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I sat at the head of the long wooden table of the cabin, most of my family gathered around me. The sun shone through the kitchen window, casting a warm glow on the room. It was a typical morning in the cabin, but there was something else going on. An undercurrent I couldn’t quite place my finger on. George, my husband, had left a while ago to do some fishing and our son and son in laws all joined him, but they should be back soon.

As I reached for the basket of freshly baked croissants, my grandson Noah’s hand brushed against mine, sending a tingle up my arm. I smiled at him, thinking it was an accidental touch, but the intensity in his gaze made my heart skip a beat. I had always been close to Noah, but lately, I’d noticed a change in the way he looked at me. It was as if he saw me not just as his grandmother, but as a woman. I dismissed the thought, attributing it to my imagination. This was my grandson, of course there was nothing there!

Suddenly, Noah stood up, his chair scraping against the floor. My breath caught in my throat as he moved towards me, his eyes locked on mine. I felt a mixture of excitement and apprehension as he knelt before me, his strong hands gently grasping my knees. The room seemed to fade away, and all I could focus on was the intense desire in his eyes.

“Noah, what are you doing?” I whispered, my voice barely audible over the pounding of my heart. I felt exposed, sitting there in my thin silk robe, my legs bare beneath the table. The room had gone quiet and I knew they hadn’t left but I couldn’t take my eyes off Noah.

He didn’t respond with words, but his actions spoke volumes. Leaning forward, he placed a soft kiss on the inside of my knee, his warm breath caressing my skin. I shivered, my body betraying my attempts to remain composed. I wanted to pull away, to maintain the proper family dynamic, but something about his touch ignited a fire within me that I had thought long extinguished.

Noah’s lips trailed slow, deliberate kisses up my thigh, his tongue leaving a wet path on my trembling skin. I could no longer ignore the heat between my legs, the aching need that was building with every touch. I bit my lip to stifle a moan as his kisses reached the edge of my lace panties.

“Please, Noah,” I pleaded, my voice hoarse with desire. “We can’t do this. Not here.”

He paused, his breath hot against my damp panties. “Shh, just relax, Grandma,” he whispered, his voice deep and commanding. “Let me show you how much I’ve wanted this.”

Before I could protest further, his mouth covered my sex through the flimsy fabric, his tongue pressing against my clit. I gasped, my hands gripping the edge of the table as a jolt of pleasure shot through me. I tried to push him away, but my body betrayed me, arching into his touch.

Noah’s fingers hooked into the sides of my panties, sliding them down my thighs, exposing my glistening pussy. I felt a rush of embarrassment as I realized my family was just a few feet away, glued to the erotic scene unfolding beneath the table. But my shame quickly melted away as Noah’s tongue swirled around my sensitive bud, sending waves of pleasure coursing through my body.

His mouth devoured me, his lips and tongue working in perfect harmony. I couldn’t believe how good it felt, how easily he drove me to the brink of ecstasy. I had never experienced such skilled oral pleasure, not even in my youth. My inhibitions melted away as I surrendered to the sensations he was eliciting.

“Oh, Noah,” I moaned, my voice breathless and desperate. “I’m going to come.”

He hummed in response, the vibration sending me over the edge. My orgasm crashed over me, rippling through my body like an electric current. I cried out, my head thrown back, my fingers gripping the tablecloth as I rode the waves of pleasure.

As my climax subsided, Noah slowly pulled away, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction. I looked down at him, my chest heaving, and realized I wanted more. Much more.

“Stand up, Grandma,” he ordered, his voice husky with desire. “I want to feel you around me.”

I did as he commanded, my legs trembling as I rose from the chair. I stood before him, my body exposed, my robe falling open to reveal my nakedness. I felt powerful and vulnerable all at once. I didn’t care that my daughters and grandchildren were watching, in fact I wanted them to watch me fuck my own grandson.

Noah stood as well, his erection straining against his pants. He wasted no time, reaching for the zipper and freeing his thick, throbbing cock. I couldn’t help but stare, transfixed by the sight of his hard length, already glistening with pre-cum.

He took my hand and guided it to his shaft, wrapping my fingers around his girth. “Feel how much I want you,” he growled, his voice rough with need.

I stroked him, marveling at the heat and hardness in my hand. I had never felt such raw desire, not even with my husband. Noah’s eyes never left mine as he guided my hand up and down his shaft, his breath coming in sharp gasps.

“Now, Grandma,” he said, his voice thick with anticipation. “Ride me.”

I positioned myself over his cock, feeling the tip nudge my wet entrance. I lowered myself slowly, taking him inch by inch, filling myself with his thickness. I bit my lip to stifle a moan as he stretched me, accommodating his size.

Once fully seated, I began to move, rising and falling on his shaft. I set a slow, torturous pace, savoring the sensation of being impaled on his rock-hard dick. Noah’s hands gripped my hips, guiding my movements, urging me to take him deeper.

“Fuck, you feel so good,” he groaned, his eyes rolling back in pleasure. “Your pussy is so tight, so wet.”

His words spurred me on, and I quickened my pace, riding him with abandon. The sound of our flesh slapping together filled the room, mingling with our heavy breathing. I threw my head back, my breasts swaying with each thrust, as I surrendered to the raw, primal urge to fuck.

Noah’s hands roamed my body, cupping my breasts, pinching my nipples, causing me to cry out in pleasure. I could feel my orgasm building again, coiling tightly in my core. I wanted to come, but I also wanted to please him, to make him lose control.

“Let go, Grandma,” he urged, his voice hoarse. “Come for me, baby.”

His words sent me over the edge. I cried out, my body convulsing as pleasure washed over me. I rode his cock through my orgasm, milking his shaft with my pulsing pussy.

Noah’s hands tightened on my hips, and with a final, powerful thrust, he came, filling me with his hot seed. I could feel his cock twitching inside me, his release triggering another wave of pleasure.

As our breathing slowed, Noah looked up at me, his eyes dark with passion. “I’ve wanted you for so long, Grandma. I had to have you.”

I smiled, my body still trembling from the intensity of our encounter. I had no idea what to say to that. I had never thought of him like that, but when he touched me just now it was all I had wanted. My inhibitions and everything had just gone out the window.

Leaning down to kiss him, feeling his cock twitch inside me as if it were getting hard again, I didn’t hear the door to the cabin open and heavy footsteps coming down the hall until it was too late.

“What the fuck is going on here?” My husband roared.

Oh. No.
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I stood there, my heart pounding in my chest, as I witnessed a scene that would forever change the dynamics of our family. It was supposed to be a peaceful getaway at our cabin, but what I saw in the kitchen left me seething with anger and desire in equal measure.

Noah’s hands were gripping Brooke’s hips as she sat in his lap, lazily moving as if they had just orgasmed together. I felt a surge of jealousy and betrayal as I realized my wife was being pleasured by another man, right under my roof.

“Brooke!” I yelled, my voice hoarse with rage. “How could you do this to me?”

Brooke’s eyes flew open at the sound of my voice, and her face flushed with a mixture of guilt and arousal. Noah, startled, withdrew his half limp dick from her dripping wet pussy.

“George, please…” Brooke began, her voice trembling. “It’s not what you think—”

“Not what I think? I saw it with my own eyes!” I spat, my fists clenching at my sides. “You’re my wife, damn it! How could you betray me like this?”

Just then, a soft voice interrupted the heated exchange. “Grandpa, please calm down.” It was Leah, my granddaughter, who had entered the kitchen unnoticed. Her presence brought a sense of innocence to the otherwise scandalous scene. Was she watching the two of them? What the fuck was going on here?

Leah, with her youthful beauty and kind eyes, approached me cautiously. “Let’s not ruin the vacation, Grandpa,” she pleaded, placing her delicate hand on my arm. “We can work this out, I’m sure.”

I turned my gaze upon her, my anger momentarily distracted by her allure. Leah was a vision of youthful perfection, with her long, dark hair cascading down her shoulders and her soft, full lips. She wore a simple white tank top and shorts, her slender frame exuding a natural sensuality.

“Leah, this is none of your concern,” I growled, my voice betraying my desire to keep her innocent eyes shielded from such debauchery.

But Leah was determined. She dropped to her knees in front of me, her eyes locking with mine. “Let me help, Grandpa,” she whispered, her breath warm against my skin.

Before I could protest further, her delicate hands reached for the zipper of my pants. I felt a jolt of electricity as her fingers brushed against my hardening cock, which had betrayed my anger and sprung to life at her touch. I was a man torn between my moral compass and the raw, primal desire that was now coursing through my veins.

“No, Leah, this is wrong,” I murmured, my voice cracking as her slender fingers wrapped around my length, stroking me gently.

Noah, who had been watching the unfolding scene with a mixture of amusement and arousal, spoke up. “Let her do what she does best, Grandpa. She’s a natural-born pleaser.”

I glanced over at Noah, his youthful arrogance evident in his smirk. He stood there, his cock still semi-erect, a testament to the pleasure he had just experienced with my wife. The sight of him, coupled with Leah’s skilled hands on my shaft, was too much to bear.

“Oh, fuck it,” I muttered, surrendering to the overwhelming lust that had consumed me.

Leah’s mouth descended upon my cock, her full lips wrapping around the head. She took me in deep, her tongue swirling and teasing, sending waves of pleasure through my body. I groaned, my hands gripping her hair, as she sucked and slurped, her mouth working in perfect harmony with her hands.

I looked up to see Brooke and Noah watching us, their eyes dark with desire. Brooke’s hand was between her thighs, her fingers stroking her clit as she witnessed her husband being pleasured by her granddaughter. Noah’s cock was once again rigid, his hand pumping it slowly as he savored the show.

Leah’s mouth was a wet, warm haven, and I felt my control slipping away. I wanted to last, to show them all who was in charge, but her skills were too much for me to bear. I tried to pull away, but she held me firm, her mouth working faster, her hand stroking the base of my shaft.

“Fuck, Leah, I’m gonna cum, baby girl,” I gasped, my body tensing.

She didn’t stop, instead, she took me deeper, her throat constricting around my sensitive head. I erupted, my hot seed shooting down her throat, my hips jerking uncontrollably. Leah swallowed every drop, her eyes never leaving mine, as if to assure me that she relished every moment.

As my orgasm subsided, I pulled Leah to her feet, my breath ragged. Her lips were glistening with my essence, and her eyes held a mischievous glint. I knew in that moment that I wanted more, that I needed to claim her, to show her who was truly in control.

With a swift motion, I spun Leah around, pushing her onto the kitchen counter. Her eyes widened in surprise, but she offered no resistance. I grabbed her wrists, pinning them above her head, and spread her legs with my knee, exposing her wet, pink folds.

“You like to please, don’t you, Leah?” I growled, my voice laced with desire. “Well, I’m going to give you what you crave.”

Without waiting for a response, I plunged my throbbing cock into her tight heat. She gasped, her back arching, as I filled her in one swift motion. I set a relentless pace, my hips slamming against her ass, my balls slapping against her clit with each thrust.

Leah’s moans filled the air, a sweet melody that spurred me on. I fucked her hard, my hands gripping her slender hips, my cock pounding into her depths. I could feel her tight walls clenching around me, her juices flowing freely, coating my shaft with her essence.

I glanced over at Brooke and Noah, their eyes fixed on us, their hands moving in unison as they pleasured themselves. Brooke’s fingers were buried deep inside her pussy, her eyes locked on mine, as if challenging me to take what was rightfully hers. Noah’s hand was a blur on his shaft, his eyes dark with lust as he watched his sister being taken by their own grandfather.

The sight of them, coupled with Leah’s tight, wet heat, pushed me closer to the edge. I fucked her with abandon, my primal instincts taking over. I wanted to mark her, to claim her as my own, to show them all that I was still the alpha.

“Oh, God, Grandpa!” Leah cried out, her body trembling. “I’m so close…”

I reached down, my fingers finding her swollen clit, and began to rub it in circles, matching the rhythm of my thrusts. Leah’s eyes rolled back as she climaxed, her pussy clenching around my cock, milking me with her orgasmic spasms.

“Yes, cum for me, Leah,” I growled, my voice hoarse with desire. “Cum all over my cock.”

As Leah’s body shuddered in release, I felt my own climax building. I thrust into her one last time, my cock twitching as I emptied my load deep inside her. Our bodies were slick with sweat, our breaths ragged, as we rode the waves of pleasure together.

I withdrew from her, my cock glistening with our combined juices, and turned to face Brooke and Noah. They stood there, their eyes wild with desire, their bodies still trembling from their own orgasms.

It was then that I realized it wasn’t just the four of us, the rest of my family was here to witness what just happened.

“I…” I started, but quickly closed my mouth since I didn’t know what to say.

“How’d it feel to fuck your granddaughter?” My son Ryan smirked at me. “Was it not the best fuck you’ve had in a while? Sorry, Mom.” He sheepishly apologized to his wife.

“No offense taken. It’s not like I just wasn’t fucked like I hadn’t been in ages by Noah,” she responded with a grin.

“Dad, Nicole and Megan and I have been sleeping with each other since college. It’s just been this trip up here that the kids have been involved,” Ryan explained. “All of us are adults and everyone has consented. As long as we continue to consent, we don’t see a problem.”

“What do you say, Daddy?” Nicole said as she winked at me from across the table.

Even though I had just came, I could feel my dick stirring again. Nicole was a beautiful woman and I could definitely see myself fucking her. Same with Megan.

Why not do this? Who would know?

I nodded my assent and couldn’t wait to continue on with this “reunion”.
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After the tense moment in the kitchen earlier, I decided it was best to go into town to pick up some steaks for tonights’ meal. We had brought everything with us except that so it was a perfect time to go get them. 

Anthony sat in the passengers seat waiting for me and it would be a good time to catch up with him. Since we lived across the country from each other we didn’t spend enough time together and I was looking forward to this.

“Daddy, can we come with you?” My daughter Olivia, along with Charlotte, asked just as I was getting into the car. Looking over at Anthony, he nodded his head and I agreed to let them come.

The girls climbed into the back seat, their youthful energy filling the car with laughter and an air of playful mischief. Both girls exuded a raw, untamed sexuality that was impossible to ignore. I was happy that Olivia and I had spent some quality time together. I loved my wife but new pussy was always something I looked forward to as she looked forward to a different dick than mine. That’s just who we were.

Olivia wore a light-yellow sundress that accentuated her slender figure, hinting at the womanly curves beneath. Charlotte was a blonde bombshell, with bright, playful eyes and a mischievous smile. Her dress, a vibrant shade of coral, hugged her body in all the right places, showcasing her voluptuous figure.

The drive into town was uneventful at first, with casual conversation flowing between us. We discussed the usual topics—the weather, the upcoming town festival, and the latest gossip from our small community. But as the miles passed, I felt a subtle shift in the atmosphere, a palpable tension that seemed to emanate from the back seat.

I glanced at Anthony, and our eyes met in a silent exchange of understanding. We both knew that the girls in our family shared a special bond, a connection that went beyond typical friendship. They had always been close, but today, there was an unspoken desire simmering between them, a hunger that was about to be unleashed.

The girls’ giggles grew louder, their voices rising in pitch with each passing mile. I caught glimpses of them in the rearview mirror, their hands roaming freely, caressing each other’s bare legs exposed by their short dresses. My heart raced as I witnessed Olivia lean in, her lips brushing against Charlotte’s neck, sending shivers down her spine.

“Oh, Liv, you’re so naughty,” Charlotte whispered, her voice laced with anticipation.

Olivia’s fingers trailed up Charlotte’s thigh, her touch sending a visible tremor through her body. With a playful grin, she tugged at the hem of Charlotte’s dress, revealing the lacy edge of her panties. My breath caught in my throat as I watched this intimate display, my body responding with a stirring in my loins.

“Girls, behave yourselves,” Anthony cautioned, his voice laced with a mix of amusement and lust. I could see the outline of his dick in his shorts and knew he really didn’t want them to stop, but we were driving so what could we do about it?

But the warning fell on deaf ears as the girls’ exploration intensified. Olivia’s fingers danced along the elastic of Charlotte’s panties, teasing her, making her squirm in her seat. With a swift motion, she yanked the delicate fabric to the side, exposing Charlotte’s glistening folds to the warm air of the car.

“Oh, fuck, Liv,” Charlotte gasped, her eyes fluttering shut as she surrendered to the pleasure.

Olivia’s fingers, long and slender, delved into Charlotte’s wetness, eliciting a moan that filled the car. I felt my cock twitch in response, growing harder by the second as I witnessed this forbidden act. The sight of my daughter’s fingers plunging into her cousin’s pussy was both shocking and exhilarating.

Charlotte’s hands gripped the seat, her knuckles turning white as she arched her back, offering herself to Olivia’s skilled touch. Her dress had ridden up, baring her creamy thighs and the glistening center of her desire.

“That’s it, baby,” Olivia cooed, her voice husky with arousal. “Let me make you feel good.”

Her fingers worked their magic, stroking and circling Charlotte’s clit, driving her to the brink of ecstasy. Charlotte’s breath came in short, sharp gasps, her head thrown back, her blonde hair cascading over the seat.

“Oh God, Liv, I’m gonna cum,” she cried out, her body tensing.

As Charlotte’s orgasm crashed over her, her back arched, and she let out a primal scream, her body convulsing with pleasure. Olivia’s fingers never wavered, continuing their relentless assault as Charlotte’s juices flowed freely, soaking her hand and the seat beneath.

The car fell silent for a moment, save for the sound of Charlotte’s labored breathing and the occasional whimper of pleasure. I could feel the tension in the air, thick with unspoken desire and the raw, primal energy of what we had just witnessed.

“Fuck, that was hot,” Anthony whispered, his voice hoarse with arousal.

I pulled the car over to the side of the road, the gravel crunching beneath the tires. “Get out,” I growled at Charlotte, my voice low and commanding. She hesitated, her eyes darting towards her father, who looked on with a mixture of confusion and arousal.

“Now!” I barked, and Charlotte quickly unbuckled her seatbelt, her eyes wide. I stepped out of the car, the cool night air sending a shiver down my spine. I strode around to her side and grasped her arm, pulling her towards me. The fear in her eyes had transformed into a mixture of excitement and trepidation. Charlotte was still his niece and I knew he wasn’t quite sure what I was going to do to her.

“Please, Uncle Ryan,” she whispered, her voice hoarse. “Not here where anyone can drive by…”

I silenced her with a rough kiss, my tongue invading her mouth, claiming her as my own. I didn’t give a fuck who drove by. In fact, I wanted them to see how she submitted to me as I bent her over my car.

My hands roamed over her body, feeling the softness of her skin through the thin fabric of her dress. I could sense Anthony’s eyes on us, and the thought of him watching only fueled my desire.

With a swift motion, I tore her dress down the front, exposing her lace bra and the swell of her breasts. She gasped, her hands instinctively covering her exposed cleavage. I chuckled darkly, enjoying the power I held over her.

“Don’t be shy, Charlotte,” I murmured, my breath hot against her ear. “Your body is mine to enjoy, and I intend to savor every inch of it.”

I turned her around, pressing her against the car, the cool metal contrasting with the heat of our passion. My hands slid down her hips, and with a sharp tug, I ripped her panties off, leaving her completely exposed. She whimpered, her face flushed with embarrassment and arousal.

“Spread your legs, Charlotte,” I ordered, my voice laced with authority. “I want to taste you.”

She obeyed, her knees trembling as she widened her stance. I knelt behind her, the scent of her arousal filling my nostrils. Her pussy was glistening, the lips swollen with desire. I leaned in, my tongue flicking out to taste her, starting from her entrance and slowly working my way up.

Charlotte let out a soft moan, her hands gripping the car for support. I reveled in her submission, in the way she surrendered to my touch. My tongue probed deeper, finding her sweet spot, and I suckled on her clit, my fingers simultaneously sliding into her wetness.

“Oh God, Uncle Ryan,” she panted, her head thrown back. “I’m going to come…”

I increased the pace, my fingers thrusting rhythmically in and out, my tongue dancing over her sensitive bud. Charlotte’s body trembled, and with a cry of pleasure, she climaxed, her juices flooding my mouth. I savored the taste of her, the essence of her desire, as her body shook with the aftermath of her orgasm.

Pulling away, I stood, my cock throbbing with need. I positioned myself behind her, my hands grasping her hips. “You’re a good girl, Charlotte,” I whispered, my breath hot against her ear. “Now, I’m going to fuck you. Hard.”

Without further warning, I thrust into her, filling her in one smooth motion. Charlotte gasped, her body adjusting to my invasion. I set a relentless pace, my cock pounding into her, the sound of our flesh slapping filling the night air.

“Yes, fuck me, Uncle Ryan,” she cried out, her voice laced with desperation. “Take me, own me, breed me…”

Her filthy words only served to drive me wilder. I gripped her hips tighter, my cock plunging deeper, hitting that sweet spot within her. Charlotte’s moans turned into desperate pleas, her body moving in perfect sync with mine.

“You like it rough, don’t you, Charlotte?” I growled, my breath ragged. “You want me to fuck you like the little slut you are.”

“Yes, yes, please!” she cried, her head thrown back, her tits heaving with each thrust.

I reached around, my fingers finding her swollen clit, and began to rub it in circles, adding to the overwhelming sensations coursing through her body. Charlotte’s legs began to shake, and I knew she was close to the edge once more.

“Cum for me, Charlotte,” I demanded, my voice hoarse. “Cum on my cock, let me feel your pussy milking me dry.”

With a final, powerful thrust, I slammed into her, my balls slapping against her ass. Charlotte’s body convulsed, her pussy clenching around my cock as she came, her juices flowing around my shaft. I held myself deep within her, my own orgasm building to an explosive peak.

“I’m cumming, Charlotte,” I growled, my voice raw. “I’m going to breed you, fill you with my seed.”




As I spoke, my cock twitched, and I unleashed a torrent of hot cum deep into her willing body. I could feel my essence filling her, marking her as mine. Charlotte’s pussy clenched around me, milking every last drop from my throbbing shaft.

We stood there, joined as one, our bodies slick with sweat and passion. “Look at how well your niece took my cock, Anthony,” I told him as I held my cock deep inside her, plugging her pussy full of my cum.

As I pulled out of her, my spent cock sliding from her cum-filled depths, I couldn’t help but feel a sense of triumph. Charlotte was mine, and I had claimed her in the most primal way possible. I knew that this night would forever change the dynamics between us, and I couldn’t wait to explore the depths of our newfound passion.

I helped her straighten her dress before I did the same to my own clothes. Turning back to the car, I finally noticed that it was rocking and I knew that Anthony was fucking my daughter in there and I couldn’t wait to watch.
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As I watched Ryan and Charlotte’s passionate display through the car window, my cock twitched with anticipation. The sight of Ryan’s hand gripping my niece’s hair, forcing her to submit to his desires, was enough to make me ache with need. But it was the look on my niece Olivia’s face that truly ignited my desire. She sat in the back seat, her eyes locked on the scene unfolding before her, a mixture of shock and arousal evident on her youthful features.

Without taking my eyes off the steamy scene, I reached for the door handle and quietly slid out of the car. The cool night air brushed against my skin, heightening my senses. I moved towards the back door, my heart pounding with excitement. I knew what I wanted, and I was determined to have it.

Opening the door, I found Olivia still transfixed by the sight of Ryan’s dominant display. Her breath came in shallow gasps, and her eyes gleamed with a mixture of fear and excitement. I couldn’t resist the temptation any longer.

“Olivia,” I whispered, my voice hoarse with desire. “Are you enjoying the show?”

She jumped at the sound of my voice, her eyes widening as she turned to face me. “Uncle Anthony,” she stammered, her cheeks flushing. “I-I didn’t realize you were there.”

I smiled, my gaze raking over her body. She was wearing a short skirt and a tight tank top, her curves barely contained within the flimsy fabric. Her full breasts heaved with each rapid breath, and her nipples strained against the thin material, betraying her arousal.

“I can see that you’re enjoying the view,” I said, my voice low and husky. “But I think it’s time for you to have some fun of your own.”

Olivia’s eyes flickered with uncertainty, but I could see the desire burning in her depths. She bit her lower lip, a nervous habit I had noticed before. “I-I don’t know, Uncle,” she replied, her voice barely above a whisper. “What if someone sees us?”

I chuckled, reaching out to caress her cheek. “That’s the thrill of it, my dear. The risk of being caught only makes it more exciting.” I leaned in, my lips brushing against her ear, sending shivers down her spine. “Besides, I think you want this as much as I do.”

With that, I gently guided her towards the backseat, my hand sliding down to cup her firm ass. She trembled at my touch, but she didn’t resist. I could feel her body’s conflicting desires—the fear of being caught and the raw, primal need for release.

Lowering her onto the leather seat, I positioned myself between her legs, my hard cock pressing against her soft inner thighs. I leaned forward, capturing her lips in a searing kiss. At first, she hesitated, but soon she was responding, her tongue dancing with mine, her hands gripping my shoulders.

Breaking the kiss, I trailed wet kisses down her neck, nipping and sucking at her sensitive skin. She arched her back, offering herself to me, her hands now tangled in my hair, urging me on. I could feel her heart racing beneath my lips, and I knew she was close to the edge.

“You like that, don’t you, Olivia?” I murmured against her skin. “You want more.”

She whimpered, her breath coming in short gasps. “Y-yes, Uncle Anthony. Please…”

I smiled, my fingers deftly unbuttoning her top, revealing her luscious breasts. Her nipples were hard and erect, begging for attention. I took one into my mouth, sucking and teasing it with my tongue, while my fingers pinched and rolled the other. She cried out, her back arching off the seat, her hands clutching at the fabric of the car’s ceiling.

“Oh, God,” she moaned, her voice laced with pleasure. “I’ve wanted this for so long.”

Her words sent a surge of satisfaction through me. I knew that despite her initial hesitation, she was ready to embrace her desires. I wanted to show her the pleasure she craved, to teach her the art of submission.

Moving my mouth to her other nipple, I lavished attention on it, drawing it deep into my mouth and sucking hard. My free hand slid down her body, past her navel, and under her skirt. I could feel the heat radiating from her core, and I was eager to explore her further.

As my fingers found the damp fabric of her panties, she squirmed beneath me, her hips rising to meet my touch. I hooked my fingers into the waistband and slowly slid them down her thighs, exposing her glistening pussy. She was already soaked, her juices glistening in the dim light.

“You’re so wet, my little vixen,” I whispered, my breath hot against her skin. “Are you ready for my cock?”

Olivia nodded, her eyes closed, her lips parted in anticipation. I positioned myself at her entrance, my cock throbbing with need. With one swift thrust, I impaled her, filling her tight sheath with my length. She cried out, her body trembling as she adjusted to my size.

“Oh, fuck,” she gasped, her hands gripping the seat beneath her. “You feel so good.”

I began to move, slowly at first, savoring the sensation of her warm, wet walls enveloping me. Her pussy clenched around my shaft, milking me, urging me to go deeper. I obliged, picking up the pace, thrusting harder, my balls slapping against her ass with each stroke.

“Yes, take it, Olivia,” I growled, my voice rough with desire. “Ride my cock like the little slut you are.”

My words seemed to unleash something within her. She met my thrusts with abandon, her hips rising to meet mine, her back arching, offering herself to me. Her hands gripped my shoulders, her nails digging into my skin, leaving marks of passion.

The sound of our flesh slapping filled the car, mingling with our heavy breathing and moans of pleasure. I could feel my control slipping as the sight of her writhing beneath me, her perfect tits bouncing with each thrust, drove me wild.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” I grunted, my hands gripping her hips, guiding her movements. “Squeeze my cock, Olivia. Show me how much you want it.”

She obeyed, her inner muscles clenching and releasing around my shaft, milking me with each stroke. The sensation was exquisite, and I knew I wouldn’t last much longer. I wanted to make this moment last, but the pleasure was too intense.

“I’m going to come, Olivia,” I warned, my voice strained. “Where do you want it?”

Her eyes flew open, a mixture of surprise and excitement flashing across her face. “Inside me, Uncle Anthony,” she panted. “Fill me with your cum just like my Daddy did with Charlotte.

Her words were like a trigger, and with a final, powerful thrust, I exploded inside her. My cock twitched and throbbed, releasing my hot seed deep within her quivering body. She cried out, her orgasm crashing over her, her pussy contracting around me, milking every last drop.

As our heart rates slowed and our breathing returned to normal, I withdrew from her, my spent cock sliding out with a wet sound. I leaned back, my eyes closing in satisfaction, while Olivia lay sprawled across the seat, her chest heaving, a satisfied smile on her lips.

“That was incredible,” she whispered, her voice soft and dreamy. “I never imagined it would feel so good.”

As we got our clothes straightened out, I looked up to see both Ryan and Charlotte watching the two of us in the backseat. I grinned at him as I left the backseat, knowing this was just the start.

I was just a bit sad that nobody had driven by to watch the two of us fuck our nieces. I would’ve liked to put on a show, especially with Charlotte since I hadn’t fucked her yet. Soon, I’m hoping. For now I think she needs some rest.








  
  
  Megan

  
  
    
    chapter-seperator
    
        
            
        
    

  




I lay there, basking in the warm embrace of the sun, my eyes half-closed, my mind drifting into a pleasant haze. The reunion was always the highlight of my summer if not the year as I was able to take the time off work and do absolutely nothing for two weeks. Thanksgiving and Christmas were always so hectic but this was peace and tranquility.

A sudden rustling of leaves startled me from my reverie. I opened my eyes to find two familiar figures standing over me, their shadows casting long across my sun-kissed skin. It was Ethan and Tyler, mischievous grins spread across their handsome faces. Their youthful energy seemed to radiate from them, making my heart flutter with anticipation.

“Hey, Aunt Megan,” Ethan greeted, his deep voice sending a shiver down my spine. “We thought we’d join you for some fun in the sun.”

I smiled, my eyes glinting with a playful light. “Well, hello, boys. I was just enjoying some me-time, but I suppose a little company won’t hurt.”

Tyler’s eyes roamed over my body, his gaze lingering on the curves of my breasts and the swell of my hips. “You look hot, Aunt Megan. Literally,” he added with a cheeky grin.

I laughed, feeling a familiar heat rising within me. These boys were all grown up now, their teenage bodies filled out with lean muscle. I couldn’t help but notice the way their shorts hung low on their hips, hinting at the treasures beneath.

“Why don’t you two make yourselves useful?” I suggested, sitting up and reaching for the bottle of sunscreen on the small table beside me. “My back could use some lotion, and I’m sure my legs could use some attention too.”

Ethan’s eyes lit up at the prospect. “We’d be happy to help, Aunt Megan. Right, Tyler?”

Tyler nodded, his eyes never leaving my body. “Absolutely. We’re at your service.”

I lay back down, closing my eyes as Ethan knelt behind me, the warmth of his body radiating against my bare skin. His strong hands gently gripped my shoulders, and I felt a thrill as he began to massage the lotion into my back. His touch was firm yet gentle, sending shivers of pleasure down my spine.

“That feels amazing, Ethan,” I purred, my voice low and sultry. “You have magic hands.”

As Ethan worked his way down my back, Tyler took his place at my side, his fingers deftly applying lotion to my legs. His touch was just as skilled as his brother’s, and I couldn’t help but let out a soft moan as he caressed my thighs, his fingers inching closer to the sensitive skin between my legs.

“You’re so beautiful, Aunt Megan,” Tyler whispered, his breath hot against my ear. “I’ve always wanted to touch you like this.”

I felt a surge of desire as his words sent a jolt through my body. These boys were no longer the innocent children I had known. They were young men, full of raw, untamed passion.

“You can touch me however you like, Tyler,” I replied, my voice thick with lust. “Just make sure you don’t leave any part of me untouched.”

Ethan’s hands had now reached my lower back, his fingers tracing the curve of my waist. I arched my back slightly, encouraging him to explore further. His touch was electric, sending waves of pleasure through my body.

“Oh, God, Ethan,” I gasped as his fingers grazed the top of my bikini bottoms. “That feels incredible.”

Tyler’s hands had moved to my inner thighs, his fingers gently parting them, exposing my most intimate folds. I felt a rush of wetness between my legs as his touch grew bolder, his fingers brushing against my sensitive clit.

“You’re so wet, Aunt Megan,” he whispered, his voice hoarse with desire. “I can’t wait to taste you.”

I let out a soft cry as Tyler’s fingers delved deeper, his thumb circling my clit while his middle finger slid effortlessly into my slick channel. His touch was exquisite, sending sparks of pleasure throughout my body.

“Fuck, that’s good,” I moaned, my hips rising to meet his invading digit. “Keep going, Tyler. Don’t stop.”

Ethan, sensing my growing arousal, moved his hands lower, his fingers slipping beneath the elastic of my bikini bottoms. He gently tugged them down, exposing my bare ass to the warm sun and his eager gaze.

“You’re so fucking gorgeous, Aunt Megan,” he breathed, his voice filled with awe. “I’ve dreamed of seeing you like this.”

I felt a surge of power as I realized the effect I had on these young men. I was their fantasy come to life, and I intended to fulfill every one of their desires.

“Touch me, Ethan,” I commanded, my voice laced with authority. “Show me how much you’ve wanted this.”

Ethan’s hands trembled as he caressed my bare cheeks, his fingers dipping into the crevice between them. I let out a soft whimper as he teased my tight entrance, his touch both gentle and tantalizing.

“Please, Ethan,” I begged, my voice thick with need. “I want to feel you inside me.”

Ethan’s fingers slipped inside me, eliciting a sharp gasp from my lips. His touch was both tender and possessive, filling me with a sense of fullness I had never known before.

“You feel so fucking tight, Aunt Megan,” he groaned, his voice strained. “I can’t believe I’m doing this.”

Tyler’s fingers worked their magic, his thumb rubbing my clit in perfect rhythm with Ethan’s thrusts. I was caught in a whirlwind of pleasure, my body writhing beneath their skilled touch.

“Oh, God, yes!” I cried out, my hips bucking against Tyler’s hand. “I’m going to come, boys. Keep going, please!”

Ethan’s fingers quickened their pace, his thumb seeking out my sensitive bundle of nerves. Tyler’s mouth replaced his fingers, his tongue flicking and teasing my clit with expert precision.

“That’s it, Aunt Megan,” he encouraged, his breath hot against my skin. “Come for us. Let us taste your pleasure.”

I arched my back, my body tensing as a wave of ecstasy washed over me. My cries filled the air as I surrendered to the overwhelming bliss, my juices flowing freely, coating Tyler’s face as he lapped at my essence with eager abandon.

“Fuck, that was amazing,” I breathed, my body still trembling from the aftershocks. “I never knew it could feel so good.”

Ethan and Tyler exchanged a satisfied glance, their eyes gleaming with pride. They had brought me to the brink of ecstasy, and I knew this was just the beginning.

“We’re not done yet, Aunt Megan,” Ethan promised, his voice thick with desire. “We’ve got a lot more to show you.”

I smiled, my heart racing with anticipation.

Ethan’s lips found mine, and he kissed me deeply, his tongue exploring my mouth with a passion that sent shivers down my spine. At the same time, Tyler’s fingers trailed down my stomach, his touch feather-light, making me yearn for more.

“I want you both,” I whispered, my voice thick with desire. “Now.”

Ethan turned me around, his hands guiding me to my knees. I faced Tyler, our eyes locking as Ethan positioned himself behind me. I could feel the head of his cock, slick with pre-cum, pressing against my entrance. Tyler’s hands reached for my breasts, squeezing and kneading them as Ethan began to push into me.

With a slow, deliberate thrust, Ethan filled me, his cock stretching me deliciously. I gasped, my eyes closing momentarily as I savored the sensation of being impaled on his thick shaft. Tyler’s fingers pinched my nipples, sending jolts of pleasure through my body, intensifying the feeling of being sandwiched between these two lustful men.

Ethan began to move, his hips thrusting forward, pulling out almost entirely before slamming back into me. His strokes were deep and powerful, each one sending a jolt of pleasure through my body. Tyler’s hands left my breasts, and I felt his fingers trailing down my stomach, seeking my clit.

“Oh yes, touch me there,” I pleaded, my voice breathless.

Tyler’s fingers found my sensitive bud, circling it gently as Ethan’s cock pounded into me from behind. The dual stimulation was exquisite, their skilled hands and bodies working in perfect harmony to drive me wild. I could feel another orgasm building, a pressure coiling low in my belly.

Ethan leaned forward, his lips finding mine, and we kissed passionately, our tongues dancing as our bodies moved in sync. Tyler’s fingers worked my clit with increasing intensity, his other hand reaching around to squeeze Ethan’s ass, urging him to fuck me harder.

“Fuck her, Ethan,” Tyler growled between kisses. “Make her cum on your cock.”

Ethan obliged, his thrusts becoming more urgent, his cock slamming into me with abandon. Tyler’s fingers worked my clit with expert precision, and I could feel my orgasm building to an unbearable peak.

“I’m cumming!” I cried out, my body tensing.

Ethan’s cock pulsed within me, his own release triggered by my climax. He filled me with his hot seed as I came, my pussy clenching around his shaft, milking him as my juices flowed freely. Tyler’s fingers continued to work my clit, drawing out my orgasm, ensuring I rode the wave of pleasure for as long as possible.

As our bodies calmed, Ethan withdrew from me, his spent cock sliding out with a wet sound. I collapsed onto the soft grass, my body sated and trembling. Tyler joined me, his lips finding mine in a tender kiss, his fingers still gently caressing my sensitive skin.

“That was incredible,” I whispered, my voice hoarse.

Ethan, now standing over us, smiled down at me with a satisfied grin. “We’re not done yet, Megan. There’s so much more pleasure to explore.”

I looked up at him, my body already responding to his words, a fresh wave of desire coursing through me. Tyler’s hand found mine, and he pulled me to my feet, our lips never breaking contact. We stood, our bodies pressed together, a tangle of limbs and desire.

“Let’s take this inside,” Tyler suggested, his voice low and husky. “I want to taste every inch of you, Megan.”

Ethan nodded, his eyes dark with passion. “And I plan to fuck you both until we can’t move.”

I shivered with anticipation because I definitely wanted to watch Ethan fuck Tyler’s ass.
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I had been waiting for this moment, anticipating the opportunity to be alone with my niece, Leah. She was hot and I loved young pussy. But I also loved her as my niece, too, even though my dick got hard for her every time I’ve seen her in those short shorts she loves to wear.

The cabin was quiet and I knew that others would be all over the place – likely fucking at this point. Since we all consented and understood what was going on here, it was like a big fuck fest and I was not going to complain.

Peaking into Leah’s room, I saw her lying in bed - her breathing heavy and labored, her chest rising and falling rhythmically. Her delicate features were relaxed in sleep, a soft smile playing on her lips, as if she were dreaming of the pleasures she had just experienced. I stood there, transfixed, taking in the sight of her bare legs, slightly parted, revealing a glimpse of her intimate treasure. Her pale skin contrasted with the vibrant red hue between her thighs with white cum leaking out of her pussy. I loved that we didn’t use protection here. I loved fucking a woman raw.

I knew I should have walked away, given her time to recover, but something primal awakened within me. I felt a surge of desire, an urge to claim what was rightfully mine, even if it meant crossing boundaries that society deemed taboo. With steady hands, I sat down on the couch beside her, my eyes never leaving her exposed form.

Leah stirred slightly at my presence, but her exhaustion kept her in a deep slumber. I reached out, gently caressing her thigh, and felt the warmth of her skin. My fingers traced the path of her silken skin, upward, towards the center of her pleasure. As I touched her, I could feel the wetness, the evidence of her arousal, still lingering from her tryst..

Without hesitation, I began to undress, shedding my clothes with purpose. I wanted her to see me, to witness my desire for her. My heart raced as I exposed myself, my manhood throbbing with anticipation. Leah’s eyes fluttered open, and for a moment, I feared she would protest. But to my delight, a mischievous glint appeared in her eyes, and she seemed to understand my intentions.

“Uncle Scott,” she whispered, her voice hoarse from passion. “What are you doing?”

I leaned in close, my breath mingling with hers. “Shh…just relax, baby. Let me take care of you.”

She offered no resistance as I continued to explore her body. My fingers delved deeper, parting her delicate folds, revealing the essence of her femininity. I could see her nipples hardening against the fabric of her shirt, a clear indication of her growing excitement. With gentle strokes, I teased her sensitive bud, eliciting soft moans from her lips.

Leah’s hands found their way to my hair, her fingers entwining in the strands as I pleasured her. I took her breathy moans as encouragement and increased the pace, using my tongue to swirl and flick against her sensitive flesh. Her hips began to move in rhythm with my tongue, a silent plea for more.

As her pleasure intensified, I positioned myself between her thighs, my manhood throbbing with need. I guided myself to her entrance, feeling the warmth and wetness envelop me. With one swift thrust, I entered her, claiming her as my own. Leah gasped, her eyes widening at the sensation, but she did not protest. Instead, she wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me closer.

I began to move, slowly at first, savoring the tightness of her body around me. Her nails dug into my back, leaving marks of passion as she clung to me. I leaned down, capturing her lips in a hungry kiss, tasting the sweetness of her mouth. Our tongues danced, mirroring the rhythm of our bodies, as we surrendered to the raw, primal desire that consumed us.

The couch creaked beneath us, a silent witness to our forbidden union. I thrust deeper, harder, feeling her walls clench around me with each stroke. Leah’s breath came in short gasps, her eyes locked with mine, reflecting the intensity of our connection. I wanted to lose myself in her, to forget the boundaries of our relationship, and embrace the raw, unadulterated pleasure we shared.

As our passion reached its pinnacle, Leah’s body tensed, her nails digging deeper into my flesh. Her release washed over her, causing her to cry out my name, a sound that fueled my own climax. I thrust one final time, feeling the waves of pleasure ripple through me, as I surrendered to the ecstasy.

In the aftermath of our passionate encounter, we lay entangled on the couch, our bodies glistening with sweat. Leah’s eyes sparkled with a mixture of satisfaction and curiosity, as if she were processing the intensity of what had just transpired. I brushed a stray lock of hair from her face, my fingers lingering on her soft skin.

“Uncle Scott,” she whispered, her voice laced with sleep.

“Shhh, go back to sleep, my sweet,” I whispered as I kissed the top of her forehead.
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“Aunt Nicole, can you come in here?” I hear from the second floor of the cabin. My nephews Austin and Sean it sounded like. I was still soaking wet from swimming in the lake but the towel wrapped around me would dry me in no time. That and this crazy heat would do it.

As I entered their bedroom, seeking their assistance with a minor task, I noticed a mischievous glint in their eyes. Sean, with his unruly curls and a devilish smile, and Austin, his blue eyes sparkling with mischief, stood before me, blocking the exit. Their youthful energy filled the room, and I sensed something was amiss.

“We’ve been waiting for you, Aunt Nicole,” Sean purred, his voice low and seductive. His words sent a shiver down my spine, and I felt a sudden awareness of my body, the dampness between my thighs betraying my growing desire.

Before I could respond, Austin moved swiftly, locking the door behind me. My heart raced as I realized I was now trapped in a room with these two young men, their intentions becoming increasingly clear.

“What are you boys up to?” I asked, my voice laced with a mixture of apprehension and anticipation.

“We thought we’d give you a little taste of what we’ve been learning lately,” Austin replied, his voice deep and husky.

My curiosity piqued, I felt a flutter in my stomach, a mixture of nervousness and excitement. I had always been a confident woman, but the thought of being at the mercy of these two handsome young men both thrilled and terrified me.

Without warning, they pounced, their strong hands reaching for my cover-up. I let out a startled gasp as they tore it from my body, leaving me standing before them in nothing but my skimpy bikini. The cool air-conditioned breeze caressed my exposed skin, causing my nipples to harden in response.

“You look delicious, Aunt Nicole,” Sean murmured, his eyes roaming over my body with unapologetic hunger.

I felt exposed, vulnerable, yet a surge of power coursed through me as I witnessed the desire reflected in their eyes. These young men, barely out of their teens, were captivated by my mature beauty, and I intended to use that to my advantage.

“You boys have some nerve,” I said, my voice steady despite the tremor in my body. “But if you want to play, I can show you a thing or two.”

With that, I took charge, pushing Sean onto the bed and straddling his waist. His eyes widened in surprise, but he didn’t resist as I leaned down, my long hair cascading around us, creating an intimate cocoon.

I captured his lips in a searing kiss, my tongue dancing with his, tasting the sweetness of youth. His hands gripped my hips, pulling me closer, as if he couldn’t get enough of my touch. I broke the kiss, leaving him breathless, and turned my attention to his neck, nipping and sucking gently, marking him as my own.

Meanwhile, Austin, not to be left out, positioned himself behind me, his hands roaming freely over my body. He cupped my breasts, his thumbs teasing my nipples through the thin fabric of my bikini top. I moaned softly, the sensation of his touch sending waves of pleasure through my body.

“That’s it, Aunt Nicole,” Austin whispered, his warm breath on my neck sending shivers down my spine. “Let us take care of you.”

I felt Sean’s hands slide down my body, his fingers deftly untying the strings of my bikini bottom. With a gentle tug, he freed me from the flimsy fabric, leaving me completely exposed. I reveled in the freedom, the vulnerability, and the raw desire that danced in their eyes.

Austin’s hands replaced Sean’s, his fingers exploring the wetness between my thighs. He teased my clitoris, sending sparks of pleasure through my body, while Sean’s fingers found their way to my entrance, stroking and circling, preparing me for what was to come.

“Please,” I whispered, my voice hoarse with need. “I want you both.”

As if on cue, they obliged. Sean positioned himself between my legs, his hard length pressing against my entrance. With one swift thrust, he filled me, his youthful vigor taking my breath away. I cried out, my body welcoming the invasion, the pleasure-pain of his penetration sending me soaring.

At the same time, Austin, ever eager, positioned himself in front of me, his eyes locking with mine as he guided his erection towards my lips. I opened willingly, taking him into my mouth, savoring the taste of him, the saltiness of his skin, and the sweetness of his essence.

We moved in a rhythmic dance, Sean thrusting into me with abandon, his youthful energy driving him to new heights of passion. Austin, in turn, thrust into my mouth, his hands buried in my hair, guiding my movements. I reveled in the sensations, the taste of Austin on my tongue, the feel of Sean deep within me, and the sound of their grunts and moans filling the room.

The pleasure built, a crescendo of sensations, as Sean’s fingers found my clitoris, his touch sending me spiraling towards the edge. I tightened around him, my body convulsing as the orgasm ripped through me. I cried out, my voice muffled by Austin’s shaft, as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me.

But they weren’t done with me yet. As my body trembled in the aftermath of my climax, Austin withdrew from my mouth, a glint of determination in his eyes. He reached for a bottle of lube, his intentions clear.

“Oh, boys, what have you planned now?” I asked, my voice breathless, my body still quivering.

Sean, still buried deep within me, grinned wickedly. “We thought we’d explore new territories, Aunt Nicole. Something we’ve been dying to try.”

I felt a twinge of nervous excitement as Austin slicked his length with lube, his eyes never leaving mine. He positioned himself behind me, his hands on my hips, guiding me to my hands and knees. I complied, my body still buzzing from the previous encounter, eager for more.

With one hand, Austin spread my cheeks, exposing my most intimate place, while his other hand guided his slick length towards my entrance. I held my breath, anticipation and a hint of trepidation mingling within me.

“Relax, Aunt Nicole,” he whispered, his voice soothing. “Let us show you a new kind of pleasure.”

With a gentle but firm pressure, he pushed into me, breaching my tight entrance. I gasped, my body tensing momentarily before relaxing into the sensation. He filled me slowly, inch by inch, his patience belying his youthful passion.

“You feel incredible,” he murmured, his voice strained as he fought for control.

Sean, still inside me, reached around, his fingers intertwining with mine, providing a sense of comfort and connection. I felt a surge of love for these two young men, their tenderness and passion overwhelming me.

Austin began to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate, his body a contrast of hard muscle and gentle touch. I moaned, the sensation of being filled in this new way, the stretch and fullness, sending ripples of pleasure through my body.

“That’s it, Aunt Nicole,” Sean encouraged, his voice thick with desire. “Take it all.”

I surrendered to the sensations, my body moving in sync with Austin’s rhythm. Sean’s fingers tightened around mine, his breathing becoming more labored as he fought his own battle for control.

As Austin’s pace quickened, his thrusts becoming more urgent, I felt the familiar coil of pleasure deep within me. Sean’s fingers found my clitoris again, his touch sending me soaring once more. I cried out, my body convulsing around them, my orgasm claiming me as I surrendered to the overwhelming sensations.
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I stepped out onto the porch, seeking a moment of solitude amidst the bustling household. It was a warm summer evening, and the air was heavy with the scent of blooming flowers. As I breathed in the fragrant breeze, I noticed a tense atmosphere engulfing the usually serene porch. My grandparents were seated in the corner, their voices raised in a heated argument.

I approached them cautiously, sensing the electric tension between them. “Is everything alright?” I asked, my voice cutting through the charged silence. Grandma’s eyes widened at my sudden appearance, and she quickly composed herself, offering me a warm smile. I hope they weren’t arguing over what happened today. I’d hate for this to cause a wedge between us, especially since it would be the two of them on the outside.

“Everything is fine, dear,” she assured me, her voice smooth as velvet.

I glanced at Grandpa. His steely gaze remained fixed on Grandma, his jaw clenched tightly. “Your grandmother and I were just discussing what happened today. We were talking about why we hadn’t done this sooner and it became more heated than it really was,” he reassured me.

He was silent for a few minutes. “I missed out on seeing my grandson in action.”

My heart skipped a beat at his words. I had been caught up in a passionate tryst with Grandma earlier that day, and it seemed Grandpa had been left out of the equation. I couldn’t help but feel a twinge of guilt, knowing how much he enjoyed our little performances.

“I’m sorry, Grandpa,” I said, my voice laced with sincerity. “I can always give a repeat performance. I’m sure it’ll be even better this time.”

A mischievous glint appeared in Grandpa’s eyes, and he leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees. “Only if I’m involved this time,” he said, his tone leaving no room for negotiation. “I want to feel that young, hard body of yours against mine.”

I felt a rush of excitement at his proposition. The thought of being intimate with both my grandparents simultaneously was thrilling and taboo. Grandma’s eyes sparkled with anticipation, and she nodded, her lips curving into a seductive smile.

“Of course, George,” she purred, her voice dripping with desire. “I think that’s an excellent idea. Noah, why don’t you come over here and show us what you’ve got?”

I didn’t need to be asked twice. I strode towards them, my heart pounding with anticipation. Grandma’s eyes followed my every move, her gaze lingering on my toned physique. I could see the hunger in her eyes, and it only fueled my own desire.

As I reached them, Grandma stood up, her robe falling open, revealing her naked body. Her full breasts swayed with her movements, nipples hardening in the evening breeze. I couldn’t resist reaching out and cupping their softness, feeling their weight in my palms. She sighed, her head tilting back, as I teased her sensitive peaks.

Grandpa rose from his seat, his eyes never leaving our intimate embrace. He moved behind Grandma, his hands roaming over her curves, caressing her waist and hips. I felt his breath on my neck, hot and heavy, as he whispered in my ear, “Take her, Noah. Show me what you’ve got.”

I didn’t need any further encouragement. I turned Grandma around, pressing her against the porch railing. Her eyes blazed with passion as I lifted her onto the railing, spreading her legs wide. Her wetness glistened in the fading light, inviting me to enter her.

I positioned myself at her entrance, my throbbing cock aching to be inside her. With one swift thrust, I impaled her, filling her completely. She gasped, her nails digging into my shoulders as I began to move, my hips thrusting in a steady rhythm.

“Oh, Noah,” she moaned, her voice laced with pleasure. “Yes, just like that. Fuck me, my sweet boy.”

I pounded into her, my cock sliding in and out of her tight sheath. Her pussy clenched around me, milking my shaft as I fucked her with abandon. Grandpa stood behind me, his hands on my hips, guiding my movements, his breath hot on my neck.

“That’s it, boy,” he grunted. “Show me how you fuck. Make her scream for more.”

His words spurred me on, and I increased my pace, my balls slapping against Grandma’s ass with each powerful thrust. She was panting, her eyes rolling back in ecstasy, as I drove into her relentlessly.

Just as I felt my orgasm building, a quiet voice interrupted our passionate tryst. “Excuse me, I hate to interrupt, but can I join in?”

I turned my head to see Aunt April standing in the doorway of the porch, a grin on her face. She’s wearing a simple t-shirt and shorts and I can see her hard nipples poking through the fabric of her shirt. Fuck me.

Grandma, still strangling my cock, let out a throaty laugh. “Of course, darling. The more, the merrier. Come and join us.”
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“April, you little vixen,” Daddy growled, his voice deep and gravelly. “You want to put on a show, don’t you?”

I nodded eagerly, my blonde locks cascading down my shoulders. 

With that, he lowered me onto his waiting mouth. My breath caught in my throat as his warm, wet tongue flicked across my sensitive clit. He held me firmly, his strong hands gripping my ample thighs, spreading me wide open for his pleasure. I was at his mercy, and I loved every second of it.

Daddy’s tongue danced and swirled, teasing my folds before plunging deep inside my dripping wetness. I gasped, my fingers gripping his shoulders as he licked and sucked with fervor. His beard tickled my inner thighs, adding a delightful sensation to his expert oral skills. I arched my back, pushing my hips down to meet his mouth, urging him to devour me.

“Oh, Daddy, yes! Right there!” I cried out, my voice hoarse with desire.

He responded by sucking my clit into his mouth, his lips forming a tight seal around it. His tongue flicked and swirled, sending waves of pleasure coursing through my body. I could feel my orgasm building, a delicious tension coiling in my core. I wanted to hold back, to prolong this exquisite torture, but Daddy was relentless.

His fingers joined the dance, sliding effortlessly into my soaking wet pussy. He curled them, searching for my sweet spot, and found it with ease. He pumped his fingers in and out, his thumb rubbing my clit in perfect rhythm. I was putty in his hands, my body trembling as he brought me closer and closer to the edge.

“I’m cumming, Daddy! Oh God, I’m cumming!” I screamed, my voice echoing in the room.

My orgasm hit me like a tidal wave, crashing over me with intense pleasure. My body convulsed, my pussy clenching around his fingers as I rode out the waves of ecstasy. Grandpa didn’t let up, continuing to lick and suck, drawing out every last drop of pleasure. I slumped against him, my breath coming in ragged gasps.

But he wasn’t done with me yet. With a growl, he stood up, still holding me in his arms. He positioned me above his rock-hard cock, the tip already glistening with pre-cum. I looked down, my eyes locking with his as he guided me onto his throbbing length.

“Ride me, baby girl,” he commanded, his voice hoarse with need.

I obliged, lowering myself onto his shaft, inch by delicious inch. I was so wet from his oral attention that he slid inside with ease, filling me completely. I bit my lip to stifle a moan, my eyes fluttering shut as I savored the sensation of being impaled on his thick rod.

His hands gripped my hips, guiding my movements as I began to ride him. I lifted myself up, then sank back down, taking him deep within me. I set a slow, sensual pace, wanting to prolong this moment. I could feel his eyes on me, burning with desire, as he watched his stepdaughter take control.

“That’s it, April. Show me how much you want it,” he grunted, his breath hot against my neck.

I leaned forward, my hands resting on his broad shoulders, and began to move faster. My breasts bounced with each thrust, my nipples hardening against the cool air. I could see Noah and Mom out of the corner of my eye, their passion reignited as they watched us. The thought of being on display only heightened my arousal.

“Fuck, you feel so good, April,” Daddy groaned. “Your pussy is like a vice around my cock.”

His words spurred me on, and I rode him with abandon. I wanted to please him, to show him that I was no innocent girl, but a woman who knew exactly what she wanted. I threw my head back, my blonde hair flying, as I picked up the pace, my hips rolling in a primal rhythm.

His hands moved to my breasts, cupping their fullness and squeezing gently. His thumbs brushed over my nipples, sending jolts of pleasure through my body. I cried out, my voice mingling with the sounds of pleasure coming from Noah and Grandma. The room was filled with the symphony of our lust.

“That’s it, April. Cum for me again,” Daddy urged, his voice thick with desire.

I felt my orgasm building once more, a familiar tightening in my core. I threw my head back and cried out as my body convulsed around his cock. Grandpa’s hands gripped my hips, holding me in place as he thrust upwards, meeting my descent with powerful strokes.

“Oh, fuck! I’m cumming too!” he roared, his body tensing beneath me.

I felt his cock twitch and throb inside me, and a hot rush of his release filled me to the brim. He pumped his seed deep within my willing body, his eyes locked with mine, as if claiming me as his own. I collapsed onto his chest, our hearts pounding in unison, our sweat-slicked bodies glistening in the dim light.

We lay there, breathless, as Noah and Grandma finished their own passionate encounter. I could feel Grandpa’s heart racing against my chest, and I’m so glad I came out here to join them.







  Thank you!



Thank you so much for reading my book!




If you’re interested, I write other stories - mainly short and steamy books:


	My books on Eden Books

	My books on Smashwords







Join my Facebook group here:

https://www.facebook.com/share/g/1FS5tJZbyA/




Or follow me on Instagram!

www.instagram.com/authoravanorris
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