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Breeding My Best Friend’s Hot Aunt



The last few days had been absolute heaven.

Ever since that explosive afternoon when Vanessa and Emily—my best friend’s mom and sister—finally came together, the house had transformed into my personal forbidden playground. I was fucking both of them multiple times a day—sometimes together, sometimes separately. Mornings might start with Emily sneaking into my lap for a quick ride before breakfast, while evenings often ended with Vanessa bent over the kitchen counter, begging me to fill her again.

The risk of Jake coming home in a few weeks only made everything hotter.

I arrived at the house on a warm Thursday afternoon expecting more of the same. Instead, Vanessa greeted me at the door with a slightly nervous but excited smile. She was wearing a tight tank top that struggled to contain her massive J-cups and yoga pants that hugged her thick ass.

“Hey baby,” she purred, pulling me inside for a deep kiss. “We need to talk for a second before you get too handsy.”

I raised an eyebrow as I squeezed her ass. “Everything okay?”

“More than okay,” she said, biting her lip. “My younger sister Sophia is coming to visit for a week. She just texted—she’ll be here any minute. She’s been going through a rough divorce and needs a break.”

I felt a spark of interest. I’d met Sophia a few times over the years at family events, but it had been a while. From what I remembered, she was stunning.

Before I could ask more, the sound of a car pulling into the driveway made Vanessa pull away quickly.

“That’s her. Behave…at least for now,” she whispered with a wink.

We stepped outside as Sophia climbed out of her sleek black SUV. She looked even better than I remembered.

At thirty-seven, Sophia was the elegant, sophisticated version of the family genes. She had shoulder-length auburn hair that caught the sunlight, a fit and curvy body with large F-cup breasts that sat high and proud on her chest, a narrow waist, and long toned legs shown off by a stylish summer dress that clung to her figure. Her face was beautiful—high cheekbones, full lips, and sharp, knowing green eyes that seemed to take in everything at once.

“Vanessa!” Sophia called out warmly, pulling her sister into a tight hug. Her eyes flicked over to me and lingered. “And Ryan…my goodness, you’ve grown up even more since I last saw you.”

She stepped forward and gave me a hug as well. Her soft, full breasts pressed firmly against my chest, and I caught a hint of her expensive perfume. The hug lasted just a second longer than it should have.

“Good to see you again, Sophia,” I said, smiling down at her.

She pulled back but kept her hands on my arms for a moment, squeezing my biceps appreciatively. “Very good indeed,” she murmured, her eyes sparkling with playful interest.

Vanessa cleared her throat. “Come on inside. I’ll show you to the guest room.”

As we brought Sophia’s bags in, Emily came bouncing down the stairs in tiny shorts and a crop top. The three women together—mother, daughter, and aunt—made for an incredibly sexy family portrait.

Sophia greeted Emily with a big hug, then stepped back and looked between all of us with a slight, knowing smile.

“There’s a very…interesting energy in this house,” she said lightly as we settled in the living room. “Everything okay while Jake’s away?”

Vanessa blushed slightly. “Of course. Ryan’s been helping out a lot around the house.”

Sophia’s sharp eyes moved from her sister to Emily, then settled on me. She crossed her long legs, the hem of her dress riding up her thigh.

“I bet he has,” she said, her voice smooth and teasing. “You’ve always been such a helpful young man, Ryan.”

The way she said it made it clear she sensed something. The air in the room thickened with tension. Emily shifted on the couch, pressing her thigh against mine when Sophia wasn’t looking. Vanessa kept glancing between her sister and me.

Sophia smiled like a cat who’d just spotted a bowl of cream.

“This is going to be a very interesting visit,” she said softly, looking straight at me. “I can already tell.”


• • •


Sophia had only been in the house for a couple of hours, but she was already owning the place.

She moved through the kitchen and living room with graceful confidence, unpacking a few things while casually chatting with Vanessa and Emily. But her eyes kept finding me. Every time I walked past, she’d brush against me—a hand on my arm, her hip grazing mine, or a lingering look that made her full lips curve into a knowing smile.

She knew something was going on. I was sure of it.

Later that afternoon, Vanessa asked me to help her “reach something” in the pantry. The moment we were out of sight, she pushed me against the shelves and kissed me hungrily, her massive tits pressing into my chest.

“I’ve been dying for this,” she whispered, grinding against me. “Sophia being here is making me so fucking horny.”

I slid my hand under her skirt and pushed two fingers into her soaked pussy. She moaned softly into my mouth as I fingered her.

We were lost in it when I heard heels clicking on the tile floor.

Sophia stepped into the pantry doorway and stopped, one perfectly shaped eyebrow raised. She took in the sight—her sister’s skirt hiked up, my hand buried between Vanessa’s thighs, and Vanessa’s flushed, guilty face.

“Well, well,” Sophia said, her voice low and amused rather than shocked. “I knew there was something going on in this house.”

Vanessa yanked her skirt down, mortified. “Sophia, it’s not—we were just—”

“Don’t bother lying, sis,” Sophia cut her off smoothly, stepping inside and closing the pantry door behind her. Her eyes moved over me slowly, appreciatively. “Ryan’s been fucking you, hasn’t he? Probably Emily too, judging by how that girl looks at him.”

Vanessa opened her mouth, then closed it. I kept my hand on her waist, holding her close.

Sophia smiled, leaning against the shelves. “Relax. I’m not judging. If anything…I’m impressed.” Her gaze dropped to the obvious bulge in my shorts. “Very impressed.”

The air in the small pantry grew thick and electric.

“You’re not mad?” Vanessa asked weakly.

“Mad?” Sophia laughed softly, a rich, throaty sound. “Honey, I’ve been divorced for six months. My ex couldn’t fuck me properly on his best day. And now I walk into my sister’s house and find this tall, handsome young stud taking care of both you and your daughter?” She stepped closer, trailing a manicured finger down my chest. “I think it’s incredibly hot.”

Emily’s voice suddenly called from the living room. “Mom? Aunt Sophia? Where are you guys?”

Sophia’s eyes sparkled with mischief. “We should continue this conversation somewhere more private. My guest room. Tonight. After everyone goes to bed.”

She gave Vanessa’s ass a playful smack on her way out, then looked back at me over her shoulder.

“Don’t keep me waiting, Ryan.”


• • •


The rest of the evening was pure torture.

Dinner was an exercise in restraint. Sophia sat across from me, playing footsie under the table while making innocent conversation. Her bare foot slid up my leg, rubbing against my cock through my pants while she smiled sweetly at her sister and niece.

Vanessa and Emily both noticed something was up. The sexual tension around the table was thick enough to cut with a knife.

After dinner, the women went upstairs to watch something in Vanessa’s room. I stayed downstairs for a while, trying to calm down. Around eleven PM, I got a text from an unknown number, which I quickly realized was Sophia.

Sophia: Guest room. Door’s unlocked. Don’t make me wait any longer. 😘

My cock was already hard as I quietly climbed the stairs. I slipped into the guest room and closed the door behind me.

Sophia was waiting.

She stood by the bed wearing a short, silky black robe that barely reached the top of her thighs. The robe was loosely tied, revealing deep cleavage and the inner curves of her large F-cup breasts. Her auburn hair was down, and she had that confident, predatory smile on her face.

“Lock the door,” she said softly. “Then come here.”

I locked it and crossed the room. Sophia immediately pulled me into a deep, hungry kiss. Unlike Vanessa’s needy desperation or Emily’s eager innocence, Sophia kissed like a woman who knew exactly what she wanted.

She broke the kiss and looked up at me, one hand sliding down to stroke my cock through my pants.

“I’ve wanted to do this since I saw you this afternoon,” she murmured.

Sophia’s guest room felt intimate and charged under the soft glow of the single bedside lamp. The warm light played across her elegant curves, highlighting the smooth skin of her shoulders and the deep valley between her breasts. The door remained cracked open about three inches—a deliberate choice that made my pulse race. At any moment, Vanessa or Emily could walk down the hallway and hear everything.

Sophia stood before me like a woman who knew her power. At thirty-seven, she carried herself with a sophisticated sensuality that neither her sister nor her niece possessed. Her shoulder-length auburn hair framed a strikingly beautiful face with high cheekbones, full lips painted a deep rose, and piercing green eyes that seemed to see right through me.

Our kids was deep and slow. Sophia kissed like a woman with years of experience—her tongue expertly teasing mine, her lips soft but demanding. One of her hands slid into my hair, gripping it possessively, while the other boldly palmed the growing bulge in my pants.

“Mmm,” she moaned into my mouth, squeezing my cock through the fabric. “You’re already so hard for me. I love how eager you are.”

She broke the kiss just long enough to tug my shirt up and over my head. Her hands roamed over my bare chest and abs with open appreciation, nails lightly scraping across
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