doorknob, ensuring it didn’t creak. The last thing I wanted was to startle her. I wanted to watch, to see her in the throes of passion, even if it was just with herself.

The door opened silently, and I slipped into the room, careful not to make a sound. The moonlight filtering through the window illuminated the scene before me, and my breath caught again. There she was, my sweet, innocent daughter, lying on her bed, her hand moving frantically between her legs. Her eyes were closed, her lips slightly parted, and her chest heaved with each desperate breath.

Leah was a vision of desire. Her long, dark hair spilled across the pillow, contrasting with her pale skin. Her nightgown had ridden up, exposing her slender thighs and the hint of her lacy panties. I could see the wetness glistening between her legs, calling to me.

I stood there, frozen, watching her for a moment, unable to look away. My cock was throbbing, aching to be released from the confines of my pajama pants. I felt guilty for spying on her, but the sight of her fingers working her pussy was too much to resist.

As if sensing my presence, Leah’s movements became more frantic. Her moans grew louder, filling the room with her pleasure. “Daddy…I need you…please…” she whispered, her voice hoarse with need.

I couldn’t take it anymore. I had to touch her, to feel her. I took a step forward, my bare feet padding softly on the carpet. Leah’s eyes flew open, and for a moment, I thought she would be angry or embarrassed. But instead, she smiled, a mischievous glint in her eyes.

“I knew you’d come,” she purred, her hand not slowing its pace. “I’ve been waiting for you, Daddy. I need your help to finish what I started.”

I felt a surge of power and desire as I approached the bed. My cock was rock hard, straining against my boxers. I climbed onto the bed, positioning myself between her legs, and without a word, I took over where her hand had left off.

My fingers replaced hers, sliding easily through her wetness. She was so hot and ready, her pussy grasping at my fingers as if welcoming them home. I stroked her, feeling her silky folds, and found her clit, swollen and sensitive. I circled it gently, and Leah arched her back, pushing her hips into my hand.

“Yes, just like that,” she breathed, her eyes fluttering shut. “Oh, Daddy, that feels so good. I’ve been so wet thinking about you.”

Her words sent a jolt of pleasure through me, and I couldn’t help but lean down and capture her lips with mine. Our kiss was hungry, desperate, and I tasted her desire as our tongues danced. I broke the kiss, leaving her breathless, and focused my attention on her needy pussy.

I added another finger, stretching her, filling her, and Leah moaned loudly, her hands gripping the bedsheets. I worked my fingers in and out, faster and faster, as her juices flowed freely, coating my hand. I found a rhythm that had her writhing beneath me, her hips moving in time with my fingers.

“Oh god, I’m close,” she panted, her voice thick with passion. “Don’t stop, Daddy. Make me come.”

I wanted to taste her, to feel her orgasm on my tongue. Withdrawing my fingers, I replaced them with my mouth, sucking her clit gently between my lips. Leah cried out, her hands tangling in my hair, pulling me closer. I flicked my tongue over her sensitive bud, feeling her tremble beneath me.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she chanted, her body tensing. I sucked harder, my tongue working her clit as my fingers found her entrance again, plunging deep inside her. Leah’s orgasm hit her like a wave, and she bucked against my face, her juices flooding my mouth.

I drank her in, savoring her sweet taste, as her body shook with release. Her cries filled the room, and I knew the neighbors might hear, but I didn’t care. I wanted the world to know the pleasure I was giving my daughter.

As her orgasm subsided, I lifted my head, my face glistening with her essence. Leah’s eyes were heavy-lidded, her lips swollen from our kiss. She looked utterly satisfied, and I felt a surge of pride knowing I had given her such pleasure.

But I wasn’t done yet. My cock was throbbing, demanding attention. I positioned myself above her, my hard length pressing against her soft thigh. Leah opened her eyes, a look of pure lust in their depths.

“Fuck me, Daddy,” she whispered, her hands reaching down to guide my cock to her entrance. “I want to feel you inside me. Please, don’t hold back.”

I didn’t need any more encouragement. With one smooth thrust, I slid into her, filling her tight, wet heat. Leah gasped, her eyes rolling back as she adjusted to my size. I held still, giving her a moment to get used to me, but her impatience got the better of her.

“Move, Daddy,” she demanded, her nails digging into my shoulders. “Fuck me hard. I want to feel every inch of you.”

I began to move, slowly at first, but soon picking up the pace. I withdrew almost entirely before slamming back into her, our bodies slapping together with each thrust. Leah wrapped her legs around my waist, meeting my strokes, urging me deeper.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she cried, her voice hoarse. “Fuck me, father. Make me yours.”

Her filthy words spurred me on, and I pounded into her, my balls slapping against her ass. I felt her pussy clench around me, milking my cock, and I knew she was close to the edge again. I wanted to take her there, to watch her fall apart beneath me.

Leah’s hands gripped my ass, pulling me closer, urging me to fuck her harder. I complied, my hips moving in a frenzy, my cock plunging in and out of her welcoming pussy. Her breath came in short gasps, and her moans filled the room.

“I’m gonna come, Leah,” I growled, my voice raw with desire. “I’m gonna fill your tight pussy with my cum.”

“Yes, yes, come for me, Daddy,” she panted, her nails digging into my skin. “I want to feel it, all of it, deep inside me.”

Her words were my undoing. With a final, powerful thrust, I came, my cock pulsating as I emptied my load into her. Leah’s pussy clenched around me, milking every drop, and she cried out, her orgasm crashing over her again.

We lay there, entangled in each other’s arms, our hearts racing and our bodies glistening with sweat. I didn’t want to leave so I gathered my daughter in my arms and fell asleep next to her, hoping that we could have another round or two before the sun rose.
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In a rare moment in the cabin, I found myself alone in the living room watching a movie. I could hear noises throughout the rest of the cabin and knew exactly what was going on, but I was content to just sit here while it was going on. If I knew where my son was, I might have other ideas but he disappeared hours ago, likely going to the lake to get some swimming done.

So here I was, watching a movie on Netflix yet not really paying attention to it.

As the movie progressed, the scenes became more provocative. A passionate kiss on the screen ignited a fire within me. I shifted in my seat, my hand unconsciously moving to my thigh, my fingers lightly brushing against the fabric of my dress, longing for some relief.

The room was dim, lit only by the flickering light of the TV. I was lost in the movie, unaware of Noah’s presence until I felt his hand on my knee. I jumped slightly, startled, but his touch was gentle and familiar.

“Hey, Mom,” he whispered, his breath warm on my neck. I could feel his eyes on me, taking in my reaction to the film.

“Noah, you scared me,” I replied, my voice a little shaky. I turned to face him, my heart racing. He was so close, his young, handsome face just inches from mine.

“Sorry, didn’t mean to. But I couldn’t help noticing how much you’re into this movie,” he said, his voice low and playful. His hand remained on my knee, and I felt a tingle run up my spine.

I smiled, feeling a bit self-conscious. “It’s just a movie, Noah. You know how these romance films can be.” I tried to sound casual, but my body betrayed my words. My nipples had hardened under my dress, and I could feel my pussy getting wet.

Noah’s gaze intensified, and he leaned closer. “It’s okay, Mom. I won’t tell anyone. In fact, I think it’s hot.” His hand slowly moved up my thigh, his touch sending shivers through me.

My breath caught in my throat as his fingers reached the hem of my dress. “W-what are you doing?” I asked, my voice barely audible. I was hoping this would happen but my brain still wasn’t processing it.

“Shh… just relax and enjoy the movie,” he whispered, his fingers continuing their ascent. He gently pushed my dress up, exposing my bare thighs. His touch was electric, and I bit my lip to stifle a moan.

As the movie’s characters undressed each other passionately, Noah’s fingers found the edge of my panties. He hooked his fingers under the lace and slowly slid them down, revealing my wetness. I was so turned on, my pussy was dripping, and I couldn’t hide it from him anymore.

“Oh, Mom,” he breathed, his voice filled with desire. “You’re so wet. I can see how much you like this.” His fingers delved into my folds, easily sliding into my hot, tight pussy.

I gasped as he began to finger me, his touch sending waves of pleasure through my body. The movie’s explicit sex scene was nothing compared to the real-life pleasure Noah was giving me. His fingers worked their magic, curling and thrusting, finding my sweet spot with ease.

“Fuck, that’s it,” I whispered, my head falling back against the couch. I closed my eyes, surrendering to the sensations. Noah’s fingers felt so good, filling me up, hitting all the right spots. I could feel my orgasm building, my body tensing with anticipation.

“You like that, don’t you?” Noah whispered, his breath hot against my ear. “You want my fingers inside you, making you come.” His words were filthy, but they only added to the excitement.

I nodded, unable to form a coherent sentence. My hips moved in rhythm with his fingers, urging him to go faster, deeper. I needed to come, and Noah was determined to make that happen.

As the movie’s characters climaxed on screen, Noah’s thumb found my clit, circling it with just the right pressure. “That’s it, Mom, cum for me,” he urged, his fingers moving faster, his thumb relentless on my sensitive bud.

My orgasm hit me like a wave, crashing over me with intense pleasure. I cried out, my body trembling as I came, my pussy clenching around his fingers. Noah didn’t stop, continuing to fuck me with his fingers as my orgasm rippled through me.

“Damn, you’re so fucking hot,” he groaned, his voice thick with desire. He withdrew his fingers, wet with my juices, and I felt a sudden emptiness. But my relief was short-lived as Noah stood up, his erection tenting his pants.

“Take it out, Mom,” he ordered, his voice commanding. “I want you to see what you do to me.” He reached for his belt, his movements confident and eager.

I sat up, my eyes locked on his crotch, as he freed his thick, hard cock from his pants. It sprang free, long and veined, already glistening with pre-cum. I licked my lips, eager to taste him.

“Suck it, Mom,” he said, his voice hoarse. “Show me how much you want it.” I didn’t need to be told twice. I leaned forward, my hands reaching for his shaft, stroking it gently as I lowered my mouth over the head.

His cock filled my mouth, thick and delicious. I sucked and licked, taking him deep, my hands caressing his balls. I could feel his pleasure as his hips thrust gently, encouraging me to take more.

“That’s it, you dirty slut,” he moaned, his hands tangling in my hair. “Suck my dick like the naughty mom you are.” His words were filthy, but they only fueled my desire.

I looked up at him, my eyes meeting his as I sucked him off. His gaze was intense, filled with lust. He wanted me, and I was more than willing to give him what he desired.

Pulling my mouth off his cock with a pop, I smiled wickedly. “I want more, Noah. I want to feel you inside me.” I stood up, my dress still pushed up around my waist, exposing my nakedness.

Noah’s eyes darkened with desire. “Fuck yeah, you’re gonna ride me. Show me how much you want this young cock.” He sat back on the couch, his hard dick standing proudly.

I straddled his lap, positioning his cock at my entrance. I lowered myself slowly, taking him inch by inch, feeling his thickness stretch me. I moaned, the sensation of being filled by his young, hard cock overwhelming.

“You feel so good, mom,” he groaned, his hands on my hips, guiding my movements. “Ride me, Nicole, take what you want.” I began to move, rising and falling, my wetness making it easy to slide up and down his shaft.

As I rode him, Noah’s hands roamed my body, cupping my breasts, pinching my nipples through the fabric of my dress. “Your tits are amazing. I’ve always wanted to see them, at least since I grew up and knew what tits were.”

I smiled, a little embarrassed but also flattered. I leaned down, my breasts brushing against his chest as I kissed him passionately. “You can see them, touch them, they’re all yours.”

Noah’s hands eagerly pulled my dress down, exposing my full, heavy breasts. His eyes widened as he took in the sight, his hands cupping them, thumbs brushing over my sensitive nipples.

“Oh, fuck, they’re perfect,” he whispered, his voice hoarse with desire. He sucked and nibbled on my nipples, his hands kneading my soft flesh. I arched into his touch, my pussy clenching around his cock.

“Yes, Noah, worship my tits,” I moaned, my head thrown back in pleasure. “Suck them, squeeze them, they’re all for you.” He obliged, his mouth and hands working in unison, driving me wild.

As he worshipped my breasts, his cock continued to pound into me, his hips meeting my downward thrusts. The pleasure was intense, my body on fire. I could feel another orgasm building, my sensitive clit rubbing against his pubic bone with each stroke.

“I’m gonna come, Noah,” I gasped, my hands gripping his shoulders. “I’m so close, keep fucking me, please.”

Noah’s fingers found my clit again, his thumb rubbing circles as he thrust up into me. “Cum for me, Nicole, cum on my cock,” he urged, his voice desperate.

My orgasm exploded through me, my pussy clamping down on his shaft as I cried out. Noah grunted, his hips bucking wildly, driving his cock deep into me as he filled me with his hot cum.

We clung to each other, our bodies slick with sweat and pleasure. I could feel his heart racing against mine as we both struggled to catch our breath.

“That was…” I began, but couldn’t finish that sentence. It was amazing and everything I have wanted. I couldn’t wait until I told my husband though.

As I sat there, my dress still pushed up, my breasts exposed, I knew this was just the beginning. The thought of what might happen next sent a shiver of anticipation through me. I had a feeling our little secret was about to get a whole lot more exciting.
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I stood there, frozen, as I listened in on something I probably shouldn’t have.

Through a slightly ajar door, I saw Noah and Aunt Nicole engaged in a passionate embrace. Noah, with his muscular build and dark hair, was thrusting rhythmically into Nicole, her slender body pressed against the wall.

My breath caught in my throat as I watched Aunt Nicole’s moans fill the room. Her hands gripped Noah’s shoulders, leaving red marks on his skin as she urged him deeper inside her. Their bodies glistened with sweat, the air thick with the scent of sex. I felt my own body responding to the sight, my nipples hardening under my thin tank top.

Unable to tear my eyes away, I slid my hand into my shorts, my fingers finding the damp fabric of my panties. I began to rub myself, matching the pace of Noah’s thrusts. The sensation of my fingers on my clit was almost too much to bear, but I craved release. I bit my lip, stifling a moan as I imagined myself in Aunt Nicole’s place, taking Noah’s hard cock deep within me. I had become addicted to his cock after he fucked me yesterday and I was jealous she was getting something I desperately wanted.

As my fingers worked feverishly, I became oblivious to my surroundings, lost in the fantasy I had created. But reality came crashing down when I felt a hand on my shoulder, causing me to jump. I turned my head, my eyes widening as I found myself face-to-face with my dad, Scott.

“Shh… Charlotte, keep quiet,” he whispered, his warm breath tickling my ear. I froze, my hand still buried between my legs, unsure of what to do. Dad’s presence should have shocked me, but instead, I felt a surge of excitement. He had caught me in the act, and the thought of being discovered only heightened my arousal.

Dad’s hand moved from my shoulder, sliding down my arm until he reached my wrist. Gently, he guided my hand away from my pussy, replacing my fingers with his own. His touch was electric, and I shivered as he began to stroke me with slow, deliberate movements.

“You like watching them, don’t you?” he whispered, his voice low and husky. I could only nod, my mouth suddenly dry. Dad’s fingers worked their magic, circling my clit with just the right pressure. I closed my eyes, leaning back against his chest, as he brought me closer to the edge.

“But you need to be quiet, Charlotte,” he whispered, his hot breath on my neck sending shivers down my spine. “You don’t want them to know you’re here, do you?”

I shook my head, my breath coming in short gasps. I wanted to scream as the pleasure built inside me, but Dad’s hand covered my mouth, silencing any sounds I might make. His fingers continued their dance, and I felt my knees weaken as an orgasm ripped through me. I bit down on his palm, stifling my cries as I came, my body trembling against his.

As my climax subsided, Dad removed his hand from my mouth, his fingers still slick with my juices. With his other hand, he tugged my shorts down, exposing my wetness to the cool air. I felt exposed, but the thrill of being caught only fueled my desire.

“You’ve been a naughty girl, Charlotte,” he said, his voice hoarse with desire. “You deserve to be fucked just like her.” He nodded towards Nicole, who was now riding Noah’s cock, her cries filling the room.

Before I could respond, Dad spun me around, pressing me against the wall, just a few feet away from the oblivious couple. The roughness of the wall against my bare skin sent a jolt through me. Dad’s cock, hard and throbbing, pressed against my ass, leaving no doubt about his intentions.

With one hand, he grabbed a fistful of my hair, tilting my head back. His lips found mine, and he kissed me hungrily, his tongue invading my mouth. I responded eagerly, my hands reaching down to grip his thick shaft through his pants. I wanted him inside me, needed to feel him fill me up.

Dad broke the kiss, his breath ragged. “I’ve wanted this for so long, Charlotte,” he growled. “You’ve no idea how hard it’s been to resist you.”

I didn’t have time to process his words as he lifted me slightly, positioning his cock at my entrance. With one swift thrust, he impaled me, filling me completely. I gasped, my eyes rolling back as I felt the stretch and burn of his girth.

Dad began to move, his hips slamming against mine, driving his cock deep within me. The force of his thrusts pushed me further against the wall, each impact sending a shockwave of pleasure through my body. I could feel the rough texture of the wall against my back, adding to the raw, primal nature of our coupling.

“Fuck, baby girl,” he grunted, his hands gripping my hips tightly. “Your pussy feels so fucking good. So tight and wet.”

His words only made me wetter, and I moaned, my head falling back against the wall. I could see Noah and Nicole through the corner of my eye, still lost in their passionate embrace, unaware of our presence. The thought of being watched, of being so close to being discovered, sent another wave of arousal through me.

Dad’s pace quickened, his balls slapping against my ass with each thrust. I could feel his cock swelling inside me, and I knew he was close. I wanted him to come, to fill me with his hot cum, but I also craved more.

“Don’t come yet, Daddy,” I panted, my voice hoarse. “I want you to fuck me harder.”

He obliged, his hands gripping my waist, lifting me slightly with each thrust, allowing him to penetrate even deeper. I wrapped my legs around his waist, meeting his powerful strokes with my own, desperate to prolong this forbidden encounter.

As we fucked against the wall, our bodies glistening with sweat, I caught a glimpse of Noah and Aunt Nicole. They had switched positions, and Nicole was now on her knees, taking Noah’s cock from behind. The sight of her full, round ass being pounded by Noah’s relentless thrusts was almost my undoing.

“Oh God, Daddy,” I cried out, my voice echoing in the hallway. “I’m gonna come again. Keep fucking me, please!”

Dad’s response was to slam into me with renewed vigor, his cock pounding my sensitive walls. I felt my orgasm building, a spiraling heat in my core. I bit my lip, my eyes screwed shut as I teetered on the edge.

Just as I was about to climax, Dad suddenly pulled out, his cock glistening with my juices. He spun me around, pressing my front against the wall, my hands flat against the rough surface.

“I want to watch you come, Charlotte,” he said, his voice strained. “I want to see your beautiful face as you get off.”

I felt his hands on my hips, guiding me back towards him. He positioned his cock at my entrance, and with one smooth motion, he slid back inside me. The sensation of being filled from behind was almost too much, and I cried out, my voice echoing in the hallway.

Dad’s hands gripped my hips, his fingers digging into my flesh as he began to thrust. I could feel his balls slapping against my clit with each stroke, sending me closer to the edge. I looked over my shoulder, catching his gaze, and saw the raw desire burning in his eyes.

“That’s it, baby girl,” he grunted. “Come for me. Let me see you fall apart.”

His words were like a trigger, and my orgasm exploded within me. I cried out, my body shaking as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me. I felt Dad’s cock twitch inside me, and I knew he was close.

As my climax subsided, I felt Dad’s cock pulse, and then the warm flood of his release filled me. He groaned, his body tensing as he emptied himself deep within me.

We stood there, breathless, our bodies still joined, as we came down from our shared climax. I turned my head, catching a glimpse of Noah and Nicole, who had finally noticed us. Their eyes were wide with shock, but I didn’t care. I had just experienced the most intense orgasm of my life, and the memory of it would stay with me forever.

As Dad pulled out, I straightened my clothes, my heart still racing. I ran back to my room, not looking back. I wasn’t sure how I felt about my cousin and my father both giving me the best orgasms I’ve ever had in my life. But would I do it again? Abso-fucking-lutely.
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