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I dealt the cards, a smirk on my face as I glanced around the table as the men in our family played our annual poker game. We usually played for some wild prizes, but tonight there was an unspoken tension in the air, a hint of something more than just friendly competition.

The game had been going on for about an hour, and the usual banter had taken a slightly raunchier turn after the events of the past few days.

Across from me sat my nephew, Noah. I had thought he was a good looking guy for a couple of years now but with us being related, there was no way anything could happen between us. Especially since I wasn’t sure he even liked men. This reunion had changed my mind about all of it.

I won the next hand, and the pot was substantial. The others looked at me expectantly, waiting for my demand. I leaned back in my chair, my eyes locking with Noah’s.

“I think it’s time we upped the ante,” I said, my voice low and gravelly. “Noah, I believe you owe me something.”

Noah’s eyes widened, and a flush crept up his neck. He knew what I was getting at, and the realization made him squirm in his seat. The others at the table chuckled, sensing the direction this was heading. This time last year Noah had been in some trouble and instead of calling his dad, he called me. I was more than happy to help out but it’s about time he paid me back.

“What do you want, Uncle Anthony?” Noah grinned.

I rose from my seat, my tall, muscular frame looming over the table like a shadow cast by a towering statue. With deliberate slowness, I began to circle the table, my gaze locked onto Noah’s with unwavering intensity. His eyes betrayed a tumultuous mix of fear and excitement, emotions warring for dominance within him.

“I want you to show me just how grateful you are for that time I bailed you out,” I declared, my voice rich with suggestion, dripping like honey with unspoken promises. “I want you to get on your knees and prove your appreciation.”

The room plunged into a tense silence, the weight of my words settling heavily in the air. Noah’s eyes flickered around the room, desperately seeking an escape route that simply didn’t exist. The other men, seated around us, wore broad grins, their expressions gleefully encouraging the unfolding drama. I could see the spark of desire flickering in their eyes, and I wondered why it had taken us so long to reach this moment.

“Come on, brat,” I commanded, my voice a low rumble, edged with authority. “Don’t make me ask again. Get down there and show me what you’re made of.”

Noah’s hands quivered like autumn leaves as he slowly pushed his chair back, the legs scraping against the worn wooden floor. He descended to his knees, his eyes locked onto mine, a storm of emotions swirling within their depths. I could see the battle raging within him, the tug-of-war between his ingrained submissiveness and the forbidden nature of my demand.

I leisurely unbuttoned my shirt, revealing my broad, hairy chest, a thicket of dark curls sprawling across it. I wanted him to see the landscape of my body, to understand the terrain he was about to explore. I took a step closer, my erection straining against the rough denim of my jeans, telegraphing my intentions with blatant clarity.

“That’s it, Noah,” I whispered, my breath hot and humid against the shell of his ear. “You know you want to. Take it in your hands and show me how much you’ve learned from your old uncle.” I could feel his sharp intake of breath, the shiver of anticipation that ran through him.

With trembling fingers, Noah reached for my belt, his touch hesitant and gentle at first, as if testing the waters. But as he deftly undid the buckle and carefully slid my jeans down over my hips, a newfound confidence began to illuminate his actions. He unveiled my thick, throbbing dick, already glistening with pre-cum, like the sheen of morning dew on a blade of grass.

A low, involuntary groan escaped my lips, reverberating through the air, as my hands instinctively gripped the back of his head with a firm yet tender hold. His warm breath danced over the sensitive tip of my shaft, sending exhilarating shivers cascading down my spine like ripples in a still pond.

Noah’s lips were full and firm, his mouth a warm, inviting haven. He pulled me in with an eagerness that was both surprising and intensely arousing. He started with gentle suction, his tongue a velvety caress as it swirled around the sensitive head, drawing a low, guttural moan from deep within me. I could sense his initial hesitation, like a fickle morning fog, dissipating with each confident stroke of his mouth.

“That’s it,” I rasped, my voice thick and hoarse with desire. “Take it deep, show me the depths of your throat.”

Noah obliged, his eyes glistening with unshed tears as he relaxed his throat, taking me in completely. I held his head still, my dick buried deep within his throat, and reveled in the exquisite sensation of his warm, wet mouth enveloping me entirely. I could feel his nose pressed against my pubic hair, his breath coming in short, sharp gasps, the very essence of his being focused on this single, intimate act. The world around us faded, leaving only the raw, primal connection between us.

The other men looked on as if entranced, their hands going to the crotch and their eyes wide with desire, as I utilized my nephew’s mouth for my own gratification. I could feel their envy radiating like heat, but this was my reward, my trophy, and I was determined to indulge in it to the fullest. I began to move my hips, each thrust deliberate and languid, sinking into the wet heat of his mouth. Each slow thrust was deliberate and intimate, and I could feel the power of my lust for him.

Noah choked slightly as I reached the depths of his throat, but he did not retreat. Instead, he eased into the act. His hands, warm and firm, clung to my thighs, a silent testament to his submission. I felt the tightness of his throat enveloping my shaft, the constriction massaging me with every deliberate stroke.

“You’re doing so well, boy,” I murmured, my voice hoarse and heavy with desire. “But I crave more. I want to feel that tight, hidden entrance of yours.”

I withdrew from his mouth, my dick slick and shining with his saliva. Noah gazed up at me, his eyes glassy and dark with longing. Without uttering a word, he rose and turned, offering his slim, naked body to me. His smooth, pale skin was flushed with arousal, begging to be touched.

I didn’t hesitate, positioning myself behind him. I ran my hands over his firm, rounded ass, the skin soft and supple beneath my touch. I spread his cheeks, revealing his pink, puckered hole, a secret treasure waiting to be claimed.

“Has anyone had you here before?” I gruffly asked as he nodded. Good. While I would’ve loved to pop his cherry, I was too desperate for him to want to do that right now. 

Noah let out a soft moan as I pushed inside, inch by inch. His body was tight and warm, and I had to fight the urge to pound into him. I wanted to savor this moment, to make it last.

“You like that, don’t you, boy?” I whispered, my lips brushing his ear. “You like having your uncle’s dick inside you.”

I reached for the lube that I had seen earlier from one of the kitchen drawers, the cool bottle a stark contrast to the heat radiating from our bodies. I squeezed a generous amount onto my fingers, the gel-like texture glimmering under the dim light of the room. Noah tensed slightly as I circled his tight hole with my lubricated fingers, the touch sending a shiver down his spine.

“You’re going to take me so well,” I murmured, my voice low and husky with anticipation. I massaged the lube into his entrance, feeling the muscle relax under my touch. With each gentle probe, his breathing deepened, his surrender palpable.

I coated my dick with the remaining lube, the smooth texture enhancing the sensitivity as I pressed against his prepared hole.

Noah nodded, his breath coming in short, sharp pants. I began to move, slowly at first, but soon picking up the pace. I thrust into him, my balls slapping against his cheeks with each stroke.

The sound of flesh slapping against flesh filled the room, mingling with our heavy breathing and the occasional moan. I reached around, grabbing his hard dick and stroking it in time with my thrusts.

“Oh fuck, Uncle Anthony,” Noah gasped, his voice hoarse. “I’m gonna cum, I’m gonna…”

His words dissolved into a gasp as his body tensed, muscles taunt and gleaming with a sheen of sweat. He erupted, his release pulsing hot and thick over my hand and onto the smooth plane of his stomach. His body responded instinctively, ass clenching tight around my dick, rhythmically milking me, drawing me closer to the edge. I could feel the pressure building, the intensity becoming almost unbearable.

With a final, desperate thrust, I buried myself to the hilt inside him, a primal, guttural groan tearing from my throat as I surrendered, my release exploding deep within his trembling body. I held him close, hands gripping the lean, supple curves of his hips, our bodies slick and feverish as we rode out the storm, swallowed by the crashing waves of our shared climax.

As we caught our breath, the others at the table applauded and cheered, their eyes hungry for more. But I knew this was just the beginning. The night was still young, and I had a feeling that this game of poker would lead to even more intense and forbidden pleasures.

I pulled out of Noah’s spent body, my dick slick with our combined juices. I looked down at him, his eyes heavy-lidded and his lips swollen from my use.

Eventually the cards were dealt again, this time I didn’t care to win as I was spent and couldn’t get hard even if I wanted to. Give me an hour and I’d be good.








  
  
  Austin

  
  
    
    chapter-seperator
    
        
            
        
    

  




I sat at the poker table, my heart still racing from the intense scene I had just witnessed. The image of Uncle Anthony’s muscular body pounding into Noah’s tight ass was seared into my mind, and I couldn’t shake the feeling of arousal that had been building inside me. The game continued, but my focus was elsewhere, my eyes constantly drifting towards Uncle Scott, who was sitting across from me, a smug grin on his face.

Now, as the cards were dealt for the next round, I couldn’t help but feel a mix of anticipation and nervousness. I had never been with a man before, but the thought of being at the mercy of these guys was both thrilling and terrifying. I glanced around the table, noticing the bulges in their pants, each one a testament to the desire that was hanging thick in the air.

The game progressed, before I knew it, it was down to just me and Uncle Scott. The tension was palpable, and I could feel my breath quickening.

I drew a pair of queens, a decent hand, but I knew Uncle Scott was a skilled player. He had a reputation for being a shark at the table, always ready to take advantage of any weakness. As I studied his face, I saw a glint in his eye that sent a shiver down my spine. He was up to something, and I had a feeling it involved more than just cards.

Uncle Scott revealed his hand, a full house, and a victorious smile spread across his face. He had won, and I knew my fate was sealed. The others cheered, their eyes gleaming with anticipation, knowing that I was about to become the center of attention in a whole new way.

“Well, Austin,” Uncle Scott said, his voice dripping with satisfaction. “Looks like you’re mine.”

My face flushed, and I could feel my cheeks burning. I had never been so exposed, so vulnerable in front of my friends. But there was no turning back now.

“What do you want me to do?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Uncle Scott leaned back in his chair, his eyes never leaving mine. “I think you know what I want,” he said, his tone laced with desire. “I want that sweet ass of yours.”

A collective groan filled the room, followed by hoots and hollers of encouragement. I felt my face grow even hotter, but deep down, I was intrigued. The thought of Uncle Scott taking me, claiming my body, sent a rush of pleasure through my veins.

“On your knees,” Uncle Scott commanded, his voice firm.

I hesitated for a moment, my mind racing with uncertainty, but the hunger in Uncle Scott’s eyes was too much to resist. Slowly, I got down on my knees, my hands trembling slightly. The other guys gathered around, forming a circle, their dicks straining against their pants.

Uncle Scott rose, unhurrying, and unbuckled his belt, his movements slow and deliberate, like a predator confident in his kill. He pushed his jeans down, revealing his thick, erect dick, already slick with a bead of pre-cum that glistened like a jewel in the dim light. My mouth flooded at the sight, and I couldn’t help but run my tongue across my lips, anticipation throbbing through me like a second heartbeat.

“Suck it,” he commanded, his voice a low growl, as he tangled his fingers in my hair, guiding me towards his throbbing shaft. I parted my lips, taking him in, feeling the pulsing heat and silken steel of his dick against my tongue. I had never taken a man this deeply before, but I was consumed by a desperate desire to please him, to feel him lose control because of me.

I began to bob my head, taking him deeper with each descent, my throat relaxing to welcome his size. Uncle Scott’s hands tightened in my hair, a delicious burn spreading across my scalp as he controlled the pace, his hips thrusting forward, claiming my mouth with primal urgency. The room echoed with the wet, slapping sounds of my mouth sliding up and down his shaft, a lewd symphony accompanied by the moans and groans of the men around me.

From the corners of my eyes, I could see their hands moving frantically, stroking their own dicks, their eyes locked on us. It was a hedonistic tableau, a writhing tapestry of lust and desire, and I was the centerpiece, the catalyst for this carnal display. But I was too lost in the moment, too consumed by Uncle Scott’s taste, his scent, his sounds, to care about anything else.

Uncle Scott’s breathing became more labored, his chest heaving like a beast after a long hunt. I could sense his climax nearing, his primal instincts taking over. He withdrew from my mouth, his manhood slick and shining with my saliva, a string of it stretching between my lips and his tip like a silvery, obscene spiderweb. “Not yet,” he growled, his voice a low, guttural rumble, like the prelude to a thunderstorm. He pushed me back gently, his hands rough and calloused against my smooth skin, sending a shiver down my spine. “I want to claim that ass first.”

A dicktail of relief and disappointment washed over me like a cold drink on a hot day, as I crawled onto the table, positioning myself on all fours. The table’s wooden surface was cool and hard against my knees and palms, grounding me in the reality of what was about to happen. Uncle Scott reached for a bottle of lube from the nearby shelf, his muscles rippling under his taut skin like a panther ready to pounce. He coated his fingers generously, the lube glistening like liquid diamonds under the harsh lighting.

He rubbed the lube onto my exposed hole, his fingers circling it lightly, teasingly, making me squirm with anticipation. It was like a dance, a mating ritual, a promise of what was to come. My body trembled, my nerves tingling, my senses heightened. I could smell the musky scent of our arousal, hear the slick sound of his fingers, feel the cool air against my damp skin.

“Please,” I begged, my voice hoarse and raw from the earlier throat-fucking, like a desert wanderer crying out for water. “Just fuck me already.” My words hung in the air, a desperate plea, a surrender to my primal needs.

He pressed a single finger inside me, the intrusion slow and deliberate, as if savoring the tightness that gripped him. I gasped, the sound sharp and raw, as he worked me open with practiced precision. His touch was gentle, almost tender, yet firm enough to remind me who was in control. With each careful stroke, he stretched me, his finger curling slightly to tease the sensitive spots that made me shiver.

“Patience,” he murmured, his voice low and smooth, like velvet against my raw nerves. “I want you ready for me.”

I nodded, though my body betrayed me, pushing back against his hand. He chuckled, a deep, resonant sound, and added another finger, the stretch burning in a way that was both pleasure and pain. His fingers moved in a slow, rhythmic dance, coaxing my body to relax, to open for him. The lube glistened on his hand, catching the light as he worked me, and I could feel it dripping down my thighs, slick and cool against my overheated skin.

“More,” I breathed, my voice barely audible over the pounding of my heart. “Please, Uncle Scott, more.”

He obliged, adding a third finger, the stretch this time sharper, more insistent. I whimpered, my hands clawing at the table as my body adjusted to the invasion. His fingers twisted and scissored, opening me wider, preparing me for what was to come. The room was thick with the scent of sweat and lube, the air heavy with anticipation.

Finally, he withdrew his fingers, and I felt a pang of loss, a hollow emptiness that I knew he would soon fill. He stood, his hands gripping my hips, his fingers digging into my flesh as he positioned himself behind me.

“Easy,” he whispered, his voice a soothing balm against my frayed nerves. “I’ve got you.”

He pushed forward, his dick inching into me with the same deliberate slowness as his fingers. The stretch was immense, a pressure that bordered on pain but never quite crossed into it. I felt every inch of him, the ridges and veins of his dick dragging against my walls, sending sparks of pleasure through me. My body trembled, my hands white-knuckled against the table as I struggled to breathe, to process the overwhelming sensations.

“Almost there,” he murmured, his voice tight with restraint. “Just a little more.”

And then, with one final push, he was fully inside me, his hips flush against my ass. I felt a wave of dizziness wash over me, the world narrowing to the sensation of him filling me, stretching me, completing me. He paused, giving me a moment to adjust, his hands stroking my back in soft, reassuring touches.

“Okay?” he asked, his voice rough with desire.

I nodded, my throat too dry to speak. He pulled back slowly, the friction sending shivers down my spine, before thrusting forward again, setting a steady, relentless rhythm. Each stroke was a reminder of his strength, his control, and yet, there was a gentleness in the way he moved, a care that belied the raw power of his body.

The table creaked under the force of his thrusts, the sound echoing through the room like a primal beat. I felt myself being pulled toward the edge, the pleasure building in a slow, inevitable climb. Uncle Scott’s hands tightened on my hips, his fingers leaving marks that would linger long after this was over. His breath came in sharp pants, his chest pressing against my back as he leaned forward, his lips brushing against my ear.

“Look at this good boy taking my dick like a pro,” her groaned as he continued to thrust into me, hitting that sweet spot almost every time.

The table shook with the force of his pounding, and I could hear the guys around me grunting and moaning, their hands working feverishly on their dicks.

Uncle Scott’s hands gripped my hips tightly, leaving red marks on my skin as he slammed into me with increasing intensity. I could feel his balls slapping against my ass, and the sound of our flesh colliding filled the room. I was lost in a haze of pleasure, my body on fire, every nerve ending screaming for release.

“Oh fuck, I’m close,” Uncle Scott grunted, his breath hot on my neck.

I could feel his dick throbbing inside me, and I knew he was about to find his release. The thought of him cumming deep inside my ass sent me over the edge. I came without touching myself, my cum shooting onto the table, mixing with the lube and Uncle Scott’s pre-cum.

Uncle Scott’s body tensed, and with a final powerful thrust, he emptied himself into me, filling my hole with his hot seed. He collapsed onto my back, his chest heaving, as he struggled to catch his breath.

The room was silent for a moment, except for our heavy breathing and the occasional moan as the guys continued to stroke themselves. Then, as if on cue, they erupted in a chorus of cheers and applause, celebrating the intense sexual display they had just witnessed.

I lay there, my body still trembling, as Uncle Scott slowly withdrew from me, his spent dick glistening with our combined juices. He gave me a satisfied smile and patted my ass gently.

“I can’t wait to do this again,” he winked at me as he sat down at the table again.
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I swear this was the best fucking family reunion I’ve ever been to. It was shocking to see our kids fucking for maybe a few seconds but then when I thought about it, it was a good thing especially since I could fuck my daughter and nieces who were all hot young women. My son and nephews weren’t so bad either. After getting mom and dad involved, though, made my dick extra hard. I couldn’t wait to fuck my own mother though. And maybe even have dad dominate me into sucking his dick.

As the cards were dealt, I noticed Ethan’s gaze fixed on my hands, his eyes tracing the veins on my forearms. I felt a stirring in my loins, knowing that my son found me desirable. Tyler, on the other hand, seemed more focused on the game, his competitive nature on full display. Little did he know, I had a strategy of my own, one that involved more than just cards.

The game progressed, and with each round, the stakes rose until it was just me and my sons left in the game. I played my cards close to my chest, biding my time. Ethan’s breath quickened as he leaned forward, his eyes darting between the table and my body. I caught Tyler’s gaze, and for a moment, I saw a flash of desire in his eyes before he quickly looked away. I knew then that my plan was about to come to fruition.

“All in,” I declared, pushing my stack of chips to the center of the table. Ethan’s eyes widened, and I saw the hunger in them. Tyler’s jaw clenched, and I could tell he was torn between folding and calling my bluff.

“I’m in,” Ethan said, his voice hoarse with anticipation. He pushed his chips forward, his hands trembling slightly, likely from excitement at the situation. Tyler hesitated, and I knew he was considering the odds.

“What the hell, I’m in too,” Tyler finally said, his voice steady but his eyes giving away his uncertainty.

The cards were revealed, and to my sons’ surprise, I had a winning hand. I couldn’t help but smirk as I saw the disappointment on their faces.

“Well, boys, looks like I won this round,” I said, standing up from the table. “Guess I get whatever I want, eh?”

I instructed Ethan to kiss Tyler, and they complied, their lips meeting in a passionate embrace. I watched as their tongues danced, their hands exploring each other’s bodies. The sight of my sons kissing sent a surge of arousal through me.




Ethan’s eyes widened, pupils dilating with a mix of surprise and anticipation as I issued my command, my voice a low rumble charged with desire, “Now, Etha, I want you to suck Tyler’s dick.” The room seemed to pulsate with a tense, heated energy. Ethan, without a moment’s hesitation, lowered himself to his knees before his brother, his breath hitching as he reached for Tyler’s hardening shaft. His hands, slightly trembling, wrapped around the thick length, the veins pulsating against his fingertips.

Ethan parted his lips, the plump flesh glistening as he enveloped Tyler’s dick, inch by thick inch. Tyler’s moan echoed through the room, a guttural sound ripped from deep within his chest. His hands gripped the edge of the table, knuckles blanching, as Ethan’s skilled mouth worked him, the wet, sucking sounds filling the air.

I watched, my own dick throbbing and straining against the confines of my pants, as Ethan deepthroated Tyler. Ethan’s eyes rolled back, lashes fluttering against his flushed cheeks, as he took his brother fully, his throat convulsing around the thick shaft. Pleasure, raw and primal, was etched into every line of their bodies, a spectacle of sin and desire that sent a surge of lust coursing through my veins.

“That’s enough,” I said, my voice hoarse. “Now, Tyler, it’s your turn to pleasure Ethan.”

Tyler didn’t need to be told twice. He shifted behind Ethan, his palms gliding over the rolling landscape of his brother’s body, tracing the curves of muscles and the valleys of his spine. He pressed his lips to Ethan’s nape, his breath a hot, humid gust against the vulnerable flesh. Then, with a fluid, decisive motion, Tyler rotated Ethan, guiding him onto his hands and knees, presenting him like a supplicant to some primal ritual.

“Oh, fuck, yes,” Ethan groaned, a guttural, visceral sound that clawed its way out of his throat as Tyler’s tongue, wet and warm, traced the sensitive pucker of his entrance. Tyler’s fingers, slick and sure, explored and prodded, preparing Ethan with a tenderness that belied the urgency pulsing through them both. I was transfixed, unable to tear my gaze away from the tableau of my sons, their bodies slick with a sheen of sweat, their moans filling the room.

Tyler positioned himself behind Ethan, his dick poised at the trembling, puckered entrance. With one smooth, powerful thrust, he entered Ethan, claiming him with a primal, almost feral desire. Ethan cried out, his body trembling as Tyler filled him, his muscles tensing and releasing as his body accepted the intrusion. The air was thick with their combined scent, sweat and lust intermingling in the heated atmosphere.

“Fuck, yes, Tyler,” Ethan panted, his voice hoarse with need. “Harder, please. I need more.” His fingers clutched at the sheets, knuckles blanching with the force of his grip.

Tyler’s hands tightened around Ethan’s hips, his fingers digging into the soft flesh as he drove deeper, each thrust more powerful than the last. The sound of their bodies meeting echoed through the room, a raw, unrelenting rhythm that matched the pounding of their hearts. Ethan’s breath came in ragged gasps, his head thrown back as he pushed against Tyler, meeting every stroke with a desperate hunger.

“More,” Ethan pleaded, his voice breaking. “Tyler, oh God, I’m—”

His words cut off as Tyler shifted his angle, hitting a spot that made Ethan’s entire body shudder. A strangled cry tore from his throat, his hands clawing at the sheets as if to anchor himself to the moment. Tyler groaned, the sound low and guttural, his own pleasure spiraling out of control. He leaned forward, his chest pressing against Ethan’s back, and buried his face in the crook of Ethan’s neck.

“You feel so good,” Tyler grated, his lips brushing against Ethan’s skin. “So tight, so perfect. I can’t—”

Tyler positioned himself behind Ethan, his dick poised at the trembling, puckered entrance. With one smooth, powerful thrust, he entered Ethan, claiming him with a primal, almost feral desire. Ethan cried out, his body trembling as Tyler filled him, his muscles tensing and releasing as his body accepted the intrusion. The air was thick with their combined scent, sweat and lust intermingling in the heated atmosphere.

“Fuck, yes, Tyler,” Ethan panted, his voice hoarse with need. “Harder, please. I need more.” His fingers clutched at the sheets, knuckles blanching with the force of his grip.

Tyler’s hands tightened around Ethan’s hips, his fingers digging into the soft flesh as he drove deeper, each thrust more powerful than the last. The sound of their bodies meeting echoed through the room, a raw, unrelenting rhythm that matched the pounding of their hearts. Ethan’s breath came in ragged gasps, his head thrown back as he pushed against Tyler, meeting every stroke with a desperate hunger.

“More,” Ethan pleaded, his voice breaking. “Tyler, oh God, I’m—”

His words cut off as Tyler shifted his angle, hitting a spot that made Ethan’s entire body shudder. A strangled cry tore from his throat, his hands clawing at the sheets as if to anchor himself to the moment. Tyler groaned, the sound low and guttural, his own pleasure spiraling out of control. He leaned forward, his chest pressing against Ethan’s back, and buried his face in the crook of Ethan’s neck.

“You feel so good,” Tyler grated, his lips brushing against Ethan’s skin. “So tight, so perfect. I can’t—”

My body tensed, every muscle taut as my dick stood erect, pulsating with anticipation. I stepped forward, my voice a low, dominant growl, “Now, boys, it’s my turn to join the fun.” The air was thick with sweat and desire, the scent of their arousal igniting my own.

Tyler had stilled his movements, his body glistening with exertion. I moved behind him, my hands gripping his hips firmly, feeling his heated skin beneath my touch. He looked back at me, his eyes not just wild with lust, but ablaze with a primal need that sent a shiver down my spine.

I guided my thick, throbbing dick towards Tyler’s entrance, feeling his body heat with every inch closer. With one powerful, deliberate motion, I pushed into him, his tightness enveloping me in a searing embrace. Tyler gasped, his body trembling as he paused, his muscles clenching and unclenching, adjusting to the sensation of me filling him completely.

Tyler positioned himself behind Ethan, his dick poised at the trembling, puckered entrance. With one smooth, powerful thrust, he entered Ethan, claiming him with a primal, almost feral desire. Ethan cried out, his body trembling as Tyler filled him, his muscles tensing and releasing as his body accepted the intrusion. The air was thick with their combined scent, sweat and lust intermingling in the heated atmosphere.

“Fuck, yes, Tyler,” Ethan panted, his voice hoarse with need. “Harder, please. I need more.” His fingers clutched at the sheets, knuckles blanching with the force of his grip.

Tyler’s hands tightened around Ethan’s hips, his fingers digging into the soft flesh as he drove deeper, each thrust more powerful than the last. The sound of their bodies meeting echoed through the room, a raw, unrelenting rhythm that matched the pounding of their hearts. Ethan’s breath came in ragged gasps, his head thrown back as he pushed against Tyler, meeting every stroke with a desperate hunger.

“More,” Ethan pleaded, his voice breaking. “Tyler, oh God, I’m—”

His words cut off as Tyler shifted his angle, hitting a spot that made Ethan’s entire body shudder. A strangled cry tore from his throat, his hands clawing at the sheets as if to anchor himself to the moment. Tyler groaned, the sound low and guttural, his own pleasure spiraling out of control. He leaned forward, his chest pressing against Ethan’s back, and buried his face in the crook of Ethan’s neck.

“You feel so good,” Tyler grated, his lips brushing against Ethan’s skin. “So tight, so perfect. I can’t—”

My body tensed, every muscle taut as my dick stood erect, pulsating with anticipation. I stepped forward, my voice a low, dominant growl, “Now, boys, it’s my turn to join the fun.” The air was thick with sweat and desire, the scent of their arousal igniting my own.

Tyler had stilled his movements, his body glistening with exertion. I moved behind him, my hands gripping his hips firmly, feeling his heated skin beneath my touch. He looked back at me, his eyes not just wild with lust, but ablaze with a primal need that sent a shiver down my spine.

I guided my thick, throbbing dick towards Tyler’s entrance, feeling his body heat with every inch closer. With one powerful, deliberate motion, I pushed into him, his tightness enveloping me in a searing embrace. Tyler gasped, his body trembling as he paused, his muscles clenching and unclenching, adjusting to the sensation of me filling him completely.

“Oh fuck, yes, Dad!” Tyler gasped, his voice a raw, breathless blend of surprise and carnal pleasure, a symphony of sensation underlined by the slick, rhythmic sounds of skin against skin. I began to move, my dick gliding in and out of Tyler’s tight, velvety heat, each thrust a dance of intimacy and lust. Ethan’s moans filled the air like a heady, erotic melody, his body undulating in sync with our every movement, as if he were a part of our shared rhythm. “Fuck, Dad, yes, keep fucking him,” Ethan chanted, his voice a desperate, hungry plea. “I’m gonna cum, I’m gonna fucking cum!” His body tensed, the muscles in his abdomen tightening as his orgasm built within him.

The intensity in the kitchen reached a fever pitch as our bodies moved in perfect synchronization. Tyler, sandwiched between Ethan and me, was lost in a haze of pleasure, his muscles quivering with each thrust. I could feel him tightening around me, his body responding to the dual stimulation.

“That’s it, son,” I growled, my fingers digging into Tyler’s hips. “Take it all.”

Ethan’s cries grew louder, more frantic. His body arched off the bed, pressing back against Tyler with desperate need. “I can’t… I can’t hold it,” he gasped, his words barely coherent.

Tyler, caught in the middle of our passion, could only moan in response. His movements became erratic, his rhythm faltering as he neared his own climax. I could feel the tension building in his body, coiling tighter with each passing second.

“Let go,” I commanded, my voice rough with desire. “Both of you, cum for me now.”

As if my words were the final push they needed, Ethan cried out first, his body convulsing as his orgasm ripped through him. The sight and sound of his release triggered Tyler’s, and I felt him clench around me, his whole body shuddering as he came with a hoarse shout.

The intensity of their climaxes, the heat of their bodies, and the intoxicating scent of sex pushed me over the edge. With a final, powerful thrust, I buried myself deep inside Tyler, my own orgasm crashing over me in waves of white-hot pleasure.

Holy shit, that was fucking amazing.
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I sat at the head of the kitchen table, my eyes fixated on the scene unfolding before me. The poker game had taken an unexpected turn, with the men stripping and engaging in sexual acts. My cock had hardened at the sight, but I had no desire to join them. At my age, I knew what I liked, and men weren’t it. Not that I hadn’t experimented when I was younger since that’s how I knew it wasn’t for me. Still, my dick was rock hard.

“Sean,” I called out, my voice commanding attention. “I need a favor from you.”

The young man’s eyes widened as he looked up from his cards. He knew what I wanted, and a mixture of surprise and lust flashed across his face.

“Yes, Grandpa?” Sean’s voice was steady, but I could sense his hesitation. I wondered if this would be his first time with a dick in his mouth.

“Come here, boy,” I instructed, patting my lap. “I need some relief, and I know you’re just the one to provide it.”

Without waiting for a response, I unbuckled my belt, freeing my straining erection from the confines of my trousers. The bulge in my boxers was undeniable, and I saw Sean’s eyes dart towards it, his curiosity getting the better of him.

He rose from his chair, his movements hesitant as he approached me. I could see the conflict in his eyes—a mix of embarrassment and arousal. But I knew he wanted this as much as I did.

“Kneel before me,” I commanded, my voice laced with authority.

Sean obeyed, his knees sinking to the floor. He positioned himself between my legs, his face level with my crotch. I reached down and gently guided his head towards my cock, feeling his warm breath on my shaft.

“Take it in your mouth, boy,” I whispered, my voice hoarse with desire.

Sean’s lips parted, and he took me into his mouth, his tongue swirling around the head of my cock. I let out a low groan, my hands gripping the back of his head as he began to suck. His mouth was warm and wet, and he took me deeper with each bob of his head.

I closed my eyes, savoring the sensation of his lips and tongue working in perfect harmony. Sean’s hands roamed over my thighs, his touch gentle yet firm. He knew just how to please me, and I couldn’t help but wonder if he had done this before.

“That’s it, boy,” I encouraged, my voice thick with pleasure. “Suck me like you mean it.”

Sean’s enthusiasm grew with my words, his mouth becoming more aggressive. He took me deeper, his throat constricting around my shaft, sending waves of pleasure through my body. I felt my balls tighten as my orgasm built, and I knew I wouldn’t last much longer.

“I’m close, Sean,” I warned, my breath coming in short gasps. “Take it all, boy.”

With renewed fervor, Sean sucked harder, his mouth working in a frenzy. I felt his hand cup my balls, his fingers gently massaging them as he continued to pleasure me with his mouth. The sensation was overwhelming, and I couldn’t hold back any longer.

“Oh, fuck!” I cried out as my orgasm ripped through me.

Streams of hot cum shot down Sean’s throat, and he swallowed eagerly, milking my cock with his mouth. I held his head in place, riding out the waves of pleasure as my body convulsed with each spasm. It was the most intense release I had experienced in years, and I knew I had Sean to thank for it.

As my breathing slowed, I looked down at Sean, his lips glistening with my cum. He smiled up at me, his eyes sparkling with satisfaction.

“That was incredible, Grandpa,” he whispered, his voice hoarse from the deepthroating.

I couldn’t help but agree. The pleasure he had given me was beyond anything I had imagined. But my night of indulgence was far from over.

“Ethan,” I called out, my voice still raspy from the intense orgasm. “It’s your turn now.”

Ethan, the other grandson, had been watching our encounter with a mixture of shock and arousal. His eyes were glued to Sean’s mouth, still glistening with my release.

“Yes, Grandpa?” Ethan’s voice was steady, but I could sense his eagerness. I’ve heard about him and Tyler so I knew he’d be willing to do this.

“I need you to finish what Sean started,” I instructed, my cock already twitching with anticipation. “Get over here and show me what you can do.”

Ethan didn’t hesitate. He rose from his chair and strode towards me with purpose. His eyes locked with mine, and I saw the determination in them. He knew I was in control, and he was ready to submit to my desires.

I reached down and pulled Sean away from my softening cock, my hand guiding Ethan to take his place. Ethan’s lips descended upon me, his mouth engulfing my sensitive flesh. He sucked gently at first, his tongue tracing the length of my shaft, making me shudder with pleasure.

“Mmm, that’s it, boy,” I moaned, my hands running through his hair. “Take your time and savor it.”

Ethan’s mouth became more insistent, his lips forming a tight seal around my cock. He sucked harder, his head bobbing up and down, taking me deep into his throat. I felt my cock twitch and grow, responding to his skilled mouth.

“You’re a natural, Ethan,” I praised, my voice strained with desire. “Keep going, boy.”

Ethan’s hands joined the action, one gripping the base of my shaft while the other cupped my balls, massaging them gently. His mouth worked in perfect rhythm, his tongue swirling and flicking, driving me wild with pleasure.

“Oh, fuck, yes!” I exclaimed, my hips thrusting upwards, meeting his mouth with each stroke.

Ethan’s eyes sparkled with excitement as he looked up at me, his mouth never leaving my cock. He knew he was doing a good job, and I wanted to reward him for his efforts.

“I want to feel your mouth on my balls, boy,” I instructed, my voice husky. “Suck them like you mean it.”

Ethan complied without hesitation. He released my cock with a pop and trailed kisses down my shaft, his tongue leaving a wet trail. He took one of my balls into his warm mouth, sucking gently, then switching to the other, his tongue teasing and tantalizing.

“Oh, God, yes!” I groaned, my hands gripping the edge of the table. “You’re driving me crazy, Ethan.”

Ethan’s mouth returned to my cock, his lips sliding up and down, his tongue swirling around the head. He combined his oral skills with his hand, stroking my shaft in perfect harmony with his mouth. I felt my orgasm building again, my body tensing with anticipation.

“I’m gonna cum, boy,” I warned, my voice hoarse. “Swallow it all.”

Ethan’s eyes met mine, his expression hungry as he continued to pleasure me. He sucked harder, his mouth working feverishly, determined to drain every drop from me. I felt my balls tighten, and with a final, powerful thrust of my hips, I exploded into his mouth.

Streams of cum shot down his throat, and he swallowed eagerly, milking my cock with his lips and tongue. I held his head in place, my hands trembling as my body shook with the force of my release.

“Fuck, that was incredible,” I breathed, my eyes fluttering open.

Ethan withdrew his mouth, his lips glistening with my cum. He smiled, his eyes filled with satisfaction and a hint of mischief.

“I aim to please, Grandpa,” he said, his voice laced with pride.

I chuckled, feeling a sense of satisfaction and pride. “Well, boys, I think we’ve given the others quite a show.”

As we stood, adjusting our clothing, I could see the other men had been watching our tryst with a mix of surprise and arousal. It was then that we heard a cry from the living room – I knew exactly what that cry was.

Smirking, I left the kitchen to see what was going on and sure enough, what I found didn’t surprise me.
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I sat on the soft couch, my fingers idly swirling the wine in my glass as I listened to the faint sounds of the poker game in the kitchen. The guys had been engrossed in their annual ritual for hours, leaving us women to our own devices.

The living room was dimly lit, creating a cozy atmosphere. The other women were in conversation but I didn’t feel like contributing much since I was exhauster. I was used to regular sex thanks to my relationship with Noah, but this reunion has proved that my whole family, at least the men, were nymphos and I spent more time fucking than anything else. Not that I was complaining.

I smiled to myself, taking a sip of my wine, feeling relaxed and at ease. My gaze drifted around the room, and that’s when I noticed my aunt, April. She was sitting across from me, her long legs crossed, a mischievous smile playing on her lips.

April was a stunning woman, with a body that defied her age. Her auburn hair fell in soft waves, framing her face, and her green eyes sparkled with an unspoken desire. I felt a familiar warmth between my thighs as our eyes met, holding each other’s gaze for a moment longer than necessary.

As the night progressed, the sounds of the poker game grew louder, and the moans and groans of pleasure became more distinct. I couldn’t help but wonder what was happening in there. My curiosity got the better of me, and I shifted in my seat, feeling a sudden rush of wetness between my legs.

I glanced around, ensuring no one was paying attention, and then, with a subtle movement, I slipped my hand into my shorts. My fingers found my already damp panties, and I sighed softly as I began to stroke my sensitive clit. It was a risky move, but the thrill of possibly being caught only heightened my arousal.

As I teased myself, my eyes fluttered closed, and I imagined what it would be like to have April’s skilled hands on my body. Her touch had always been electric, and I craved her attention. Just as I was about to slip a finger inside myself, I felt a gentle hand on my knee. My eyes snapped open to find April kneeling in front of me, her eyes burning with intensity.

“Leah, you naughty girl,” she whispered, her breath hot against my skin. “You look like you need some help with that.”

Before I could respond, she leaned in, her lips capturing mine in a passionate kiss. Her tongue danced with mine, and I tasted the sweetness of her mouth. One of her hands cupped my cheek, while the other slid under my shorts, replacing my own. Her fingers were warm and skillful as they stroked my wetness, sending shivers down my spine.




I moaned into her mouth, my inhibitions melting away. April broke the kiss, leaving me breathless, and began to pull my shorts down my thighs. I lifted my hips to assist her, eager to be completely exposed to her. The cool air on my bare skin made me shiver, but April’s hands quickly replaced the warmth.

“You’re so wet, my dear,” she murmured, her fingers exploring my folds. “I’ve wanted to taste you for so long.”

With that, she lowered her head, her lips finding my throbbing clit. I gasped as her tongue swirled around my sensitive bud, sending sparks of pleasure through my body. April’s mouth was hot and insistent, and she sucked gently, drawing out my arousal. Her fingers continued to work their magic, slipping inside me, curling and stroking my inner walls.

I gripped the couch cushions, my knuckles turning white as I tried to anchor myself against the overwhelming sensations. April’s tongue flicked and teased, driving me closer to the edge. I could feel my orgasm building, a coiling tension in my core.

“Oh, Aunt April,” I panted, my voice hoarse with desire. “I’m going to come.”

She hummed in response, the vibration sending me over the edge. My back arched, and I cried out, my body trembling as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me. April didn’t stop, continuing to lap at my sensitive flesh, drawing out every last drop of pleasure.

As my orgasm subsided, I felt a sense of contentment wash over me. I opened my eyes to find April gazing up at me, her face flushed, and her lips glistening with my essence. I reached down, threading my fingers through her hair, and pulled her up for a kiss. I could taste myself on her tongue, and it only added to the intimacy of the moment.

“Your turn,” I whispered against her lips, my heart still racing.

I guided her to sit on the couch, positioning her legs over the armrest, exposing her to me. Her eyes were dark with desire as she watched me kneel between her thighs. I took my time, running my hands up her smooth legs, enjoying the feel of her soft skin.

With a gentle touch, I hooked my fingers under the waistband of her panties and slowly slid them down, revealing her glistening pussy. April’s breath caught as I leaned in, my long hair cascading around us, creating an intimate curtain.

I kissed her inner thighs, teasing her, feeling her muscles quiver beneath my lips. When I finally reached her core, I blew gently, making her shiver. I planted soft kisses along her slit, taking my time to explore every inch of her.

April’s hands gripped the couch, her fingernails digging into the fabric as I parted her folds with my tongue. I savored her taste, her sweetness exploding on my palate. I flicked my tongue over her clit, earning a sharp gasp from her.

“Leah, please,” she begged, her voice hoarse. “Don’t tease, not anymore.”

I smiled against her wetness, feeling a sense of power in her plea. I sucked her clit into my mouth, swirling my tongue around it, and then released it with a pop. April’s hips bucked, seeking more contact. I obliged, using my fingers to spread her open, exposing her to my relentless tongue.

The room was filled with the sounds of our pleasure—my slurping and sucking, April’s moans and the wet sounds of my mouth on her. I looked up, catching the wide-eyed stares of Emily and Sarah, who were openly watching us. Their expressions were a mix of shock and arousal, and I felt a surge of boldness at being the center of their attention.

I increased my pace, wanting to drive April wild. I inserted two fingers into her, curling them to find her sweet spot. April’s body trembled, her thighs clenching around my head as I sucked and fingered her relentlessly.

“I’m close,” she whispered, her voice strained. “Oh, Leah, don’t stop.”

I redoubled my efforts, my tongue working in tandem with my fingers. April’s orgasm built, and I could feel her muscles clenching around my fingers. With one final flick of my tongue, she cried out, her body arching off the couch, her juices flooding my mouth.

I savored her taste, swallowing her essence, and then slowly withdrew, leaving her breathless and sated. I sat back on my heels, my heart pounding, and looked up to find Emily and Sarah still watching, their eyes glittering with unspoken questions.

April reached for me, pulling me into a tight embrace. I could feel her heart racing against mine. As we sat there, catching our breath, I knew I wanted to do this again. Not just with Aunt April, but maybe even my own mother.
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Sitting on the couch, I watched as my own mother had sex with my cousin. It was some of the hottest things I had ever witnessed. I think the only thing that would top this was to watch the scenes unfolding in the kitchen. But the men needed their alone time just as we needed ours. I needed more wine for this and got up to get another glass.

As Leah and Mom’s hands roamed over each other’s bodies, I felt a hand on my shoulder, gently turning me around. It was Aunt Aunt Megan, her green eyes sparkling with mischief. “I think it’s our turn now, don’t you?” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. I shivered, my body already responding to her touch.

Without waiting for a response, Aunt Aunt Megan pulled me closer, her lips finding mine. The kiss was electric, and I could taste the sweetness of her mouth as our tongues danced together. Her hands cupped my face, holding me in place as she deepened the kiss. I moaned softly, my hands instinctively reaching for her, needing to feel the warmth of her skin.

Breaking away, Aunt Aunt Megan smiled, her lips glistening with desire. “Let’s give them a show, why don’t we?” I nodded, my heart racing as she took my hand and pushed me against the wall, her body pressing into mine. “I’ve wanted this for so long,” she breathed, her lips brushing against my neck, sending shivers down my spine.

I didn’t need any more encouragement. I pulled her to me, our lips meeting in a fierce kiss. My hands dove into her hair, holding her close as I explored her mouth with my tongue. Aunt Aunt Megan responded with equal fervor, her hands gripping my waist, pulling me tighter against her.

Breaking the kiss, I pushed her back towards the couch, eager to return the pleasure she had given me. She landed on it with a soft laugh, her eyes sparkling with desire. I straddled her, my knees on either side of her hips, and leaned down to capture her lips once more.

My hands roamed freely over her body, exploring every inch of her. I traced the lines of her muscles, feeling the strength beneath her soft skin. Aunt Aunt Megan’s breath caught as I teased her nipples through her shirt, and I couldn’t resist any longer. I tugged her shirt over her head, revealing her firm breasts.

Leaning down, I took one nipple into my mouth, sucking gently at first, then increasing the pressure as I felt her hands tighten in my hair. She arched her back, pushing her chest towards me, silently begging for more. I obliged, lavishing attention on her sensitive peaks, alternating between gentle licks and firm sucks.

Aunt Aunt Megan’s hands roamed over my back, her touch sending waves of pleasure through me. I could feel her desire, her need, and it only fueled my own. I wanted to give her everything, to show her how much I wanted her.

Moving lower, I kissed and nipped at her skin, leaving a trail of marks down her stomach. I could hear her breath quicken, feel her body tense in anticipation. When I reached the top button of her pants, she lifted her hips, silently urging me to continue.

I undid the button and slowly pulled down the zipper, my eyes never leaving hers. Her pants joined mine on the floor, and I took a moment to appreciate the beauty of her naked form. Aunt Aunt Megan was stunning, her body a work of art, and I felt a surge of possessiveness as I gazed at her.

Positioning myself between her legs, I leaned down, my breath ghosting over her sensitive flesh. I could see her glistening with desire, and I couldn’t resist any longer. I ran my tongue along her slit, tasting her sweetness, and heard her sharp intake of breath.

I explored her with my mouth, lapping at her juices, my tongue delving deep within her. Aunt Aunt Megan’s hands gripped the sheets, her body arching off the bed as I brought her closer and closer to the edge. Her moans filled the room, a symphony of pleasure that spurred me on.

As her orgasm neared, I increased the pace, my fingers joining my mouth in pleasuring her. I felt her muscles clench around my fingers, and her cry of release filled the air as her body trembled beneath me.

I didn’t stop, continuing to pleasure her through the waves of her orgasm, wanting to prolong her pleasure. Aunt Aunt Megan’s hands found my head, holding me close as she rode out the intense sensations.

Eventually, her body relaxed, and I slowly withdrew, my lips and chin glistening with her essence. I crawled up her body, my breasts brushing against hers, and kissed her softly, sharing the taste of her release.

“That was incredible,” she breathed, her eyes sparkling with satisfaction. “I’ve never felt anything like that before.”

I smiled, my heart full of love and desire. “I’m glad I could give you that, Aunt Aunt Megan.”

“Your turn,” she said with a wink. She leaned forward and brushed her lips against mine, a soft, tantalizing kiss that sent sparks through my body. I responded eagerly, my hands reaching up to cup her face, pulling her closer.

As our kiss deepened, I felt Aunt Megan’s hand slide beneath my dress, her fingers expertly finding the sensitive spot between my thighs. I gasped into her mouth as she began to stroke and caress me, her touch sending waves of pleasure through my body. Her other hand cupped my breast, thumb teasing my nipple through the fabric, causing it to harden.

“You like that, don’t you?” she whispered between kisses. “Feeling my touch, knowing I’m going to make you come.” I could only moan in response, my body already on the brink of ecstasy. Aunt Megan’s fingers worked their magic, circling my clit, applying just the right amount of pressure.

“That’s it, let go,” she encouraged, her breath hot against my neck as she nibbled gently on my sensitive skin. I arched my back, my hands gripping the couch cushions as I surrendered to the building orgasm. Aunt Megan’s fingers quickened their pace, her mouth now sucking and kissing my neck, driving me wild.

With a cry of release, I climaxed, my body trembling as waves of pleasure washed over me. Aunt Megan didn’t stop, continuing her relentless assault on my sensitive clit, drawing out every last bit of pleasure. I could feel my juices flowing, soaking her fingers, but she showed no sign of stopping.

“Again,” she whispered, her voice filled with determination. “I want to feel you come again.” Her fingers delved deeper, finding a spot within me that sent electric shocks through my body. She applied pressure, massaging that spot, and I realized she was going to make me climax in a way I never had before.

I whimpered, my body already sensitive from the first orgasm, but Aunt Megan’s touch was insistent, her fingers working their magic. I could feel my clit throbbing, begging for release, and I surrendered to the sensations, letting out a long, low moan.

“That’s it, beautiful,” Aunt Megan cooed, her lips brushing my ear. “Let it all out.” And I did. My body convulsed, my back arching off the couch as I came for the second time, crying out her name. Aunt Megan’s fingers continued their skilled dance, milking every last drop of pleasure from my trembling body.

As the waves of pleasure subsided, I collapsed back onto the couch, my breath coming in ragged gasps. Aunt Megan slowly withdrew her hand, her fingers glistening with my essence, and brought them to her mouth, sucking them clean. I watched, mesmerized, as she savored the taste of my arousal.

“You’re incredible,” I managed to whisper, my voice hoarse from the intensity of my release. Aunt Megan smiled, her eyes sparkling with satisfaction. “You have no idea how long I’ve wanted to do that,” she confessed, leaning in to kiss me softly. “And I’m not done yet.”

I felt a renewed sense of anticipation as Aunt Megan’s hand traveled back up my thigh, her touch sending shivers through me once more. “What else do you have in store for me?” I asked, my curiosity and desire intertwining. Aunt Megan’s response was a devilish grin as she leaned down, her lips finding my sensitive nipple through the fabric of my dress.

Her tongue circled the taut peak, sending jolts of pleasure straight to my core. I arched into her touch, my hands threading through her hair, encouraging her to continue. Aunt Megan’s mouth left a trail of kisses and gentle bites down my neck, across my collarbone, until she reached the hem of my dress.

With nimble fingers, she unbuttoned my dress, slowly revealing my body to her hungry gaze. I felt exposed yet utterly desired as her eyes roamed over my bare skin. Her hands slid under the fabric, pushing the dress down my shoulders, baring my breasts to her touch.

“You’re exquisite,” she murmured, her breath warm against my skin as she leaned in to take a nipple into her mouth. Her tongue swirled and sucked, drawing out moans of pleasure from deep within me. I ran my fingers through her hair, holding her close, wanting to feel every sensation she could offer.

Aunt Megan’s mouth left a path of kisses down my stomach, her hands reaching up to cup my breasts, squeezing and kneading them gently. I squirmed under her touch, my body already sensitive and aching for more. As she reached the waistband of my panties, she paused, looking up at me with a mischievous glint in her eye.

“Are you ready for more, Olivia?” she asked, her voice laced with promise. I nodded eagerly, my heart pounding in anticipation. With a swift motion, she slid my panties down my legs, leaving me completely exposed to her gaze.

Aunt Megan’s eyes darkened with desire as she took in the sight of my glistening folds. “You’re so wet,” she whispered, her fingers gently parting my lips, exposing my swollen clit. “And I aim to make you even wetter.”

With that, she lowered her head, her breath hot against my sensitive flesh, and then her tongue was there, flicking and teasing my clit with expert precision. I cried out, my hips bucking off the couch, as the pleasure hit me like a lightning bolt. Aunt Megan’s hands gripped my thighs, holding me in place as she continued her sensual assault.

Her tongue delved deeper, exploring every inch of my wetness, tasting and savoring my essence. I was lost in a haze of pleasure, my body writhing and begging for more. Aunt Megan’s fingers joined the dance, sliding into my wetness, curling and stroking in perfect rhythm with her tongue.

“Oh, Aunt Megan,” I gasped, my hands clutching at the couch cushions. “I can’t… I can’t take much more.” But I didn’t want her to stop, not when she was driving me to the brink of madness with her skilled tongue and fingers.

Aunt Megan seemed to sense my need, her pace quickening, her tongue and fingers working in perfect harmony. I felt my orgasm building, a tidal wave of pleasure ready to crash over me. “Come for me, Olivia,” she urged, her voice hoarse with desire. “Let me taste your release.”

With a final, intense flick of her tongue, I shattered, my body convulsing as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me. I cried out, my hands gripping Aunt Megan’s hair, holding her close as my juices flowed freely, coating her tongue and chin.

Aunt Megan continued to lap at my sensitive flesh, drawing out every last tremor of my orgasm. Slowly, she withdrew, her eyes sparkling with satisfaction as she licked her lips, savoring the taste of my release.

Looking around the room I saw the rest of the women’s gazes focused on us. A blush spread across my cheeks even though this is exactly what I wanted. Charlotte winked at me meanwhile Aunt Nicole and Grandma both grinned at us.

“If I liked women, I think I would’ve pushed Megan out of the way to get to you, lovely girl,” Aunt Nicole said as Grandma nodded her head in agreement.

“Looks like you girls had just as much fun as we did,” Grandpa’s loud deep voice startled us as he and the other men came into the room. “How about we all get a good nights’ sleep and see what tomorrow brings?”
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