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Into the Attic

The Usual Disclaimer: This is a work of fantasy. All characters featured in sexual situations are over 18. The characters in these stories are fictional. Any resemblance to actual persons living, dead or undead is purely coincidental. Do not try this at home.

The idea for this story was inspired by an e-mail I got from Gobred, here on Literotica. I always appreciate corresponding with him. I hope you like this story, man.

*

The events in this story started out in 2012, the year I graduated from high school. I had lived my entire life in the same house in the same suburban neighborhood. My name is Daniel, and my parents, Mitchell and Mary, bought the place five years before my oldest sister was born. At that time, it was the newest house on the end of the block. I have seen pictures of the house when they first moved in. My parents, looking shockingly young, standing in front of a house surrounded by farmland.

In the twenty-eight years since, the surrounding farmland has been replaced by newer homes. By my senior year of high school, there was no farmland within ten miles of the house. It is all suburban sprawl; block after block of single-family homes punctuated by strip malls and the occasional apartment complex.

My older sisters both lived at home and attended the local community college. They worked part-time jobs and attended college part time as well. Neither of them seemed to be in a big hurry to move on with their lives. That was fine by me—I love my big sisters. What they didn't know is that I have enjoyed fantasizing about them for years.

Colleen is the oldest of the three of us. Over her teenage years, she had often clashed with our parents. At sixteen, she had gotten a seriously short haircut and had gone through a rainbow of different hair colors. The entire family had been shocked at first. Colleen had beautiful, long brown hair almost to her waist before that first drastic buzz cut. It had been an act of rebellion, aimed at our mother. In that regard, it had been a success. Mom wept openly when she saw what Colleen had done to her beautiful hair.

Colleen dated guys that were openly disrespectful 'bad boys.' She started drinking when she was far too young to do so legally. She never got into major trouble in school, and she was never arrested, but she was always in trouble at home. Her grades slipped through high school, and she graduated in the bottom quarter of her class. Four years later, she was finally starting to mature enough to regret many of her foolish mistakes.

My other sister, Hope, is a year older than me. We both watched helplessly when Colleen squandered her opportunities and alienated our parents. Hope had avoided making the same mistakes, and she was always the one who tried to play the peacemaker in our home. Hope was the classic over-achiever. She worked tirelessly throughout school and got the best grades she could. Unfortunately, despite her sweet disposition, she just wasn't terribly bright.

When she would get into trouble, it wasn't because she was looking for it. It was because she didn't see it coming. I got to witness the most memorable occasion firsthand.

* * *

Colleen had been dating a particularly unsavory fellow named Kirk halfway through Hope's senior year. He happily provided alcohol for Colleen, who was only twenty at the time. One day, the two of them had been drinking in the house while our parents were at work. Hope and I had come home from school to find them making out in the living room.

Colleen was drunk, and I just stopped and stared in disbelief. Her hair was disheveled and her bra sat on the back of the couch. Kirk had his hand between my sister's thighs and she wiggled and shuddered, clearly enjoying what they were doing. They were kissing and moaning, oblivious to everything around them.

Hope spoke up, finally snapping Kirk and Colleen out of it.

"What are you doing?" Hope asked.

Kirk whirled to look at us, and Colleen panted for a bit before lowering her shirt to cover her thighs.

"I guess the kids are out of school," Kirk said.

His voice was bitter. Things had been going well with Colleen, and he had probably expected to get laid. He gave Hope a nasty look, but it was lost on her. She was genuinely curious what they were doing. Hope walked around in front of the couch and stared at what Kirk's fingers were doing. Colleen was too drunk and turned on to protest, and Kirk was drunk and belligerent enough that he didn't stop. I was still frozen in place watching the scene unfold from twenty feet away.

"Does that feel good?" Hope asked, turning her head slightly to get a better view.

"Yes," Colleen murmured in response.

Hope was completely focused on Kirk's hand, and didn't look aware she was doing it when she slid her hand beneath her skirt to touch herself through her panties. Kirk's eyes lit up at that. This might be even more interesting than he had hoped!

I realized that I was forgotten across the house where I stood. I shook my head in disgust and made my way to my bedroom. I heard Kirk's voice and turned to look again.

"Would you like a drink?" Kirk offered Hope.

"Sure," she said.

"Help yourself," he said.

There was a pitcher of a really fruity rum drink on the coffee table. I found out later that it was strong stuff, but it was so sweet that Hope didn't notice the alcohol. She poured a glass and took a tentative sip. She nodded her head and then drained half the glass. I raised my eyebrows at that—noticing that Kirk did the same thing. Kirk spoke up first, so I didn't have to say a word.

"Whoa! Slow down, there, Hope," Kirk said quickly, "If you chug that too fast, you'll make yourself sick."

"Oh," Hope replied, taking another small sip, "Thanks, I didn't know."

I stood in my bedroom doorway and watched for a second. Colleen's face took on a really intense look—her eyes shot open, and then her mouth did the same as she shuddered and gasped there on the couch. I couldn't watch any more, and retreated into my bedroom. I set down my book bag on the floor next to my desk and then started getting out my homework and setting it on my desk. I could hear Hope's melodious voice drifting through my doorway, along with Kirk's rude tones.

Again and again I shook my head as I tried to focus on my homework. Then I heard Hope moaning and Kirk's voice sounded sinister. I turned my head, but still couldn't make out their words. It sounded like Hope was protesting, though, so I got up and walked slowly out of my bedroom.

I stopped and stared in shock.

Hope was bouncing up and down in Kirk's lap! Her panties were now on the floor where she had been standing before I retreated into my bedroom, and I just knew that bastard had taken advantage of my naïve sister when she was tipsy from that alcohol. I was furious, but I couldn't just charge in there to do anything about it. Kirk was huge, and I was still a fairly small kid.

Hope looked over her shoulder at Kirk's face.

"What are you doing?" she gasped.

"I'm fucking your sweet pussy," Kirk responded, thrusting even harder into her.

Hope's eyes were wild as she shook her head and gasped, but then she saw me over Kirk's shoulder.

"Daniel, make him stop!" she cried out, unable to do it on her own.

Kirk's head whipped around. He saw me standing there and he sneered at me.

"Why don't you take a picture?" he said mockingly, "It will last longer."

Now, I am not a big guy, and at that age I was even smaller. Kirk was a grown man over six feet tall. I had no doubt he would easily kick my ass. Still, it was my sister. I had to do something. I thought about what Kirk had said.

Why don't you take a picture?

I stood and pulled out my cell phone, activating the camera and starting a video recording. I walked closer to the couch, panning the phone to take in Colleen as well as Hope bouncing on Kirk's lap.

"Shit," Kirk laughed, "I didn't think you'd actually do it. You are one messed up kid."

"Oh, I'm sure my parents will love this," I responded.

Kirk stopped thrusting abruptly, and I continued.

"Here we have video evidence of you getting two minors drunk, and now you're fucking my underage sister. I wonder how long you'll be in prison?"

I was bluffing, of course. There was no way I would show this video to anyone—especially my parents—and Hope was eighteen. Kirk had no way of knowing that, though. He snarled and shoved Hope from his lap.

"Give me that phone!" he yelled.

I started walking toward the front door, acting as if I had called my mother.

"Mom?" I said into the phone, "You know Colleen's boyfriend, Kirk?"

"You little bastard!" Kirk screamed.

He jumped up, but his unfastened pants caused him to fall on his face. In his drunken state, he could barely walk straight. I ran out the front door, keeping an eye on Kirk following behind me. Kirk had managed to fasten his pants, but he could not keep up with me. Once we were outside, I sprinted away down the block, and hid in some bushes around the next street corner. I carefully controlled my breathing as Kirk charged past.

I kept an eye on him until I was back around the corner. I sprinted all the way back to our house and locked the front door. I stood in the front room of the house and watched out the curtains for a while. I was holding my phone in my hand, ready to dial 911 if I had to. Eventually, Kirk returned, got into his car, and sped away. I finally relaxed, but that was short-lived. Hope spoke up from behind me.

"Thank you, Daniel," she said.

I felt guilty as I looked at her. I knew I should have acted sooner. There was no malice or accusation in her face, though.

"I would have done something sooner," I said, "but I thought you were enjoying it."

"Oh, I did," she replied with a shiver, "but if I didn't stop him, he could have gotten me pregnant."

Later that night, after dinner, I showed the video to Colleen and Hope before making sure they both watched as I deleted it.

* * *

My senior year was drawing to a close. By now, I had a small library of videos, all shot from my phone, of my sexy sisters. I never managed to get them on camera having sex or masturbating. They were just surreptitious little videos like when one of them hadn't worn a bra under her thin t-shirt, or when Hope wore a nightie that was far more revealing than she realized. Twice I had gotten a long video of Colleen sitting on the couch without panties. Once in a skirt, and once in loose-fitting shorts; both clips gave a clear view of my sister's pussy for five glorious minutes.

I also had three videos of our mother in that collection. Those were actually far more revealing than anything I had of either of my sisters. Mom had a habit of wearing a thin housecoat in the mornings, particularly on the weekends. She usually wore panties beneath it, but on those three occasions, she had been completely naked under the thin garment.

I always felt a little guilty when I locked myself in my bedroom and jacked off to images of my sisters or mom. The guilt didn't stop me, though. Those videos got me far more aroused than any of the pornography I found online.

I did date girls from school, but I just wasn't as interested in any of them as I should have been. I got laid a handful of times, but I found myself thinking about Colleen or Hope when I finally came. My mother had been added to the masturbatory mix only recently. I was troubled by this obsession, but couldn't bring myself to stop doing it.

My sisters were unaware that I was watching them. They thought I just spent far too much time on my phone. The camera on my phone let me zoom in on them, examining them closely without even looking directly at them. Whenever they would take note of me, they had no idea how intently I was checking out their bodies.

* * *

It began to get really hot that May. Even though the air conditioning was running continuously, it was uncomfortably warm and muggy in the house. My father had complained about the heat at work, which led to a discussion with his co-workers. As best I can recall, this is how he described it:

"That's odd, Mitch," his friend Tom said, "Our place isn't that uncomfortable. What do you have your thermostat set at?"

"Seventy-two," my dad replied, "but it never gets there. It's usually in the upper seventies, and it's really humid."

"Have you checked the refrigerant?" Pete chimed in.

My dad nodded. "I did that, and vacuumed out the vents around the house. I checked the condenser outside. Everything should be working fine. Do you think I need to replace it?"

"It might just be your insulation," Tom said, "How old is the insulation in your attic?"

My dad blew out a breath. He hadn't considered that. It was probably the original insulation from when the house was built.

That evening, Dad and I climbed up into the attic. It was indeed the original insulation—now almost thirty years old. We could feel cool air leaking into the attic from the house below, everywhere we walked. Worse, the attic was cluttered with all sorts of junk. That would have to be sorted out before we could replace the insulation.

Over the years, we had largely ignored the attic. A few times each year, something would get thrown up there. Outside of the plastic Christmas tree and a few plastic containers full of ornaments and decorations, nothing ever came back down. My old crib still sat on one side of the attic, covered with cobwebs and surrounded by boxes and other loose junk. Several old computers and monitors were spread about. There were hundreds of things that would have to be taken down to the house.

"I don't have time for this," my dad muttered. He looked at me. "I can't imagine you want to do this any more than I do," he said.

I looked around and tried to imagine how long it would take to clear out this mess. I was going to agree with my dad, but then I thought I spied light coming up from one of the bedrooms below. That intrigued me. I wondered whose room it was, and wanted to check it out. I turned to my father, noticing that we were both already covered in sweat.

"You know, Dad, I wouldn't mind doing this for you," I said, "It's really hot, even in the evenings, so it won't be fast. I can start working on it tonight and see how far I can get this week."

My dad already knew how much it would cost to have contractors do all that work. It would definitely put a significant dent in the budget if we had to pay for that. On the other hand, if the two of us could replace the insulation ourselves it would be fairly inexpensive.

"Thanks, son," he said, "If we can do it ourselves, that would be awesome."

The two of us spent half an hour bringing boxes down to the house, and Mom and my sisters started going through them. A shriek from one of them brought me and my dad charging back down from the attic. A big, fat, hairy wolf spider had taken up residence in the top of one of the cardboard boxes. The arachnid had died years before, but that made it no less fearsome. Hope was shaking visibly as our father disposed of the dead bug.

After that little incident, I was left largely on my own to clear the attic. I would bring boxes down to my father. He would open them and pull out the contents, taking the empty boxes out to the garage. Mom, Colleen and Hope would then sort out everything from inside the boxes. More than half of those things were destined for the garbage.

I did take the opportunity to walk over to the spot in the attic where I had seen the light coming up earlier. The bedroom light had been turned off, but there was enough light from the hallway coming into that room that I knew it was Colleen's bedroom. I thought that was odd; I couldn't recall seeing any cracks in the ceiling of her room. I wandered around the attic as I gathered more boxes and found similar spots all over. They were gaps between the boards and insulation that gave a narrow view into every room in the house.

Some time later, I came down to use the bathroom. I kept looking up at the ceiling and finally figured out that the gaps were in the corners of the ceiling. The old crown molding had sagged just a bit in the center of each wall, leaving a gap of a couple of millimeters. As I stood in the bathroom, I realized that I was absolutely drenched in sweat after less than two hours up there, and this was in the evening. I pulled off my sweat-soaked t-shirt and wrung it out in the sink. A lot of sweat poured out of my shirt.

I made sure to drink a lot of water over the next hour as I worked in the attic.

At that time, it seemed rather useless. Sure, there was this tiny crack of a view into my sisters' bedrooms and the bathroom, but I would have to lie on the fiberglass insulation and shove my face into it just to see into any of those rooms. Just thinking about that made me itch.

Two days later, though, on our way to school, I had that 'Eureka!' moment that changed everything. We were driving past a strip mall, when my eyes happened to light on a store called Spy Gear. I don't even know if those are still around now. I had never been inside the place, but they did advertise on the radio. I knew they sold surveillance cameras that could be easily hidden.

Hope dropped me off at school, and I asked if she would mind driving me over to that strip mall after school. It was close enough to the house that I could walk home from there. She was such a sweetheart, agreeing to do that for me without asking a single question.

I remembered that a guy in my school had gotten a 'spy camera' from that store that was inside a working pen. He had been a little too excited to show it to everyone. He also mentioned that it was a lot less expensive than he had thought it would be. After only a couple of days, it was confiscated by one of the teachers.

I really didn't know what to expect when I walked into the store that afternoon. I only had forty dollars to spend, and didn't really expect that would be enough to buy a real, live spy camera. To be fair, I didn't even know how those worked. The gentleman who ran the store was surprisingly patient with me, and explained the difference between surveillance cameras and portable, hidden cameras.

He also explained how modern surveillance cameras worked. I had expected they would require lots of cables and wires, but for most of them that was not the case. My face fell when I saw how much those cameras cost, though. I thanked him for his time, and was about to leave, when I saw a large box that had been marked down substantially. The box said that it was an eight-camera surveillance system, and it was only thirty dollars.

"Why is this one so cheap?" I asked the man.

He grimaced.

"Those were not very good, even when they were new," he said. "They aren't weatherproof, so you can't deploy them outside. They don't have batteries, so they have to be hardwired to an electrical system. The software is...shall we say 'clunky?' There's a five- to thirty-second delay between the camera and your monitor, depending on how far away you are. They're fairly small cameras, but they're square and they are obviously cameras. The only thing good about them is that they have really high resolution video."

I almost screamed out "Sold!" at that point. I read the box. The heat in the attic wouldn't be a problem—it was water that would short them out. The cameras themselves had a metallic finish. They almost looked like little electrical junction boxes. The lens could be adjusted up or down relative to the casing. I could install them in the attic, and they would look like part of the electrical wiring once I hooked them up for power.

"Could you show me how to wire these into the electrical system?" I asked the man.

"Sure," he replied, "Just...if these things have problems, you won't be able to return them. They are sold 'as is.' I don't want to screw you over with this."



"Let's just pull them out and make sure nothing's broken," I replied, "After that, I'll take my chances."

* * *

I was a little nervous, carrying that box home. I managed to stash it in my bedroom closet without being seen. Over the next couple of days, I felt like some kind of half-assed spy as I snuck the cameras up into the attic and installed them.

After I had set up the first two cameras—one peeking into each of my sisters' rooms—I had installed the software on my laptop and tested it. I had a clear view of each of their beds centered on two windows on my computer. I was surprised when I heard Colleen walk into her room, talking on her cell phone. I didn't realize that the cameras had microphones as well until that moment.

I turned down the volume quickly. It wasn't that Colleen was being loud, it was just that I was extremely paranoid. I was about to close my laptop, considering it a successful test, when Colleen reached up beneath her shirt and unfastened her bra. I sat and watched as she pulled it off and tossed it onto her bed. Her nipples were clearly visible through her t-shirt as her breasts bobbed about with each movement.

I got up and made sure my bedroom door was locked, then dropped my shorts and sat at my desk to continue watching my sister. I plugged in headphones and turned the volume back up so that I could listen to her talking on the phone. She was talking with Ellen, a friend of hers from work. There was nothing overtly sexual in that conversation, but it felt like I was in the room with her as she sat on the bed and removed her socks.

I started playing with the software, then. I made that window take up the full screen, rewinding the footage to the moment Colleen removed her bra. I was able to zoom in so that her chest was centered on the screen. The resolution of these cameras was excellent. I almost felt like I could reach out and stroke my sister's nipples as they pressed out of her shirt right in front of me.

I put one camera on either side of both of my sisters' rooms, and one on the bathroom I shared with them, that looked into the bathtub. I put another one on my parents' bedroom, centered on their bed, and one on their bathroom as well.

I agonized over where to put that last camera. In the end, I installed it over the front room of the house. It was a small den that was rarely used, but sometimes when we had guests we would set it up as a guest bedroom. I remembered our busty Aunt Cathy visiting one summer and sleeping in that room, and it was that memory that made up my mind.

After I had the cameras installed and was sure that they all worked, I got some latex caulk and carefully caulked the gaps in the ceiling all over the house. I wanted to do it myself so that none of my lenses got covered. After that, I got the attic side of those gaps with insulating spray foam. When I was done, the camera housings looked like they were part of the original electrical system, partially covered with that orange foam just like the crossbeams on which I had mounted them.

I had been so obsessed with my camera project that I barely noticed the difference in the house. I had spent hours every day sweating in the attic, careful to get enough stuff moved down that it looked like I was really working hard. I had spent my own allowance money to buy more caulk and insulating foam, and Hope had driven me to the Home Depot to buy it. Hope and Colleen had talked to my parents about how hard I had been working, but I only became aware of all of that at dinner the evening after I had finished sealing the gaps into the attic.

I had showered before dinner, and I allowed myself to relax. It was done. There was almost no chance now that my hidden cameras would be detected. I felt better, physically, after that shower as well. I had been drenched in sweat, but I had gotten so used to that over the past five days that it was just nice when I wasn't sweaty. I had a fresh, dry t-shirt on and clean boxers and shorts. I smelled good with my deodorant and freshly-shampooed hair, and the cool air blowing from the air conditioning vents felt marvelous.

I joined my family at the dining room table and sat down. When I realized they were all looking at me, I immediately tensed. It took a good minute before I realized that their expressions weren't accusatory at all. There was open admiration there, even from my father. Hope reached over and rubbed my shoulder and upper arm softly.

"Thank you so much, Daniel," she said, "The whole house feels so much better."

I looked around the table as my parents and Colleen nodded and murmured their agreement.

"When you offered to help with this, I honestly thought I would wind up doing most of it myself," my dad said, "I had no idea you had this in you, Daniel. I am impressed. Hope told us you even spent your own money to buy the caulk. I hadn't really noticed those gaps until I saw you had sealed them all."

He reached over and set a wad of twenty-dollar bills in front of me on the table. I looked from the money up to his face.

"You have earned this, son," he said.

I felt a little guilty as I took the money and put it into my pocket.

"Thanks, Dad," I mumbled.

Hope leaned over and kissed me on my cheek. I smiled at her. It was a little embarrassing, and they could see that. I have never taken compliments well.

As we ate our dinner, I reflected on just how much work I had actually gotten done the past week. For four straight days, I had put in five or six hours in the sweltering heat of the attic. Less than half of that time had been spent installing my cameras. I was counting the insulating foam as part of that—'my' project, instead of clearing the attic. It still meant I had spent at least thirteen hours just removing junk from the attic and going through it.

It was terribly out of character for me. I had never been a hard-working kid before that, and I could not recall spending more than a couple of hours at a time working on anything around the house. The most time I had ever spent was a couple of hours mowing the lawn, and I had complained about it each time even though my parents paid me to do it.

I needed to come up with an excuse for this, so it didn't draw unwanted attention. I looked up from my plate and smiled at everyone.

"It does feel a lot better, doesn't it?" I asked.

They all nodded and smiled in agreement.

"It sure does," Colleen said, beaming at me.

"I thought it was just me," I said with a forced chuckle, "I had started trying to get into shape, and every time I did some pushups in my room, I was sweating instantly. I just realized I'm not even sweating now."

That wasn't a complete lie; I had been doing pushups lately and was trying to look better.

My dad got up from the table after wiping his mouth with a napkin. He walked over to the thermostat.

"Wow!" he announced, "It's actually down to seventy degrees in here."

He flipped a switch, and the air conditioner stopped.

"I just switched it to 'auto,' it had been 'on' for the last six weeks," he explained, returning to his seat. "That's going to save us a ton on our electric bills this summer."

"Cool," I said.

Colleen and my mom groaned. I hadn't intended it as a pun.

After dinner, I cleared the table and started on the dishes. Normally, my sisters and I took turns doing the dishes, and it was my turn. However, Colleen and Hope both helped me with the dishes this time. Maybe I was just a little overly sensitive around them, or it might have been my imagination, but it seemed that they were touching me quite a bit.

It wasn't like one of them grabbed my dick or squeezed my butt, but they did seem to touch my shoulder or arm or back every few minutes as we worked together in the kitchen. I wasn't complaining, but I was a little uncomfortable. I was worried they would see how hard my cock was getting from all of those light little touches. We finished the dishes much faster than I would have done it alone.

"Thanks," I said afterwards.

"You're welcome," Colleen said.

She caught me off guard when she wrapped her arms around me and gave me a hug. I saw her eyes open wide when she felt my erection pressed against her.

"Sorry," I muttered, pulling away from her.

"It's okay," she said quietly.

Hope was in my arms before I knew it, squeezing me tightly to her. She is the shortest of the three of us, and she looked up at me and smiled. She was pressing her crotch against my hard dick, but that didn't register on her face.

"You're my hero, you know that?" she giggled.

"Oh, really?" I asked, raising an eyebrow.

"Yep," she said.

She stood up on tiptoe and gave me a peck on my lips before bouncing away. Colleen looked a little embarrassed. She had glanced at my crotch before she also turned away. We joined our parents in the living room and watched television together as a family. Mom and Dad always shared the loveseat, and I sat between my sisters on the couch.

"It's so nice to see your face tonight," my mother quipped. "Usually you have it buried in your cell phone."

"Yeah," I said, "I noticed that lately. I'm going to try not to do that anymore."

No need to watch my sisters or my mom on my phone, and settle for those grainy, unstable little images now that I would get them in glorious high-resolution video. I think Colleen noticed my dick twitch in my shorts when that thought went through my mind. I was self-conscious, and contemplated plopping a throw pillow into my lap. Before I could act on that, though, Hope surprised me—and everyone else, I think—when she slid over into my lap and wrapped her arm around my neck.

She was sitting across my legs, rather than having her butt pressed into my crotch. As we watched the show, she chatted a bit. Mostly, she was asking Colleen questions. Every once in a while she would include me or my parents. She wasn't grinding in my lap or anything like that, and nobody else could see how hard I was.

By the time we were finished watching television that night, though, two important precedents had been set. From then on, my sisters and I did the dishes together as a team every night. More importantly, my lap had become fair game. My sisters and my mom would feel free from that evening on to just plop down in my lap any time I was sitting down.

* * *

That night I was treated to three delectable shows on my laptop.

Hope and Colleen got undressed and ready for bed at the same time. I had those four windows open at the same time, stroking my hard cock as I watched them strip for me.

Colleen stripped down to just her panties. She stood in front of her bedroom mirror, massaging her breasts. I could see the action more clearly in the camera behind her. It caught her reflection in the mirror as well as displaying her shapely ass in those thong panties. She even reached down and rubbed her pussy through the front of her panties for a couple of seconds. She opened a drawer and pulled out an oversized t-shirt, pulling it on over her head.

I had seen her in that t-shirt many times before, but I did not realize she wore a thong. I had been watching her closely enough over the past year that I knew those were new panties. I heard her walking down the hallway outside my bedroom door just before she turned on screen and walked out her door. I heard water running in the bathroom and realized she was brushing her teeth, which reminded me that I needed to brush my teeth as well.

Hope had spent that entire time brushing her hair in front of her mirror. She had removed her shorts, but still wore her t-shirt, bra and panties. I closed the windows on my laptop and closed the laptop itself before getting up to brush my teeth.

We have two sinks in our bathroom. It was not unprecedented for us to brush our teeth at the same time, especially in the morning before school. Still, Colleen looked surprised when I came into the bathroom and started brushing my teeth next to her. I smiled at her in the mirror, and she shook her head. She spit the toothpaste out of her mouth and murmured to me.

"You might want to tuck that away," she said.

It took me a moment to realize that my dick was sticking out of the front of my boxers.

"Sorry!" I gasped, reaching down and roughly shoving my dick back into my shorts.

I could see my red, embarrassed face in the mirror, as well as Colleen's amused expression. I finished brushing my teeth quickly and practically ran to my bedroom. Hope was heading from her bedroom to the bathroom, and her expression was puzzled as I passed.

Moments later, I was watching my sisters on the feed from the bathroom camera. I put on the headphones, and it was like I was standing right behind them both. My gaze was on their shapely bottoms first, as they bent over the sinks to brush their teeth and rinse.

"What was up with Daniel?" Hope asked, "He nearly ran over me in the hall."

"He had a wardrobe malfunction," Colleen giggled. Seeing Hope's bewildered expression, she leaned over and whispered, "His dick was sticking out of his boxers, and he didn't realize it until I mentioned it to him."

"Oh!" Hope replied, smiling into the mirror.

I felt my cheeks burning with embarrassment as they talked about me. At the same time, I was rock hard. I pulled my cock back out of the front of my boxers and slowly stroked it as I listened to my beautiful sisters and watched them on the screen.

"Did it look nice?" Hope asked.

"What? His dick?" Colleen looked at Hope as if she couldn't believe she had asked.

"Yes," Hope replied simply. She spat out the foamy toothpaste and bent to rinse her mouth before continuing. "I thought it felt nice earlier, but I've never actually seen it."

Colleen looked a little uncomfortable, but I saw her nipples harden noticeably in the mirror.

"I guess it was nice," she admitted, "I didn't want to stare at it, though, you know? I mean, he is our brother."

"Yes he is," Hope replied, smiling at Colleen in the mirror.

They finished brushing their teeth and washing their faces. Hope turned off the bathroom light as she left.

I switched back to the four-camera view of their bedrooms. Colleen closed her bedroom door and carefully locked it. I sat up in my seat when I saw that. She went to her dresser and reached into the top drawer. I was floored when I saw her pull a curved pink dildo from the drawer. I cursed inwardly when she turned off her light. I couldn't see a damned thing!

I turned from that window to the lit ones in Hope's bedroom and gasped. She was standing completely nude in there! I quickly rewound the footage, and watched as she stood in front of her mirror and removed her t-shirt, followed by the bra. I was stroking my cock and staring at her ass as she slid her panties down her legs and stepped out of them. I backed up the video a few seconds and zoomed in. I could clearly see her asshole and pussy from behind as she once again pulled those panties down.

I paused that close-up view and grabbed a tissue. I came hard while staring at Hope's pink sphincter and fuzzy pussy lips. I tossed the used tissue into my wastebasket and zoomed back out to watch her again. She turned on her small bedside lamp before turning off the overhead light. I was surprised to see her slip into her bed. I had no idea until that moment that Hope slept in the nude.

She was beneath her top sheet, so it was difficult for me to make out exactly what she was doing. It did look like she might be masturbating, but I couldn't tell from what I could see and hear. However, I could clearly hear Colleen moaning softly and heard that dildo making squishy sounds as she fucked herself with it. I was hardening again by the time I heard her gasping in orgasm. I also noted that Hope left the lamp on all night.

I took the time to save the clips of my sisters undressing. The surveillance software automatically kept two weeks' worth of footage, but I wanted to keep those videos for future viewing. I switched over to the feeds from my parents' bedroom and bathroom and rewound those to the moment they walked in. I didn't expect there to be anything I would really want to see. Boy, was I wrong.

The two of them were talking about work when they walked into their bedroom. I fast-forwarded until I saw my mother getting undressed, and backed it up a bit. The camera angle was not ideal to watch her undress. Still, what I could see of her was surprisingly hot. I realized with a start that they had been talking about me and backed up a bit further to listen in.

"Can you believe Daniel?" my mother started that conversation, "He barely even looked at that money when you gave it to him."

I actually had a better view of my dad in his boxers than my mom at that camera angle. I'm not into guys, but I had to admit he looked better than I expected. I had always thought he was a hairy guy, and had prayed I never got that much body hair. Seeing him now, though, I realized that he had this patch of chest hair just below his throat that always showed when he wore a shirt with a collar. He had a fair amount of hair on his arms. That was about it, though. The rest of his body hair was surprisingly sparse.

Also surprising was just how fit he was. My dad wasn't fat, as I had expected. Oh, he had a little bit of a gut, but he looked really fit for his age. His shoulders, arms and chest were much more heavily muscled than I expected. He stood and looked at my mother.

"I was surprised," he answered, "I had not mentioned that I would pay him for the work he's been doing. Did you?"

My mom shook her head as she unzipped her skirt. She stood back up and began unbuttoning her blouse.

"He actually looked guilty, I thought," she said. "Do you think you paid him too much?"

Hearing that, I reached into my discarded shorts and pulled out the wad of cash. It was $320, which was far more than I had thought.

"I thought it was a fair amount," Dad replied, "considering how much work he's done. Have you been up there?"

"Not since that first evening," she answered.

Dad shook his head.

"He's got almost everything cleared out of there already," he said, "And he went around the house and found and sealed all those leaks. I mean, you can already feel the difference in here. I haven't sweated at all since I got home."

"Well, I'm still going to take a shower before bed," my mother said.

"Okay," he replied absently.

I figured Dad probably showered earlier. He normally did after work each evening. I watched my mother walk into their bathroom. She dropped her panties, and I had a straight-on view of her shaved pussy and big, hanging tits when she stood up. I was once again stroking my hard cock as I watched her walk straight toward the camera to step into the bathtub. She bent to turn on the water, dropping out of view for a second. After that, I got an amazing fifteen minute show as she soaped up and rubbed every inch of her sexy body.

When she washed out her pussy and asshole, she actually poured body wash over two fingers and worked them in and out of her. I couldn't see her pussy, but when she followed that up with her ass, she leaned up against the far wall and pushed her ass out. I had an amazing view of those fingers working the lather in and out of her spread sphincter. She was moaning to herself, clearly turned on when she did it.

My own orgasm caught me by surprise then. I shot cum all over my hand and my boxers. I paused the video and grabbed a tissue to clean up the mess. There was even a little gob of the stuff on my keyboard, which I carefully wiped away.

After that, I kept a folded tissue handy next to my laptop. I filled that one before my mother finished her shower. She pulled the shower nozzle down and directed it onto her pussy, squeezing and fondling her left breast the whole time. She squeezed and tugged her hard nipple, just a couple of feet from the camera. When she moaned and looked up at the ceiling, it was like she was looking right at me when she got off. That was what did it for me, that second time.



While I was saving that video footage from the bathroom cam, I heard my parents talking in their darkened bedroom.

"So, do you still think there's something going on between Hope and Daniel?" my father asked.

"I don't think they're having sex," she answered. She sounded disappointed. I thought I must have heard that wrong, so I rewound it and listened again. Sure enough, she sounded disappointed that Hope and I were not having sex. Weird.

After that bit, the conversation wasn't anything I was interested in hearing. They went to sleep, and I shut down my laptop and went to sleep as well.

* * *

I couldn't wait to get home from school the next day. Hope commented about it when she picked me up from school.

"Big plans today?" she asked.

"What do you mean?" I replied.

"You just look really excited to be out of school," she replied.

I had been hard all day, from the moment I heard Colleen in the shower that morning. I knew I had video footage of both of my sisters showering, just waiting for me to get on my computer to view it. I had been so preoccupied by that thought that I had difficulty focusing on anything else since lunch.

I glanced over at Hope. She was watching the road and the traffic as she drove, and I looked her over without being obvious about it. She was wearing a thigh-length blue skirt that showed off her legs nicely. Her white blouse was loose-fitting and thick enough that you could barely make out the lines of her bra beneath it. She wore light makeup, and her curly, light brown hair was held clear of her face by a band atop her head.

My sister was lovely, but nothing she wore was overtly sexual. Still, I could not help but picture her from the night before, naked in her bedroom. That had me turned on. I looked at the road ahead, trying to think about something else. I realized that I did have homework, and I should probably knock that out before I got distracted. Also, I still needed to work on the attic. If I suddenly stopped before it was done, it would arouse suspicion. I sighed out loud, making a show of dropping the excited look from my face.

"Oh," I said, "I was just glad to be out of school. But now that you remind me, I have homework to get to and I still have a lot of work to do in the attic."

"I'm sorry, Daniel," she said, looking over at me with wide eyes, "I didn't mean to spoil it for you." She reached over and put her right hand softly on my thigh. "You know we all appreciate the hard work you are doing, right?"

"I know," I said, giving her a sad smile, "I just have to remind myself it will all be worth it."

Once we were back at the house, and I had locked myself into my room to 'work on my homework,' I repeated softly to myself, "Worth it!"

Oh, man, those shower videos of my sexy sisters were so fucking hot! I watched them in fast-forward mode, at four times normal speed, just to figure out where to start and stop the clips before archiving them. I knew I wanted to save them to savor later. I also grabbed the clip of Hope getting ready for her morning classes. That one I watched at normal speed, since I knew she had gotten dressed quickly before taking me to school.

It was still a three-minute slice of heaven. Hope got into her room and tossed her towel onto the bed, walking around her room naked except for the smaller towel wrapped around her hair. It was tough to judge who had the bigger tits between her and Colleen. Hope's might be a little larger, but they hung lower on her chest which made them look much heavier. Hope definitely had thicker, longer nipples than Colleen. As I stroked my hard dick and stared, I could just imagine Hope sitting on my lap and feeding me those succulent, suckable nipples.

Hope put on her bra and fastened it, and then put on the white blouse I had just seen her wearing on the car ride home. Then...the bombshell: She pulled her skirt up her shapely legs and then put on ankle socks before leaving her room. My sister was not wearing any underwear under that blue skirt. I wondered if she was still 'going commando' at that very moment. It also made me wonder how often she did that.

I had those two videos of Colleen with no panties, but I had never caught Hope like that. I started searching the video footage of Colleen's room next, but she never showed up naked in her room. I thought that was odd, and rewound it and fast-forwarded several times. She popped into her room briefly after her shower, then left the room still wrapped in her towel. Five minutes later, she reappeared fully dressed. She hadn't gone into the bathroom, or Hope's bedroom, or our parents' room.

I guessed she must have gone out to the laundry room, and put on clothes out there. At the time, she was the only one home. It was alright, though. I still had that spectacular shower video of her.

I looked at the time in the bottom corner of my computer screen and realized I had been in my room for over twenty minutes without getting any homework done. I closed my laptop, which caused it to run its shutdown sequence automatically. I changed into lightweight shorts and a tank top so that I would be more comfortable in the sweltering heat of the attic. Finally, I grabbed my book bag and made my way out to the dining room table.

I knew that if I stayed in my room, the temptation to watch those shower videos in their entirety would be too great. Hope was watching television in the living room, sitting on the couch. I was torn by a new temptation. I wanted to walk in front of her, to see if she was wearing panties beneath that skirt.

I stood in the dining room, spreading out my books and binders and trying to think of an excuse to walk into the living room. Hope got up and walked past me, so I gave up on that and sat down to get to work. From the dining room table where I sat, I could see clearly into the kitchen. Hope went to the refrigerator and bent over to get something out of the crisper. Her bare bottom peeked out at me for just long enough to answer my question.

I managed to tune out my throbbing boner and get to work, knocking out my homework in less than a half hour. I was genuinely proud of myself as I put everything back in my book bag and carried it to my room.

I returned to the kitchen and retrieved the massive insulated mug I had been using while I worked in the attic. I filled it with ice and then added tap water until it was full. I put the lid and straw on the thing, and then made my way to pull down the rickety ladder that led to the attic.

Since I had already installed all of the cameras, I was now legitimately just trying to get the attic cleared as quickly as possible. I still had to be careful while I worked up there. I didn't want to fall through the ceiling or something stupid like that. I carried down the final seventeen boxes from the attic, and stacked them in the garage.

Each time I passed the living room, Hope looked over at me and smiled. Since there were so many trips, it became comical. I started by giving her a grin and a "Hey, there," after the fourth trip. I blew her a kiss as I returned from the sixth trip to the garage. She got into it, then, and licked her lips outrageously when I next walked past. That actually got me hard. In the garage, after I set down that box, I adjusted my dick down the leg of my shorts so it wouldn't be obvious.

Back in the attic, I finished the last of my water and returned to the kitchen to refill it. I was drenched, of course. I peeled off my tank top and wrung it out in the kitchen sink without really thinking about it. When I finished putting it back on, I realized that Hope was staring at me. I ignored her stare and returned to the attic.

She still turned and smiled at me each time I passed, and I smiled back, but her expression had changed. She looked at me hungrily now.

That got me harder than watching her lick her lips had. I was careful to turn so that she wouldn't see just how aroused I was, each time I walked by. When I finally set the last box in the garage, I opened the garage door and stepped outside to get some fresh air. It also helped cool the garage.

We had a second refrigerator in our garage, and we kept a bunch of sports drinks in there. I grabbed one and carried it out into the driveway, gulping it as the breeze cooled my skin. I watched a trio of small wolf spiders as they fled from the boxes out the garage door. I finished my drink and tossed the container into the recycle bin, then closed the garage door and headed back into the attic. I took the old computers and monitors from the attic to the garage, and then closed the door to the attic.

It had been a very productive afternoon, and I was ready for a shower. Only then, as I headed to the bathroom, did I realize that Hope had not been in the living room since my brief break earlier. I had been that focused on what I was doing. I shed my soggy clothes in the bathroom, wringing them out in the sink before setting them aside. They would go right into the washer after my shower.

When I walked out to the laundry room wrapped in a towel, Hope was once again seated in the living room. She still wore the same outfit, but I could tell right away that she no longer wore a bra beneath the blouse. Her nipples poked out noticeably, and I hoped I wasn't staring. My sister smiled at me, and I realized the hungry look was no longer there.

I tossed my sweat-soaked clothes into the washer with some other clothes from the hamper and started it. I went back to my room to get dressed, locking the door behind me. I knew that Hope had taken off her bra, and suspected that she might have masturbated. I opened my laptop and let it run through its startup while I put on fresh shorts and a t-shirt.

I sat at my desk and opened the two windows showing the footage from Hope's room. Bingo! I actually saw myself walking by her open door to the garage before she rushed into her room and closed the door. Her room was well-lit by the afternoon sun as she lay back on her bed, opening her legs to play with her pussy. One of the cameras was perfectly positioned to show me everything.

I pulled my dick out of the leg of my shorts, stroking it in time with the fingers plunging in and out of Hope's wet pussy. She had two fingers from her left hand sliding in and out of her, while the tips of the fingers on her right hand rubbed her clit from side to side rapidly. My headphones were still sitting on the desk, but I could hear her faint moans and the wet squishy sounds coming out of them.

I was really close to coming when I heard a car pull up in our driveway. It was just enough of a distraction that I knew I wouldn't come soon. I released my dick and saved the video clip. I knew I would have a memorable session later that night, with the two shower videos and that clip to watch.

It took a few minutes for my erection to subside enough that I could leave my room. Colleen was home, and she gave me a nice hug in the hallway when I walked out of my bedroom. She had come in through the garage.

"I see you got a lot done while I was at work," she said. "How many boxes are still up there?"

We walked together to the living room as I answered.

"Those were the last of the boxes," I said, "And that was all of the computers and monitors. I'll probably finish getting the last of the stuff out of the attic tonight."

Colleen shook her head and smiled at me. Hope turned around on the couch.

"Really?" Hope asked, "That's all the boxes already?"

"Yep," I answered.

"Can we go up there and take a look?" she asked.

"Sure," I answered with a shrug. I was not worried that they might spot the cameras. After all, Dad hadn't noticed.

I walked over and pulled down the ladder once again, and Colleen went up first. I followed Hope up the ladder, with her naked bottom right in my face. I think she felt my breath, and expected her to turn and look at me, but she didn't. It wasn't all that long of a climb, but I had a good whiff of her pussy. I stopped a couple of steps shy of the attic, so that my raging hard-on was out of sight.

Colleen and Heather both looked around at the attic. Colleen blew out a whistle, and Hope murmured, "Wow."

"This attic is really big without all that junk up here," Colleen commented.

"Yeah," I replied, "After we put in the new insulation, maybe I should put in some floorboards so we could use this space for something."

It was an idea that had formed in my mind while I had been working up here. That would further hide the cameras, if Dad approved.

Both of my sisters were already getting too hot, and we retreated back down the ladder. I put it back up and closed the attic hatch.

"It's probably too hot up there—and too cold in the winter—to really use that for anything other than storage," Colleen said.

"You're probably right," I said.

I was trying not to stare at Hope. She had already sweated enough in the attic that I could clearly see her nipples through that white blouse. Colleen seemed not to notice, but she was aware that she was sweating.

"I think I'll take a quick shower and change clothes," she said.

I walked over to the couch and plopped down. I was not expecting it when Hope slid into my lap and once again wrapped her arm around my head. I smiled up into her face, careful not to stare at her tits right in front of me. I had already been hard, and now I knew that she was sitting in my lap with only the thin layer of my shorts between my hard cock and her wet pussy.

"Mind if I change the channel?" I asked her.

I was just trying to find something to say to deflect her attention from my erection pressing into her thighs from below. Now, in retrospect, it is obvious that Hope wanted me. God knows, I wanted her. At that point, though, I thought it was my imagination playing tricks on me. My sisters were so beautiful, and I didn't think that they were interested in their kid brother that way.

I heard Colleen go from her bedroom to the bathroom. I tried to focus on the television, but I could not tell you what we watched. My attention was entirely focused on the heat of my sister's pussy on my lap. It got worse every time she wiggled her bottom against me. Her taut left nipple was within inches of my watering mouth. It was all I could do not to stare at it.

We heard another car pull into the driveway, and Hope slid out of my lap. She smoothed down her skirt and turned to me.

"I guess I ought to change before dinner," she said.

I nodded, trying not to stare at her. She looked down and her eyes widened. She reddened a bit and then added, "Maybe you should change, too," before walking away. I looked down and saw what she meant. The crotch of my shorts was soaked.

I hurried into my bedroom, managing to get in there and close the door before my mom walked into the house. I pulled off the damp shorts and couldn't help but lift them to my nose. They reeked of my sister's wet pussy. I folded them up so that the damp patch was hidden inside and set them beside my pillow.

I grabbed an identical pair of grey workout shorts and pulled them on quickly, trying to get out to the couch and look nonchalant when my mother walked through. I was mostly successful. Mom stopped in the living room and asked how my day was.

"I got a lot done," I replied.

I smiled and told her about some of my homework, and then explained that all the boxes, computers and monitors were out of the attic. She nodded and absently said, "Oh," and "uh-huh," a couple of times, but I realized that she, too, was staring at my crotch. I knew that I was still fairly erect, but I thought that I had pushed my dick down so that it wasn't poking up noticeably anymore.

I couldn't help but notice my mother's nipples were visible through her thin bra and the top she wore, which didn't help my condition any. Also, I couldn't help but picture her naked, masturbating in her shower. When I asked her how her day was, she simply replied, "It was fine," before turning and heading into her bedroom.

As soon as she was out of sight, I looked down and saw that the end of my hard dick was poking out of the leg opening of my shorts. She had been able to see the head and first couple inches of it the whole time! I tucked it away and straightened my shorts. Less than a minute later, Colleen emerged from her bedroom and joined me in the living room.

Evidently it was her turn to plop down in my lap. Hope said nothing about it when she joined us a few minutes later, sitting on my left side. I distinctly remembered that we talked, but I was so distracted that I couldn't keep track of that conversation. Colleen was really moving around a lot in my lap, and she and Hope kept touching my shoulders and arms as they spoke to me.

Mom called from the kitchen and asked what we wanted for dinner. I used that as an excuse to get up from the couch to help her. I thought it would keep me out of trouble. Colleen and Hope sat on the couch and whispered as I helped Mom cook dinner.

Unfortunately, I wasn't really prepared when I walked into the kitchen. My mother was wearing a thin robe that I had never seen before. It was pale pink, and I could see the dark outlines of her nipples right through it. It was tied at the waist with a belt, but when she turned to face me, the bottom of it gapped open, revealing her smooth pussy. I knew she had seen me staring, but she didn't say anything.

I tried not to stare over the next twenty minutes, as we cooked dinner. Halfway through that, my dad got home and headed straight to their bathroom to shower. When he returned, he didn't say anything but he did raise his eyebrows when he saw what Mom was wearing.

After dinner, my sisters and I cleaned up quickly. Once again, we joined our parents for an hour or so of television. Hope reclaimed my lap for the first half hour, and when she got up to use the bathroom, Colleen slid back into my lap. Both of them were wearing shorts, and neither of them moved around as much as they had earlier. That was a relief. At the same time, though, I had to wonder if I was the only one who could see my mother's bare pussy the three times she shifted in the loveseat next to my dad.

I finally couldn't take it anymore. I excused myself and returned to the attic. I cleared the cobwebs from my old crib and took it apart so I could carry it down. Dad saw me passing with it, and got up to help. When we got to the garage and turned on the light, my dad gave out a long whistle.

"Wow, Daniel," he said, "You really did get a lot done today!"

"Yes, sir," I replied.

He followed me back up into the attic, and then he was even more impressed. It took just over an hour, and we had completely cleared the last of the junk from up there. Mom, Colleen, and Hope all pitched in as we went through those boxes in the garage. It was late by the time we finished, but the job was done. All that was left was replacing the insulation.

Everyone needed a shower after that, and I was so tired by the time I got my shower that I went to bed and fell asleep without watching any of the video footage I had planned to view.

My alarm awoke me far too early the next morning. I was up and in the bathroom, brushing my teeth and getting ready for school, before it dawned on me that it was Saturday. I felt like a total dipshit. I could have slept in. I could have stayed in my room and watched my illicit home movies. Instead I had gotten up early, and now my dad knew I was awake.

Dad always got up early on Saturdays. That was when he took care of all the household chores, so he could enjoy watching football and drinking beer the rest of the weekend. I was not the least surprised when he poked his head into the bathroom and grinned at me.

"Glad to see you're up!" he said, "Are you ready to go get that new insulation with me?"

I spat out the toothpaste.



"Sure, but can I grab some cereal first?" I replied.

"That sounds good," he said.

We both wolfed down a bowl of cereal, and then we headed out to my dad's truck. It was a good thing I was along to help; that insulation was bulky. It was also a good thing we got started early. The attic was actually comfortable when we climbed up there and began removing the old insulation.

I managed to talk my dad into letting me pull the insulation out and then I tossed it down to him. He carried it outside and piled it up next to the truck. The new insulation was in long rolls. We manhandled those up the ladder, and then I rolled them out and my dad cut the ends to the correct length. He never saw the cameras, and the new insulation was all installed before my mom and sisters woke up.

After we disposed of the old insulation at the dump, dad took me to the Waffle House for a late breakfast. It was weird; he talked to me like I was one of the guys from work. We got home after that to find that Mom and my sisters were up. They had not been up long, from the look of them. All three were bleary-eyed and they wore what they had worn to sleep—well, except Hope, I would imagine. She had likely pulled those pajamas on after she woke up.

Dad and I needed to shower. We had bits of that fiberglass insulation on our sleeves and pant legs, and we didn't want to get that all over the place. I was surprised when Dad suggested we just strip in the laundry room and wash those clothes separately. I was embarrassed to walk past my mom and sisters naked, with my hands covering my crotch. I hustled into the bathroom and showered quickly. I dried and wrapped the towel around my waist, shaking my head at my reflection in the mirror. I couldn't believe I had done that.

I rejoined my family at the dining room table, once again dressed in workout shorts and a tank top. My dad had just taken his first sip of coffee when my mom cleared her throat.

"What was that all about?" she asked.

I couldn't help myself.

"Oh, Dad and I have been toying with the idea of casual nudity around the house," I drawled.

Dad choked on his coffee. When he saw the saucer-wide eyes of mom and my sisters, he laughed uncontrollably. When he finally caught his breath, he shook his head and grinned at me.

"Damn, that was funny, Daniel."

He turned to my mom, then.

"No, not really," he said, "We got up early and tore out the old insulation and put in the new stuff. We had fiberglass fibers all over us, so we just threw those clothes in the wash by themselves. That was my idea."

He turned back to me.

"Sorry if that embarrassed you."

I shrugged, acting like it was no big deal. I couldn't help but notice that my mother looked aroused at the prospect of me and dad walking around naked. I stretched my arms above my head and yawned.

"I think I'm going to go back to bed," I said, "I would probably have slept in, but I forgot to change the alarm before I went to bed last night."

"Go right ahead," my dad said, "You've earned it."

* * *

My hands shook as I fired up my laptop. I was so excited that I wasn't even sure where to start. When the video feeds came up, I decided to rewind them all from that point backward to see if there was anything interesting from this morning. I wasn't keen on keeping video of my mom and sisters going to the bathroom. Before that, though, I had several hours of Hope lying naked in her bed. She had pushed her covers to the side and was illuminated by the bedside lamp. I saved that for later viewing.

Rewinding further, I was surprised to see my parents having sex. They had left the bathroom light on, and had really gone at it. When I reached the beginning of that, they were lying in bed talking for a while. I put my headphones on to hear what they were saying.

"Really?" my dad asked, clearly turned on, "He looked at your pussy?"

"Oh, yeah," my mother purred, "and you should have seen how hard he was."

She reached over and started stroking my dad's cock. I wondered if they were talking about me, but that was confirmed as soon as I thought it.

"Are you this turned on because you're thinking about our son fucking his mommy?" she asked him.

He just groaned, and I could see his dick throbbing in her hand. I was stroking my own dick as I listened. I had never even imagined my mother talking like this.

"You are, aren't you?" she continued, "You would just love to watch your son bend me over the kitchen counter, pull up the back of my robe, and fuck me, wouldn't you?"

She bent and sucked the head of his cock, but then her hair fell over her face and blocked my view. Dad groaned again, and then he grabbed her and flipped her over. They made a lot of noise while they fucked. I was surprised that I had never heard them having sex before.

They were all over the bed, so my view varied as they moved. I had a lousy view of that initial missionary sex, but when dad pulled her legs up over his shoulders and turned slightly, I could zoom in for a great close-up. I watched my dad's cock plunge in and out of my mother's pussy as if I were standing a foot away. After that, they both turned over and he took her from behind. I was looking at their faces and my mother's bouncing tits from that angle.

My dad got up and walked into the bathroom. I wondered what was going on—there was still a lot of sex time left to go. My mother slid off the bed, then bent over the side of the bed with her legs spread wide. I couldn't tell what my dad was doing with his back to me, until I heard my mother groan and my dad spread his legs. He was fucking her in the ass!

Once again, I was able to zoom in and catch it in glorious detail. I could see her empty pussy right below the thick shaft sliding in and out of that tight asshole. My mother's kinky talk was what put it over the top, though.

"Oh, Daniel!" she cried out, "What do you think you're doing? You can't fuck your mother like that! Oh! You dirty boy, fucking your own mother in her tight little ass! Do you like how that feels, baby? Do you like how mommy's ass squeezes your big dick?"

"Oh, fuck!" my dad gasped out.

"Are you going to come for me?" she continued, "Are you going to fill your mommy's tight ass with your hot cum?"

I barely managed to grab a tissue in time as my dick erupted. On the screen in front of me, my father was grunting and moaning as he filled my mother's ass with his own load. They weren't done yet, but I needed time to recuperate after that. I disposed of the messy tissue and rewound the video to the point that they first started talking in their bed. I saved it from that point until their light went off an hour and a half later.

I continued to backtrack, and Colleen and my parents were simultaneously showering before going to bed the night before. I didn't realize that my parents had showered together. They fooled around a bit as they washed each other, but that was apparently just warming them up for later in bed.

Colleen looked amazing as she showered. Her short, light-brown hair emphasized the sexy curve of her neck and made her firm breasts look even bigger. She wasn't shy about playing with her nipples, biting her lip each time she did. I didn't have a clear view of it, but she was clearly playing with her pussy as well.

I saved both of those clips, and rewound past my own shower to watch Hope. That was a little disappointing after everything else I had seen. She was brisk and businesslike as she washed her body, shampooed her hair, and got out. I did get a nice view of her ass as she bent over to wrap the smaller towel around her hair. She dried her body with the larger bath towel, wrapped it around her, and passed me on the way to her bedroom.

I decided not to keep that, and rewound further.

I was already so spoiled by the quality of my new viewing options that I didn't bother saving the quick view of my sisters undressing before their showers. There was a lot of movement in the doorways of my sisters' bedrooms as we walked back and forth to the garage. There was a long stretch of the bedrooms gradually lightening as the video rewound from night back to the afternoon. My dad showered, but I skipped past that.

My mother was naked in her bedroom for a few minutes before she picked out that revealing robe and put it on. She touched her breasts and pussy and moaned before wrapping the robe around her body and tying the belt.

It was a short clip, but I saved it anyway.

I also saved the brief clip of Colleen entering her room after her shower. She had dressed quickly, but she had sat on her bed and rubbed her pussy for a bit before that. Her breasts bounced around nicely, and her nipples looked delicious. Her pussy glistened as her fingers worked her clit roughly. I couldn't tell if she came or not before she got up and pulled her panties up her legs.

Before that, she showered. Unlike the shower from that morning, she had really rushed. I backed up to the beginning of that, and noticed that she had been staring out toward the living room before hurrying in to take her shower. She had been watching Hope sitting on my lap.

There was nothing on any of the cameras but empty rooms from that point forward until I once again hit the point that we got dressed before I left for school the day before. I returned to my saved video collection and stroked myself to another nice orgasm watching my parents fuck and talk dirty the night before. After that, I lay down and really did take a nap.

I was awakened by loud knocking on my bedroom door. It was my dad, and he was really pounding the door with his fist.

"Daniel, are you alright in there?" he bellowed.

I leapt from my bed and rushed to the door, unlocking and opening it. My dad looked relieved when he looked at me. I'm sure he could tell just by looking at me that I just woke up.

"Why did you lock your door?" he asked.

"Sorry," I replied groggily, "I didn't know I had."

I had locked the door on purpose before I started watching those videos, of course. I just didn't realize that I left it locked when I zonked out. I made a mental note that I needed to be more careful about that in the future.

* * *

I don't know what you would consider 'normal' or 'excessive' amounts of masturbation. I usually jacked off to orgasm four or five times a day, but it wasn't unusual for me to do it more than that when I had something inspiring to get me off. Now that I had these cameras installed, every night was like Christmas morning. I would open my laptop, excited to see what goodies I had in store. I was masturbating a lot, even by my standards.

Every day I had a fresh video of my sisters and my mother taking a shower. Colleen and my mom both masturbated in the shower regularly. Hope usually masturbated in her room, but she gave me some spectacular shows, writhing on her bed as her fingers worked over her juicy pussy.

When my school week resumed, I discovered that Colleen would use that dildo on herself in the mornings after everyone else had left. She would moan as she sucked on it, getting it nice and wet with her saliva before sliding it deep inside her pussy. Since she was alone in the house, she would really let loose, moaning loudly and muttering "fuck!" "Oh, yes!" and occasionally howling "I'm coming!" at the end.

As hot as those videos were, I still enjoyed the titillating views of all three sexy women when they dressed or undressed each day. I felt a thrill when I listened to Colleen talk on her phone with one of her friends from work, touching her pussy while they discussed a guy that had really turned them on.

My parents had sex two or three nights a week, and that was often in the dark. Even then, though, my mother's dirty talk was enough to get me off repeatedly. It was even better when they left the lights on, of course. It just wasn't that often.

I was doing well in my classes as the school year drew to a close, despite my distraction. I just didn't spend any time hanging out with my friends or trying to date anymore. I was too busy, with hours of new footage to review every day. It didn't register in my brain just what a recluse I had become until a few weeks had passed.

* * *

Hope was sitting on her bed when my mother walked into the room. She looked miserable. I had noticed that she looked increasingly unhappy lately, but I didn't know why.

"What's wrong, baby?" my mother asked, sitting next to her on the bed.

My mother wrapped her left arm around her shoulders and used her right hand to push her bangs out of her face. That comforting touch looked gentle and loving as I watched them.

"Oh, Mom," my sister replied, "I don't know what I did, but Daniel has been avoiding me for the past week. He never talks to me anymore, and...he doesn't even look at me like he used to."

I saw my mother's hand freeze with a lock of Hope's hair draped over her fingers.

"What do you mean?" she asked softly.

Hope looked up at her—and toward the camera—and bit her lip. She looked like she might cry.

"I know, it's wrong, but he used to make me feel so sexy. He never stared at me, like the guys at school do, but he was so cute. I loved that he would get—you know—turned on around me. Daniel was always so sweet and shy about it, and that just made it better for me. I felt like he couldn't help himself, and that just made me feel even sexier."

I could see my mother shiver at that, but doubted that Hope noticed. In the other camera, I could see that Mom's nipples were hard within her nightgown. She nodded at my sister, and resumed stroking her hair.

"I'm afraid I pushed it too far," Hope continued in a hoarse whisper, "I think it happened when I sat on his lap last week. I could feel that he was really hard, and I may have embarrassed him. I didn't mean to, Mom. I was just turned on, feeling how hard he was underneath me. I started kind of rocking in his lap, and it felt really nice."

She shook her head, and my mom had to clear her throat before she could speak clearly.

"Go on, dear," she urged, "It's alright. I totally understand."

Hope looked up at her face. "You do?" she asked.

"Well of course, dear," Mom replied, "I have enjoyed sitting in his lap the last few weeks, and for the same reason. Your brother is a very sexy young man, and it makes me feel sexy to feel his hard cock pressing up against me like that."

Over the past few weeks, I had heard my mother utter much filthier things, but Hope looked shocked to hear my mother use the word 'cock.'

"Isn't that...wrong, though?" she asked.

"Maybe," my mom replied thoughtfully, "I mean, what we have done—and Colleen has done it as much as we have—is really just harmless fun. It's not like any of us are having sex with Daniel."

"I think I wanted to, though," Hope admitted, "And I think he could tell. He's barely said anything to me since that night, Mom, and I think he hates me for doing that to him."

She did start to cry, then. Mom held her and rubbed her back as Hope sobbed into her chest.

I felt awful for her, and I felt like a heel. I hadn't realized just how much I had tuned out my family 'in the flesh' in exchange for watching them on my monitor. I put my mind to work, trying to figure out how I could ease my way back into their lives without letting on that I had overheard this conversation. My eyes snapped back to the screen, though, when my mother spoke again.

"Shh," she whispered, "It's alright, Hope. I completely understand. Even if you and Daniel were having sex, I would understand."

"You would?" Hope gasped in surprise, looking up at Mom's face.

"Well, of course, honey," she said, "After all, whenever I've sat in Daniel's lap and felt that thick, hard, dick, I have wondered what it would feel like if it somehow slipped inside me. Haven't you?"

Hope nodded guiltily and she bit her lip again. My mother looked incredibly aroused as she continued.

"And if something like that happened...well, it would be much more likely to happen again, wouldn't it? You and your brother are attractive young people. You're on the pill, so it's not like he would get you pregnant. I know, it's supposed to be wrong. I'm your mother and I certainly shouldn't encourage that sort of behavior. I'm just saying, if it did happen, I would still love you both and I wouldn't blame you one bit."

Fuck! I was rock hard again after hearing her say that! My dick was throbbing in my hand, and I could almost picture what she suggested. If I was sitting around in my boxer shorts when Hope sat on my lap, it would be easy for my erection to push out of the front of the boxers...

"Well, I guess we won't have to worry about it anyway," Hope answered sadly, "As much as he's been avoiding me lately, I'm sure nothing will happen. No matter how much I might want it to happen."

She shook her head then, looking a little embarrassed.

"Sorry, Mom," she murmured, "I didn't mean it like that. I just miss having him around, especially after the way he used to stick up for me and talk to me."

Mom's attention was piqued by that, and she sat up a bit.

"What do you mean 'he used to stick up for you'? Did something happen at school?"

"Um...well..." Hope looked uncomfortable as she tried to figure out what to say. "There was this one time, when an older boy wouldn't leave me alone...and Daniel stood up for me and ran the guy away. He was very brave. That boy was much bigger than him." She looked into my mother's eyes—and the camera, again—and my heart melted. "I think that was when I fell in love with Daniel."

My mother wrapped her in a comforting hug.

"Oh, sweetheart!" she said, "I had no idea." Then she leaned back. "When did that happen?"

I knew exactly when it happened, and yet I had still been clueless. I always assumed Hope was just that same sweet, naïve person I had always loved and fantasized about. The idea that she was in love with me and wanted me that way...it was enormous. I felt a sense of vertigo, as if my room and my world were spinning around me.

I had to do something. But what?

I shook slightly as I saved that conversation. I might want to listen to it again. I closed my laptop and stood up, pacing absentmindedly around my room as I thought about what I should do.

Everyone had noticed how much time I had been spending in my room, I realized. That was no good. I would have to start spending more time with my family, and my video viewing would have to be done after they had gone to sleep. Also, I realized, there were only two weeks of school left. Once summer began, I should have the house to myself for parts of the day for that.

I needed a cover story—a reason I had been so preoccupied in my room. I stopped pacing abruptly. Dammit! I was still in my room, still locked away from them. Impulsively, I flung my door open and ran my hands over my face before stalking through the house. I could pace and fume in the back yard. Once I stepped out that back door, the cool evening breeze helped clear my head immensely.

Really, why would a guy my age spend so much time locked away in his room, with his laptop? He could be consumed by porn and jacking off, but that would have taken hold of me years before if that were the case. He could be a dedicated online gamer. They all knew that wasn't my bag.

I stopped pacing in the grass when it hit me. It had to be a woman. An online correspondence that had consumed me utterly; it explained neatly why they wouldn't have heard me talking in my room—I would have been typing instead. I had read about such things. I would need to research it more, of course, but it would explain everything. Until I had the story perfectly researched, I would refuse to divulge anything. In the meantime, I needed to spend time with my family again.

I set my shoulders and marched back into the house. Nobody was in the dining room or living room at the moment, so I went through to the bathroom. I had to wait until Colleen exited before I could go in. I grimaced at her as we passed. She looked surprised to see me, and she stood there as I closed the door. I stood over the toilet and made myself pee a little bit, in case she was still standing outside the door.



Then I stood in front of the mirror and washed my face. I looked at my reflection, and tried to work on the appropriate expression. I don't know if you have ever done that. I guess it would sound a little crazy to you if you've never done it. I went through a couple of 'sad' expressions. I thought it just made me look constipated or something. I looked like I was physically ill, instead of heartbroken. That would not do.

I closed my eyes, and involuntarily I pictured my sister looking at me with that heart-wrenching look on her face. I felt a lump form in my throat. I opened my eyes and looked in the mirror. That haunted face looking back at me was perfect. I was on the verge of genuine tears, and looked it.

The last thing I had wanted to do was hurt anyone. I watched my expression in the mirror as it changed. How would I look, when my mother asked me what was wrong? I shifted to a sad smile. Colleen wants to know if I am alright? That grateful smile and determined face would let her know I meant it when I didn't want to talk about it. What about when Hope asked me...anything? Shoot. I couldn't get that haunted look from my face when I thought about her.

I heard my father's voice in the living room, and my mother responding from the kitchen. We had eaten dinner a couple of hours earlier. I wasn't so out of it that I had been missing meals the past weeks. I felt prepared to face them all. I dried my face and walked out of the bathroom.

Everyone else was sitting in the living room, watching television.

"Hey," I said softly, "Mind if I join you?"

"Sure," "Of course," "Hey," they replied. They all looked surprised to see me. I walked around the couch and sat between my sisters, aware of just how sad my smile probably looked when I looked at each of them.

I mostly watched the show they had been watching. Whenever one of my family members would look at me, I would meet their gaze briefly before looking back at the screen. Nobody asked me anything. After the show, we all went to bed. I lay on my bed for two hours before getting up and quietly opening my laptop to begin my self-assigned homework.

It was surprisingly easy to find hundreds of chat rooms, bulletin boards, and forums where one could have the kind of online affair I had imagined. I found a few that I could follow right away, and I was able to figure out what the rules did and did not allow. After three or four hours, I felt confident that I could answer any questions with a reasonably accurate answer.

Now, all I had to do was create this anonymous woman. I stretched, realizing that I was really tired. I went to sleep and dreamed of a beautiful stranger who had captured my heart without ever existing.

* * *

I had school the next day, and I had really stayed up far too late. I was groggy and out of it when I got breakfast and dressed for school. I followed Hope out to her car and slid into the passenger seat as I had every school day for the past three years. I had taken her for granted all this time. I looked over at her and cleared my throat before breaking the silence.

"Hope," I said, "Can I ask you something?"

She turned her head sharply to me before returning her eyes to the traffic ahead.

"Sure, Daniel," she replied, "You can ask me anything."

"Have you been dating anyone lately?" I asked.

"No," she said slowly, dragging the word out for a second, "Why do you ask?"

I took a moment before answering. I wasn't quite sure how to broach this without it leading to a long conversation we just didn't have time for in the brief car ride.

"I was just wondering if you had a guy break your heart, lately," I said.

We stopped at a traffic signal, and she looked over at me. I knew what my expression had to be at that moment when her sad eyes met mine. Her expression changed abruptly when she saw the look on my face.

"What happened, Daniel?" she breathed.

I shook my head and forced a smile.

"We don't have time," I said. "Hope, I promise, I will tell you everything after school today. Okay?"

She nodded, and we continued on. I leaned over and hugged her impulsively before getting out of the car at my school.

"Thanks, Hope," I said.

I was surprised through the school day. A couple of girls I knew, and four more that I didn't really know at all, approached me and asked if I was alright. That was just unfathomable to me. How was it that this pathetic version of me drew so much attention? I had never been a popular guy at my school. These girls looked like they wanted to comfort me. They wanted...wow. I suddenly realized how those emo musicians got laid so much.

Still, I had no interest at that late point in starting up something with any of them. At the same time, I'm not an idiot. I got their phone numbers, just in case.

That afternoon, I waited in front of the school and marshaled my thoughts while I waited for my sister to arrive. She pulled up, and I smiled at her before sliding into the car. I leaned over and gave her a smooch on the cheek, knowing it was totally out of character for me.

"So, how was your day?" I asked.

That inane question caught her completely off guard.

"Um, it was okay, I guess," she said. "I had my final exam for my Economics class today. I think I did alright on it. I had most of the day off."

She looked nervous, and perhaps a little excited, as she spoke to me. She looked beautiful, I realized. Then I realized she had picked out this outfit since she dropped me off at school. She was wearing it for me. Hope was not overdressed, nor was it a slutty outfit. I felt confident that there were no panties beneath that clingy skirt she wore. Her sleeveless blouse gave me a little peek at the side of her right breast, unfettered by a bra.

"Is Colleen home?" I asked.

"She wasn't there when I left," she replied, "but she might be home by the time we get back. She was working this morning, but it was supposed to be a half day."

I nodded. That was what I expected, and I really wanted to talk to both of them when I explained myself. I didn't want to have to go through it any more times than I had to. I reached over and put my left hand on Hope's thigh, giving it a light squeeze.

"You look nice today," I said.

"Thanks," she breathed.

I withdrew my hand, not wanting to overdo it.

"I don't have any homework today," I told her. "If you don't mind, I want to sit down and talk with you and Colleen at the same time. I know, I have been...distant lately. I am sorry, Hope. It's just...well, you will understand when I tell you guys. I promise."

She didn't look terribly disappointed when I said I wanted to include Colleen in the discussion, but she was always good at hiding that sort of thing. I prayed I had not hurt her again.

Half an hour later, I had changed into my familiar, comfortable shorts and tank top. I had been exercising enough, between push-ups and sit-ups at home and the various exercises in PE class, that I knew I looked decent in that outfit. Colleen was also wearing shorts and a t-shirt, but Hope still wore the same outfit she had on in the car earlier. I sat on the coffee table in the living room, facing them as they sat on the couch.

I took a big breath and gave them a sad smile before starting. This had to be done just right. The story was bullshit, of course, but the sentiment was real enough.

"Have you ever met someone online, that you never knew in real life?" I asked.

"I have," Colleen answered. Hope shook her head.

"Well," I blew out a breath, "I met this woman online. I knew she was older than me, but I really got into chatting with her online. I guess I let it get out of control. Quite honestly, I didn't know just how much time I was spending in my room on my computer until just recently."

I looked at them, making sure they were following what I was saying. Looking at my sisters, sitting there on the couch, I could clearly picture them naked from all the video footage I had watched. I closed my eyes for a moment, letting that montage of my sisters' sexy naked bodies wash through my mind.

I pictured Colleen masturbating in the shower, then on her bed with her dildo noisily fucking her wet pussy. I saw Hope lying on her bed, her fingers thrusting in and out of her. I felt my cock stir to life, knowing they could clearly see it between my spread thighs as I sat right in front of them. When I opened my eyes and looked at them again, they were both looking at my hard dick.

I smiled at them and crossed my forearms over my crotch.

"Sorry," I said, "Thinking of all those dirty conversations still gets me hard. I really enjoyed sharing those naughty fantasies with Stacy. At least, that's what she said her name was. I just found out Monday, though, that it was all bullshit."

I could hear the bitterness in my tone. I was nailing this.

"It turns out that 'Stacy' is actually a forty-six-year-old mother of four. She's married, and she had told me she was single. I should have known better," I closed my eyes again and shook my head. I was recalling some of my mother's dirty talk as I opened my eyes and went on. "She really had a knack for going into details of her little fantasies. I really got into it, and loved getting off with her. The thing is, I...I fell in love with her. I fell in love with this fantasy woman who never existed in real life. How pathetic does that make me?"

My sisters both sat there in shock, with their mouths hanging open. They had no idea that this had been my life for almost a month. I mean, it hadn't been, really. When I figured I wasn't going to get an answer out of either of them, I added an embellishment I had come up with while sitting in my English class that afternoon. I leaned forward a little and whispered.

"You know what the most embarrassing part is? Every time I go grocery shopping now, and see a housewife in her forties, I will wonder if that is Stacy." I uncovered my lap, letting them see my arousal. "I will be getting a hard-on from just being around random middle-aged women. How sad is that?"

I smiled at them, and they smiled back. I could tell that they were buying the story. They looked relieved to have me back. I also knew that one of them would tell my mother the story. If they told it accurately, she would know I now had a thing for middle-aged housewives.

"How did that happen in the first place?" Hope asked.

It was only the first of a series of questions from my sisters, but I had prepared answers for each one. The more I answered them, and used my self-deprecating humor, the more they smiled and accepted how such a thing could happen. By the time we were done, they could easily imagine how it could have happened to them.

They could also see just how aroused I was, and how vulnerable. They wanted me, badly, by the time we heard my mother pull up to the house. I stood up, my erection right in front of both of them.

"I guess I should change into something more presentable," I chuckled, "Can't have Mom seeing me like this!"

They both laughed weakly, but they were looking at my dick. I spread my arms, and they stood and let me hug them. Colleen sighed into my ear when I pressed my erection into her pubic mound and hugged her tightly. I turned and pulled Hope to me next, and she just stared into my eyes when I gave her the same treatment.

I walked briskly into my room, intending to change into cargo shorts with boxers beneath them before rejoining them. Instead, I just put on the boxers and wore the same thin shorts. I gave my erection a moment to go down a bit before walking out of my room. My mother was standing between the dining room and living room, still dressed in her professional attire. I gave her a smile and a big hug before sitting on the couch between my sisters.

"What would you like to watch?" I asked them.

"I...I should probably go change," Hope said weakly.

I could smell the pungent aroma of her aroused pussy when she got up from the couch. I turned to Colleen and handed her the remote.

"I guess you're in charge," I said, leaning back into the couch and patting my thigh.

She accepted that as an invitation, sliding into my lap before flipping through the channels. I rubbed her back softly, enjoying the way she moaned at that. I then switched to scratching her back with my nails, and she moaned again in appreciation.

"Oh, that's really nice," she purred.

"Next!" Hope called out as she approached.

I turned and smiled at her. She was wearing a t-shirt and loose-fitting shorts. Her hard nipples stood out proudly against the thin material. I did not hide my appreciation of her lovely breasts.

"Sure thing, Hope," I said.

"Just don't expect to rush this for me," Colleen growled, pressing her bottom against my hard dick.

She let out a sharp breath when I pushed my hips up into her. She turned her head slowly and looked at me with her eyes wide. I just grinned back at her and kept scratching her back. I held out my right arm and welcomed Hope into my embrace while I continued scratching Colleen's back with my left hand. Before I was done, I had pushed my dick against her twice more. She was a little shaky when she slid out of my lap to give Hope her turn.

My mother came out of her bedroom about the time Hope settled into my lap. She was wearing one of her thin housecoats again, and this time she was wearing panties. When she saw me scratching Hope's back, she grinned at me before sitting down on the loveseat.

"Do I get a turn for that treatment?" she asked.

I turned to Colleen, even though I was answering my mother.

"That only seems fair, don't you think?" I said.

Colleen's eyes were still wide as she regarded me. She licked her lips before nodding.

"I guess so," she said.

I don't think Hope was subtle at all as she worked her ass in my lap. Nobody said anything, but I could feel her hot pussy through her thin shorts as she ground it on top of my erection. After several minutes of that, I cleared my throat and spoke softly.

"Don't you think it's Mom's turn?" I asked.

"Okay," she said, sliding back from my lap to the couch.

My mother smiled as she stood up, but that gave way to a less certain expression as she took the five steps toward me. She could see my hard cock throbbing in my shorts, pointed right up at her. She turned around and sat on my lap, and my cock was pressing between her pussy lips in the center of her panties.

She couldn't help but let out a soft "Oh!" of surprise when she felt that. I did not press against her as I had with Colleen, and she did not move noticeably in my lap, but her breathing was audible the entire time she sat there. I did a thorough job scratching her back.

Amusingly, I had no idea what show was on the television the entire time. One of them had been sitting in my lap, obscuring my view. All I could really hear were the commercials. I didn't even care. After two commercial breaks, I figured I should probably stop torturing my mother.

"Mom, should we get dinner started?" I asked.

"That's a good idea," she muttered.

I stood up with her, and followed her into the kitchen. I could smell her arousal the entire time, even though I was able to control my own enough to keep from sporting a boner. Dad arrived and went straight to their room to shower, stopping only briefly to acknowledge us on his way through.

I made jokes through dinner, trying to lighten the mood. My mom and sisters seemed far too serious and preoccupied, and I was eventually able to get them to smile.

"You seem to be in a much better mood," my dad commented with a broad smile.

"I am," I said, reaching around to hug Hope to me and nod at Colleen. "I really needed to get some stuff off my chest, and my sisters were there to listen. Thanks again for that."

They both beamed at me, murmuring "you're welcome." My mother perked up when she heard it. Dad just seemed relieved. Everyone was past whatever funk had clouded our home for the past week, and that was all he needed to know.

After eating dinner and cleaning the dishes, I retreated to my room. I left the door open on purpose. I dropped my shorts and tank top in my laundry hamper and stood looking at my laptop until Hope walked by. She stopped in my doorway and tapped lightly on my open door. I turned and looked at her.

"Are you alright?" she asked, looking at me and then at my closed laptop.

"Old habits die hard, I guess," I sighed to her.

I knew she could see the shaft of my dick through the opening in the front of my boxers. I stood there for a couple more seconds, letting her get a good look, before I turned and pulled an oversized t-shirt out of my dresser and put it on. It covered the boxers completely. Only she and I knew that I wasn't wearing shorts anymore. I walked up to her and followed her into the hallway, turning off my bedroom light behind me.

We both overheard Mom talking to Colleen through her open bedroom door.

"What did Daniel say to you?" she asked, "And what's gotten into him this afternoon?"

One of them pushed the bedroom door closed so they could talk in privacy. I turned to Hope and gave her a grin.

"Mom was bound to find out eventually," I said, "I'm not worried about it anymore. Still, please don't tell anyone else."

"I won't," Hope replied.

"Thanks," I said, leaning down to kiss her cheek.

I turned and walked into the bathroom, turning on the light and grabbing my toothbrush. After a moment, Hope went into her own bedroom, closing the door behind her. Until she came out of her room, it never really registered that the oversized black t-shirt I wore featured Darth Vader. She now wore her own oversized t-shirt with Obi-wan, Yoda, and the droids from the third prequel. Her nipples still stuck out prominently.

"We meet again, Obi-wan," I said in my best Darth Vader voice, staring at her chest.

"Stop," she said, putting her hand in the middle of my chest. She was smiling brightly at me.

Our shirts were probably the same size. That meant that hers hung down like a dress, to mid-thigh. Even when she bent over the sink, I could not tell if she was wearing anything other than the shirt. I faintly heard my mother's raised voice say "Really?" through the closed door of Colleen's bedroom just after I turned off my faucet. I wiped my face dry with a towel, hiding my satisfied grin from my sister.

I went out to the living room and sat in the middle of the couch. My dad was already getting a start on the weekend—he had a beer in his hand as he sat on the loveseat and flipped through the channels. He found a ballgame, but it wasn't any of the teams we rooted for. I looked over at him.

"Would you rather watch a movie or something?" I asked.

"I don't care," he said, "I didn't see anything else interesting."

I shrugged.

"Okay," I said.

Hope came out and she groaned when she saw the game on television.

"Really, Dad?" she asked, sliding into my lap.

I kept my face carefully blank when I felt her naked bottom slide up my thighs. Her shirt draped over our laps, keeping it hidden as her soft, moist lips came to rest on the exposed shaft of my cock.

"There really isn't anything else interesting on!" my dad protested again.

To prove his point, he began switching through the channels on the channel guide, rattling off shows as he went. With his focus on the television screen, Hope slowly slid forward and back a couple of inches. I was throbbing between her pussy lips, and we could both feel it clearly. It was rapidly becoming too much for me. I knew we would get caught if Colleen sat next to us, or insisted on her turn in my lap.

"I'm sorry," I said abruptly, "I am just too tired right now. I think I should go to bed."

Hope turned and looked at me. Her eyes were panicky. I leaned forward and kissed her cheek, but I pushed her gently from my lap and carefully stood up. My shirt had fallen back into place, covering my boxers and my boner. I walked over and kissed my dad on the cheek as well.



"Good night, Dad," I said.

Hope watched me as I walked out of the living room. I walked into my bedroom, pushing the door behind me so that it was open just a crack. I then took off the shirt and boxers, setting them on my dresser, and crawled naked into my bed.

As it turned out, I was really tired—more than I realized. I had planned to lie in my bed awake for a while, but I fell asleep. It wasn't a deep sleep. I was awakened by a soft tapping from my bedroom door. I heard the door opening slowly, and then a soft voice whispered, "Daniel?"

"I'm awake," I whispered back.

"Can I come in?"

"Sure."

The entire house was dark, and I could barely make out the dim outline of her body entering my room. She stood uncertainly for a second. I figured she couldn't see anything either. I could only tell by the dim red light coming from my clock that she was wearing a shirt, or maybe a gown.

"Should I turn on a light?" I asked.

"Yeah," she whispered, "Just a second."

She turned and pushed my bedroom door closed. I reached over next to my bed and turned on the small bedside lamp. I was surprised to see Colleen bathed in the light, standing just inside my door and shielding her eyes from the illumination. I had expected Hope. I was fortunate enough that she didn't catch that moment. By the time she uncovered her eyes to look at my face, I was smiling softly at her.

"What can I do for you, Colleen?" I asked, turning on my side to face her.

She stood there and wrung her hands uncertainly. I scooted back on my bed and patted the mattress next to me.

"Come on, have a seat and talk to me," I said, "I promise I won't bite unless you ask me to."

She shook her head and smiled softly, but came over and sat on my bed. I could see that she was wearing panties under her night shirt when she sat and pulled one leg beneath her bottom. In that brief glimpse, I knew exactly which pair of snug, pink, thong panties were pulled tightly to her puffy pussy lips, less than a foot from me.

Colleen still looked terribly nervous as she sat on my bed and looked at my face. It was a reversal of our normal roles, since she was my older sister. Despite her battles with my parents over the years, I had come to her for advice more than a few times.

"Colleen," I said, reaching out to rub her back, "It's okay. You know you can tell me anything."

"I told Mom everything you told me and Hope earlier," she blurted out.

"Okay," I said, waiting for the rest.

"Are you sure?" she asked.

I saw and felt her shoulders relax. Apparently, that had been all that was bothering her.

"I figured one of you would tell her," I said, "Really, it's fine. It saves me from the embarrassment of having to admit all of that to our parents. I mean, you know she'll tell dad." Colleen nodded, but the look on her face said she hadn't considered it until I said it. I continued, "I'm just glad that's over. I really appreciate you and Hope being there for me. It was such a relief to be able to talk to somebody about it—somebody I could trust."

Colleen shivered a bit. I had heard the air conditioner turn on, but hadn't considered she was sitting directly in the flow of one of the vents until then. I lifted the sheet, intending to invite her to join me, but then abruptly realized I wasn't wearing boxers and pulled the sheet back down. I felt my face get hot.

"Shit!" I said, "Sorry about that. I forgot I wasn't wearing boxers. I was going to have you snuggle up with me. You look chilly."

Colleen automatically looked down at her chest before crossing her arms in front of her. I had not been looking at her nipples, and she realized it as she looked at me. Her face was a little flushed as well. She had gotten a glimpse of my naked body in that moment the sheet was raised.

"I don't mind if you don't," she said, a little breathily, "I mean, I'm wearing panties. It's not like we'd be naked in bed together."

"Okay," I said.

I hoped I didn't sound too eager. I knew she was looking my naked body over as I lifted the sheet and she slid in beside me. I held out my right arm so that it cradled her head. She was facing me, and I could feel the softness of her thigh against my hard dick.

"Sorry," I whispered.

"For what?" she asked.

"I'm poking you with my dick."

She giggled at that, and I felt her hard nipples move against my chest when she did.

"It's not the first time," she whispered. "I couldn't believe you did that earlier."

I knew what she was talking about. 'Earlier' meant on the couch, after we had talked about my fictional online girlfriend. I smiled at her.

"I only thought it was fair," I said softly, "As much as you have teased me the past month, sitting on my lap and wiggling that sexy bottom on me."

I heard her sharp intake of breath. For a second, I wondered if I had said too much.

"You really think my bottom is sexy?" she asked.

I nodded, but at the same time I felt her push her hips toward me. It was just a little bit, but it caused my erect cock to slide up between her thighs so that the tip was now touching the juncture of her legs. I felt her panties, and the hot pussy lips beneath them, touching the end of my dick.

"I've always thought you were sexy," I said, "I thought you knew that."

I flexed my buttocks, which pressed my own hips forward just a bit, pushing against her pussy for a second before I relaxed those muscles.

"It's not like we'd ever actually do anything," I continued, "After all, you're my sister, right?"

I felt her press against me again, and the head of my cock was wedged between the tops of her thighs and her panties. It was incredibly hot, and I thought I felt moisture on the top of my cock head.

"That's right," she whispered, "You're my little brother. Nothing could ever happen."

I slid my left hand down her side, and felt her shiver deliciously against me. My hand landed on the middle of her right thigh, and I stroked it softly.

"Even if you weren't wearing those panties," I whispered, "It would be fine. I'm sure nothing would happen."

She groaned at that. She lifted that leg over my hip, and my hand slid up to touch the thin band of her thong at the top of her hip. The end of my dick was now pressed firmly between the lips of her pussy. Only that narrow strip of the crotch of her panties stopped me from sliding right into her, and we both knew it.

Colleen kissed me on my lips, then. It was a soft little fleeting smooch, at first. When I kissed her back, though, it became more insistent. At the same time, we were pressing our hips forward against each other. Her thong was pressed into the crease of her vagina, and I could feel the wet lips of her pussy on the sides of my glans.

We nearly jumped out of our skins when we heard a soft knock at the door. Colleen looked terrified as she rolled away from me, jumping out of the bed and smoothing down her shirt. I made sure the sheet covered me.

"Come in," I said softly.

This time, it was Hope at my door. She wore the same oversized Star Wars t-shirt. She and Colleen looked at each other in surprise for a moment.

"I saw your light was on, and thought..." Hope said a little awkwardly, "I thought we could talk, if you were up. I can come back later, I guess."

"No, no, that's fine," Colleen said a little too rapidly, "We were just talking, but I think we're done."

She turned to me and reached out her right hand. I took it in mine and gave it a soft squeeze.

"Thanks for being so understanding, Daniel," she said.

"Sure," I said, smiling at her.

Colleen smiled back, then shivered and quickly brushed by Hope and out of my room. We heard her bedroom door open and then close. Hope turned from the door to me.

"Should I close this door?" she asked.

"Yes," I replied, "We don't want the light waking up Mom and Dad."

That was ludicrous, really. Their room was on the opposite end of the house, and they almost always had their bedroom door closed at night. Even if both doors were wide open, that dim light would not have reached them around two corners. Still, Hope nodded and closed the door.

Just as Colleen had minutes earlier, Hope walked halfway toward my bed looking like she didn't know what to say. I was going to invite her to join me under the covers, but something didn't feel right about that. Instead, I rested my head on my right hand and smiled at her, waiting for her to speak. She looked at me and fidgeted a bit. Finally, she licked her lips and spoke in a whisper.

"Did I go too far, earlier?" she asked.

I knew what she meant, but wondered if I should play dumb. After all, that is what I had been doing for most of the past month. That was what I was thinking about, but she probably thought I was contemplating whether she had gone too far or not. I had looked away from her for a moment, but when I looked back at that haunted look on her face, I knew I had to tell her the truth.

"No," I sighed, "I was just afraid we would get caught."

She looked tremendously relieved to hear me say that.

"Oh, thank God," she blew out with a big breath, "I thought I might have scared you off again, and that scared me."

"Hope, you never scared me off," I reminded her with a soft, sad smile.

She smiled at me warmly as she reminded herself of our earlier talk. She took two steps forward, stopping with her thighs pressed against the side of my mattress.

"May I join you?" she whispered.

"That's probably a bad idea," I whispered back, "I'm naked under here."

"Oh, that's okay," she said, lifting the hem of her shirt, "So am I."

I'm sure my eyes bugged out as I looked at her lightly-furred pussy. She dropped her shirt after giving me a good eyeful, then lifted the edge of my sheet and slid into my bed.

"Do you want to turn off the light?" I asked her.

"No," she replied, and then she was kissing me.

It was as if Hope picked up right where Colleen had left off. She kissed me passionately and lifted her leg over my hip. Only, there was no thong in the way. I felt my cock slide right in to her tight, hot pussy.

I pulled my mouth from hers and gasped.

"Hope!" I hissed.

"You're not going to make me stop, are you?" she whispered.

I couldn't suppress my groan as she forced more of my length into that wet, velvety paradise between her legs.

"I couldn't stop you even if I wanted to," I replied.

"Good," she said, and then she was kissing me again as she took my dick slowly up inside her.

It was not the most comfortable position. She pushed my shoulder, and rolled with me as I lay on my back. When she was seated on top of my lap, she lifted her shirt above her head and tossed it aside. I sat up and finally got to suck on her mouth-watering nipples. It was everything I had fantasized about, only better. Hearing her moan while I sucked her tits made it more intense, and she was soon rising and falling in my lap, driving my cock in and out of her.

I released her nipple from my mouth and looked up at her face. She appeared to be glowing as she looked down at me. I grabbed her hips and held her firmly in place, with my dick buried to the hilt inside her.

"Hope, if we keep doing this, I'm going to come inside you," I whispered to her.

"It's okay, I'm on the pill," she whispered back.

"No, that's not my point," I said, "I'm your brother. We shouldn't be doing this."

My cock throbbed when I said 'brother,' and I saw her shiver when she felt it.

"I don't care," she said, "I love you."

"You don't understand," I said, lifting her up and impaling her for emphasis, "Once I come inside you, I am going to want to do it again. I am going to want to fuck my sister every chance I get."

She moaned at that. She started pushing her hips forward and back in my grasp.

"Hope," I hissed again, "We can still stop this right now. I love you too, but this will change our relationship forever."

"I don't care!" she moaned.

She shook all over. My sister looked just amazing and undeniably sexy as her orgasm tore through her. I felt her vaginal walls gripping me tightly, and her juices flowed over my dick. It was all I could do to hold back my own climax. I leaned forward and softly sucked on her right nipple while she trembled through hers. After she stopped shaking, I looked up at her and kissed her nipple before I spoke.

"It's still not too late," I whispered.

She pushed me back onto the bed.

"Oh, you liar," she whispered back, "It's way too late. You are going to fuck me, and you know it."

She resumed riding me, and kept right on whispering.

"You are going to come inside me, and we're both going to love it. You will come in my pussy, and in my mouth, and in my ass. Maybe even all three tonight. Oh! You see, you're already coming in my pussy."

I bit down hard on my lip. It took all of my limited self-control for me not to scream out loud at the intense sensation. Hope's pussy was milking my cock, pulling every drop of my sperm out of it.

My sister was right. I was a liar. I did come in her mouth that night, and another time in her amazing and insatiable pussy. I played with her tempting little asshole while filling her pussy that second time, but we would wait a bit before she gave it to me. She got up and cleaned out her pussy in our bathroom, but came back into my room and locked my door.

After I licked her through one last climax, she snuggled her bottom up against me and pulled my arm around her. I held her in my arms and idly stroked her nipple, listening to her even breathing before I dozed off.

My plan was working perfectly.
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Out of the Attic

The Usual Disclaimer: This is a work of fantasy. All characters featured in sexual situations are over 18. The characters in these stories are fictional. Any resemblance to actual persons living, dead or undead is purely coincidental. Do not try this at home.

This is a sequel to Into the Attic. If you haven't read that story, this may seem awfully abrupt. Thanks again to Gobred for collaborating with me on this story, and to Pat for pointing out a slew of errors that I had somehow overlooked. Thanks, guys, the story would not have been the same without your help.

*****

My sister's insistent little hand awoke me the next morning. She was slowly stroking my cock, and she smiled lovingly when my eyes opened. We had left the bedside lamp on, and that soft illumination lit Hope's lovely face. A glance at my clock told me the sun would not be up for hours yet.

"Good morning," she murmured, leaning in for a nice kiss.

"Good morning to you, sexy," I replied.

My bed, like Colleen's, was only a twin. Because the bed was so narrow, I had my arm wrapped around Hope's silky backside to keep her from rolling off of the bed. Her magnificent breasts were squashed against my chest, and the tip of my cock rubbed against her upper thigh as her hand stroked the shaft. I slid my hand down her back and squeezed her sexy bottom, drawing a moan from her lips.

Hope still smelled fresh after her late-night shower. I hoped I didn't stink. I managed to avoid the embarrassment of sniffing my armpit to make sure, but I was tempted. I gave her a lopsided grin.

"You're up awfully early on a Saturday," I said. "Did you have something planned?"

She gave me a wicked smile and leaned in to lick my earlobe before whispering hotly into my ear.

"I sure do," she hissed, "I found this big, fat cock this morning." She gave my shaft a squeeze for emphasis before continuing, "I'm just dying to find out how it feels in my ass."

I couldn't help but groan at that. My hard dick lurched in her grasp when she said it, and I was all kinds of ready...but there was one little thing...

"Hope," I said softly, "I've never done that before. I'm afraid of hurting you."

She pulled her head back and her eyes blazed as she regarded me. Clearly, it turned her on to be my first. I felt her nipples hardening and pressing against my chest. My sister kissed me again, this time driving her tongue into my mouth and moaning as I responded to her hunger. After that kiss, she carefully rolled from my bed and pulled her oversized t-shirt back over her head.

"Come on!" she hissed.

I slid from the bed and grabbed my own t-shirt and boxers. When I pulled the shirt over my head, I gasped to feel Hope's wet mouth close on the head of my cock. I struggled into the shirt, and then looked down at my sexy sister on her knees in front of me. She gave it three hard sucks before pulling her mouth off of it and stroking it with her hand.

"You have a really nice penis," she sighed. "It looked so good just then. I couldn't help myself."

She slurped it back into her mouth again and bobbed her head on it a few more times before rising to kiss me.

"Should I put on my boxers?" I asked.

"No, just bring them," she replied, leading me by my dick over to the bedroom door.

Hope unlocked the door and opened it. She stroked my shaft while peering out into the darkened hallway. I disengaged from her for a moment so I could walk over and turn off my lamp. Hope had a curious expression until I had done that. After the lamp was off, I couldn't see her at all. I stood and waited for my eyes to adjust. I couldn't help but imagine that I would bump into Hope in the darkness.

"Daniel?" she whispered after a second.

"Go ahead," I replied. "I don't want to run into you. I'll just follow you, okay?"

"Okay," she answered.

I could already hear that she was moving away from me. I did bump into the doorframe on my way out. Not so much that it hurt; it just made me think about putting a nightlight in somewhere. Hope turned on her bedroom lamp, and that light seemed awfully bright. I hustled into her room and pushed the door closed, locking it before turning to face my horny sister.

I don't know what I was expecting, but it certainly wasn't to see her rummaging through her purse. I was spared asking a stupid question when she pulled out a small bottle and held it up with a grin. I walked over to her and raised an eyebrow. It was labeled 'anal lube.' Knowing that my sweet sister carried that around in her purse...wow, that made me look at her in a whole new light.

I was a little relieved when she removed the lid and had to peel back a plastic tamper seal. Up to that moment, I was beginning to wonder what kind of anal slut my sister was. She had carried this around in her purse, but hadn't used it. I followed her over to her bedside, and watched open-mouthed as she bent over and slid a shiny finger into her asshole.

I stood behind her and stroked my painfully hard cock while she put on a show of lubricating her tight little hole for me. She put a bit more lube on her finger, and then handed me the bottle. Once again, she bent over, but now she was moaning and working two fingers into her sphincter. I finally peeled my eyes from that captivating sight and regarded the bottle in my hand.

"Um, what do I do?" I whispered.

She looked at my face and then stood up. Her eyebrows knitted in thought for a bit. She nodded her head as she came to a conclusion. She reached out her hand.

"Here," she said. "Let me have that."

I handed her the bottle.

"Now lie down on my bed on your back," she instructed. "I'll take care of everything this time."

As I lay on her bed and she began applying the lube to my cock, I couldn't help but think that I was squarely in the middle of two of my spy cameras at that moment. Later I would be able to watch this action from two different perspectives. When I had installed those cameras, I had hoped to see one of my sisters having sex. I just never imagined the first time I got to see it, it would be with me.

"Take off your shirt," Hope whispered, as she removed hers.

I sat up a bit and did, tossing it to the floor near my boxers. Hope straddled my hips, and that put her succulent nipples right in front of my face. She cooed at me as I sucked her nipples. I felt her reach behind her and grasp the base of my shaft, and then the incredible hot tightness of her sphincter closed on the tip of my dick. I closed my eyes and savored the sensation, but at the same time I was imagining how it looked from behind my sister's shapely ass.

I could clearly picture Hope's pink rubbery ring in my mind. I had come repeatedly with it zoomed in on my computer screen over the past two weeks, imagining how it would feel to slide my dick into that welcoming little hole. Hope groaned into my hair when the head of my cock finally popped inside that snug embrace.

"Don't move!" she breathed.

I nodded in response, my mouth still full of her heaving breast. My sister's ass was unbelievably tight. I could not imagine that this would work, at that moment. Her hole just seemed far too tiny to accommodate the thickness of my shaft. Moments later, though, her sweet ass was doing just that. Hope was making the most arousing little noises in her throat as she worked my length into her. She stopped moving once she had all of me inside her, just breathing into my neck. I released her breast from my mouth.

"Are you alright?" I whispered.

"Fantastic!" she hissed back. "I was just savoring this. My ass feels so full right now."

She moved her sexy bottom in little circles in my lap, which felt amazing for me. It got even better when she started rising and dropping back down, driving my cock in and out of her horny asshole. She pushed me flat on my back and put her hands on my chest as she began to ride me harder and harder. My sister looked so fucking sexy above me. Her tits were waving around like mad, and her face had an expression of pure lust I will take to my grave.

It was all too much, and I felt my orgasm coming on like a thunderstorm.

"I'm going to come!" I gasped out.

"Yes!" she hissed, drooling a bit. "Do it! Come in my ass!"

As soon as the first rope of my semen shot out, her ass clamped down on my full length and squeezed me through the rest of my orgasm. Hope shook and groaned above me. Her body shuddered each time my cock unleashed another shot inside her. When her clutching asshole had milked me dry, she collapsed onto my chest.

"Oh my god, Daniel," she panted. "That was even more amazing than I dreamed."

"You dreamed about me fucking your ass?" I asked.

She nodded and kissed my collarbone and shoulder.

"I sure did," she replied. "Only, in the dream it was always you who took charge when you did it."

* * *

I really wanted to spend more time with Hope after that, but we both knew I had to go. Our dad always got up really early on Saturday mornings, and we didn't want to risk getting caught. I went to my room while Hope showered, and I gave her a few minutes to clear out of the bathroom before I went in for my own shower.

Sure enough, my dad was awake when I walked from the bathroom.

"Hey, good morning, Daniel," he called from down the hall. "I'm surprised you're up this early today. Did you have any plans?"

Other than fucking my sister in her sweet ass? No, Dad, not really.

I smiled at him as that ran through my head.

"I just felt like grabbing a shower," I said. "I felt a little funky this morning. I'm not sure why I'm up so early, since I turned off my alarm this time."

"Would you mind helping me with the lawn?" he asked. "I wanted to get it knocked out before it gets too warm outside. The two of us could get it done in no time."

"Sure thing, Dad," I said, continuing on to my room.

I got dressed in shorts and a tank top again, and we joked around while we mowed, edged and raked up the grass. It wasn't that hard, and I actually had fun with my dad. Still, the morning sun did have us sweaty before we finished, and the grass clippings had this annoying way of getting inside everything. I swear, I even got grass inside my underwear—and it wasn't like I ever sat down in the grass.

We were in the garage afterwards, putting the weed whacker, rakes and lawnmower away. I pulled off my shoes and shook out grass clippings onto the driveway. I was shaking my head when Dad did the same thing. We walked back into the garage and he hit the button to close the garage door.

Mom and Hope were awake and sitting at the dining room table when we walked through the house.

"Are we going to get another show today?" my mother teased us with a lecherous grin.

Dad and I both laughed at that, continuing on to the laundry room. He looked over at me and chuckled, shaking his head.

"You know what? I'm going to do it!" he said, stripping off his clothes while I watched. "You don't have to, Daniel."

I had only been planning to strip down to my boxers, but then I watched my dad strip naked and walk out just far enough that my mom could see him before dashing into their bedroom. I finished taking off everything but my boxers, and that was when I discovered the cloying grass clippings inside them. That was what pushed me to give the ladies their show.

Now, I was sweaty and felt a little gross. I could feel little bits of grass all over my skin. So, I wasn't hard when I walked out of the laundry room carrying my shoes. My mother gasped when she saw me, and Hope turned to look at me with wide eyes. Mom's eyes were glued to my dick, and she licked her lips. That got me started. I wasn't rushing through the house, so by the time I reached the living room I was fully erect.

I reflected that it wasn't even ten in the morning on a Saturday, and yet this was already my second shower. Just getting all that sweat and those annoying grass clippings off of my body made me feel like a whole new human. I got out of the shower and dried off. I saw my mother was no longer at the dining room table as I crossed the hall.

Back in my room, I locked the door and popped open the laptop before pulling on a fresh pair of boxers. I brought up the camera feeds. Colleen was sound asleep in her room. My parents were fucking like champs in theirs.

I grabbed the headphones and backed up the video feed while I put them on. I started playing it from the moment my mother came into the room and closed the door behind her. I heard the shower running, and could see Dad taking a shower in the bathroom screen. I was showering in the bathroom I shared with my sisters at the same time.

I isolated the screen and sound feed from my parents' room. My mother was muttering to herself as she stripped her clothes from her body.

"Oh my god, I am so fucking turned on." She was barely audible, sitting at the foot of her bed and spreading her legs.

Of course, that put her squarely in the middle of the screen. I could see her wet pussy clearly as she reached down to touch it with a moan. She squeezed her heaving breasts and diddled her pussy, eventually dropping back to lie on the bed with her legs spread. After a few minutes, the back of my father's head obscured my view.

He pounced on her like a wild cat. It was exactly what she wanted. She hissed in his ear as my father pounded her pussy, but that was directed right at the camera. It felt like she was whispering to me as my father fucked her.

"I can't believe the two of you did that," she started. "That got me so fucking horny!"

"Oh, really?" my dad replied. "Daniel gave you a show, too?"

"Not just me," she answered. "He just cruised by the table, cool as could be, while Hope and I both watched him. I got to watch his dick get harder with every step."

Dad stopped thrusting and lifted his head and shoulders so he could see her face.

"You really want him to fuck you, don't you?" he growled.

He didn't sound mad when he said it. He sounded close to orgasm. My mother sounded like she was coming when she cried out her reply.

"Yes!" she wailed. "Oh, god, yes! I want to feel my son's cock inside me. I want to be a bad mommy, and feel my son shooting his cum deep in my pussy. OH! Just like you are now, you naughty man."

My hand was a blur on my own cock. I was so close to coming...but then a knock on my bedroom door made me jump right into the air. I frantically shut down the laptop and tucked my throbbing boner into my boxers before taking a deep breath. I was almost calm when I opened the door.

Hope barged in, and she had a wild look in her eyes.

"What are you doing?" she demanded.

I have become so adept at lying to her—to everyone—that it just came naturally to my lips.

"It's embarrassing, Hope," I whispered. "I had grass clippings all up in my butt crack. I didn't want anyone to see me checking, you know, to make sure I got it all cleaned out."

She couldn't help but laugh, picturing that. I feigned indignance.

"See!" I said. "I shouldn't have told you."

"I was waiting in my room, naked, for you to come in and fuck me after your shower," she hissed. "I know mom and dad are fucking in their room right now. And you know what? I'll bet mom is thinking about you while she lets dad fuck her."

"Damn," I groaned. "That is messed up, Hope."

Her eyes lit up when she saw my erect shaft through the opening in my boxers.

"It turns you on, though, doesn't it?" she whispered, reaching for my dick.

I bit my lip, unable to deny it. Hope pushed my door closed and dropped to her knees, taking me in her wet mouth. That blowjob was cut short when we heard Colleen's voice in the hallway.

"Hello?" she called. "Where is everybody?"

Hope stood and gave me a peck on the lips. I groaned and pushed my erection back into my boxers. I grabbed a long t-shirt and pulled it over my head as Hope went out to talk with Colleen. I went to grab a pair of shorts, but that drawer was empty. They were all in my laundry basket or out in the laundry room.

Looking in the mirror, I saw that the shirt did a decent job of hiding my arousal. I ran a comb through my hair and blew out a long breath. I grabbed my laundry basket and headed out to the laundry room. Hope and Colleen were seated at the dining room table, eating cereal.

"Hey, I'm going to start some laundry," I said. "Do you have anything that needs to be washed?"

"Let me check," Hope replied, getting up from the table.

Colleen mumbled around a mouthful of cereal before she also got up. She looked me over speculatively before she went off to her bedroom. The two of them returned with their laundry baskets a couple minutes later. I dumped those into the big hamper in the laundry room and handed them back, then sorted enough colored clothes into the washer to fill it before adding detergent and starting it.

It was a little weird, in retrospect. I knew from seeing them on those videos exactly which pairs of my sisters' panties, shorts and bras belonged to each of them. I had sorted a bunch of Colleen's clothes in with my shorts and some of my other dirty clothes. Obviously it would take another two loads to wash all that laundry.

I wandered out to the kitchen to get something to eat. My dad walked by, smelling freshly showered and with that gleam in his eye that told me he had just gotten some fantastic pussy.

"I'm off!" he announced. "You guys be good."

"Okay," I replied automatically.

I heard my sisters mumble similar, reflexive responses around their cereal.

For some reason, cereal just didn't sound appetizing at the time. I wanted a more substantial breakfast.

"I'm going to cook something," I said, looking at my sisters. "Would you like me to make you some eggs or something?"

They both shook their heads.

"We're going shopping after this," Hope replied, "but thanks."

I couldn't recall if Mom had eaten earlier. I walked over and knocked on her door before stepping in.

"Mom, I'm going to..." I froze.

She was still damp from the shower, bent over with her sexy ass pointed right at me. She stood and turned quickly, causing her big, hanging tits to jiggle and bounce as soon as they were in view. Her eyes were wide as she looked at me, and her arms shot up to shield her breasts.

Now, I had expected to find my mother freshly showered, but seeing her completely naked like this was a shock. I had intentionally planted the seed earlier, when I told my sisters that I had a thing for middle-aged housewives, knowing one of them would tell Mom. The next part of my plan had been to give her a hungry look so she would know I was interested in her. Now, I worried that I would be too obvious.

"Sorry!" I said quickly, forcing my eyes to the floor. "I'm going to make some eggs and maybe French toast. Would you like some?"

"Sure," she replied, still shielding her breasts behind her arms.

I couldn't help but allow my eyes to wander over her sexy body as I retreated from her room. She looked incredible. Her arms did nothing to hide her pussy. My gaze locked on her cleanly-shaved pubic mound and I licked my lips. I shook my head and murmured "sorry" again before backing away and closing the door behind me.

Colleen and Hope were rinsing out their cereal bowls when I returned to the kitchen. I got the eggs and milk from the refrigerator and set them on the counter next to the stove. That had my back to them, hiding my arousal. I got the cinnamon and nutmeg and began making the mix for dipping the French toast, trying not to think about my naked mother.

Hope and Colleen each hugged me briefly from behind before leaving me alone in the kitchen. By the time the eggs were cooked, they were dressed and headed out the door. They waved and said goodbye to my mother, who was just coming out of her bedroom. I dumped the scrambled eggs from the skillet onto a plate and started the first batch of French toast.



Mom came over and kissed my cheek. My face felt hot. I was afraid to look at her. She saw how red and embarrassed I was, and she rubbed my back.

"It's not your fault, baby," she said softly. "I should have closed the door."

I blew out a breath and finally turned to look at her. She was wearing that obscenely short, thin pink robe again. I could tell instantly that it was all she was wearing. I forced myself to smile and to look at her eyes. At the same time, I could feel my throbbing erection threatening to burst right out of the opening in the front of my boxers.

"I'll be more careful," I said, then added. "How many slices of French toast would you like?"

"Two will be fine," she replied.

I pulled a bit of a face. The handful of times I had cooked French toast, I had made enough for the whole family. I had made that same amount of mix this time, but it was far more than we needed. Mom looked down at the mix on the counter and understood my consternation immediately.

"It's okay, Daniel," she said. "I'll put the extra mix into a container, and we can have it tomorrow as a family."

She turned and my eyes followed her. When she bent over to get a plastic container from the cabinet, her gorgeous ass and glistening pussy were fully displayed for me. I turned back quickly to tend to the French toast, but I could feel my dick escaping out the front of my boxers. Fortunately, my long t-shirt hid it from view.

Mom poured the rest of the mix into the plastic container and put it into the refrigerator, and I finished cooking our breakfast and put it on a pair of plates. We sat across from each other and ate breakfast.

"What did you have planned for today?" Mom asked between bites.

I shrugged and finished chewing and swallowing before answering.

"I wasn't planning on doing anything," I replied. "I was just going to chill out here. How about you?"

"That sounds nice," she sighed. "I think I will just relax with my son today."

We finished eating breakfast and Mom's short robe flashed her shaved pussy when she stood. I followed her to the kitchen and fantasized about bending her over the kitchen counter, just like she had said to my dad weeks earlier. I managed to tuck my cock back into my boxers without her noticing. We rinsed the dishes, and then I went to the living room and turned on the television. I couldn't take standing there while she bent over to load the dishwasher.

As it was, I was already rock hard. My dick refused to stay inside my boxers. I figured I really ought to change into some shorts, but of course they were still in the washing machine. I was startled when my mother came right over to the couch and smiled at me. I smiled back, but then, without a word, my mother slid her naked bottom into my lap.

"Mom," I croaked out, but my mouth was too dry to finish my warning.

She smiled at me over her shoulder, but then her eyes shot open when she continued sliding back up my thighs. The head of my cock found her slippery pussy lips and pushed right between them. Mom stopped, but half of my length was inside her by then. I grabbed her hips. I had every intention to push her off of me.

Only...

The other half of my cock really wanted to feel what it was like to be inside my mother's hot pussy.

"I'm sorry," I groaned, as I pulled her back and pressed my dick up inside her to the hilt.

"Oh! Oh, baby!" she moaned as she was helpless to stop me.

She leaned back, resting her back on my chest. Her mouth was open wide and she was panting. My mother's pussy felt amazingly tight and wet as it gripped my cock.

"I'm so sorry," I repeated. "I should have worn some shorts or something."

"Shh!" she whispered. "It's not your fault, Daniel. I should have worn panties under this robe. I should have..." Her voice trailed off as she wiggled a bit on my lap. "God, it's so thick," she moaned.

She turned her head and faced me, her nose just inches from mine. Her eyes were glazed with lust.

"It's okay, Daniel," she murmured, kissing me on my lips. "You are a healthy young man with certain...needs. I was teasing you, but now that you are actually inside my pussy...I understand if you can't stop."

She began gently bucking in my lap.

"If you need to fuck my pussy until you come—oh!—that's perfectly understandable. You have needs, and I brought this on myself. You just do what you need to do, baby. Oh! Mommy understands that you may need to fuck her wet pussy, now that your hard cock has had a taste of it!"

She was really riding my dick now. I was thinking it was all her, but then realized I was pulling her hips up and down in my lap. I started thrusting my hips up to meet her, and that pushed her right over the edge. Her pussy gushed juice all over my shaft, down my thighs and onto my balls. Mom shook and gasped as she came on my dick. I held still and grinned at her.

"'Mommy'?" I asked. "When was the last time I called you that?"

I saw her frown, and realized that I was messing this up for her. I kissed her and murmured a quick "sorry" before I started thrusting into her again.

"Mommy," I said, raising the pitch of my voice just a bit. "I have to tell you something. Your pussy feels amazing on my hard cock. It is so hot and tight and wet. I'm just afraid that this one time might not be enough. I am going to fuck my mommy's sweet pussy and fill it with hot cum, but then I'm going to be thinking about it all the time."

"Oh, god!" she groaned, already nearing another orgasm.

It was too much for me. Her amazing pussy was squeezing me, and I had been sporting an erection ever since Hope took me in her mouth earlier. I felt my balls tightening with impending orgasm. My voice sounded a little strangled to my ears.

"Mommy!" I gasped. "Here it comes!"

That was perhaps the most intense orgasm I ever had in my life. I felt like my balls were exploding, shooting the cum up my shaft to spray inside my mother's pussy. Mom actually howled out loud with her own orgasm when she felt it. I kissed her hungrily, and slid my hands up to free her big tits from the robe so that I could squeeze them. My dick did soften a bit in the aftermath of that unbelievable climax, but it continued bucking and drooling cum inside her for a couple more minutes.

Once she recovered from her orgasm, my mother gently but firmly removed my hands from her breasts. She wrapped the robe around her and stood up. A groan escaped her as my shaft slowly slid out of her. She turned and faced me, looking a bit unsettled.

"I can't believe we actually did that," she whispered.

She looked at my spent and sloppy cock, still protruding from the front of my boxers. I am pretty sure that she is unaware of it when she licks her lips. She does it almost every time she looks at my dick. At that moment, though, she looked a little haunted and guilty. Her legs were still shaky as she retreated to her bedroom. This time I heard her close the bedroom door before she started her shower.

I got up and made my way to my own shower, shaking my head in disbelief. I couldn't believe I had just come inside my mom like that. I also couldn't believe I was already taking my third shower today. There had been plenty of Saturday mornings in the past couple of months that I hadn't even been awake this early. I had already been laid twice and gotten a brief blowjob. I soaped my hard cock and rinsed off, picturing my sexy sisters and mother.

I dried quickly and wrapped the towel around my waist. I felt like I needed to talk to my mother immediately, to make sure she knew I wasn't upset about what had happened. It seemed like something I should talk to her about while we were still alone, so we wouldn't be overheard. I walked briskly through the house and knocked on her bedroom door.

"Mom?" I asked. "May I come in so we can talk?"

There was a pause before she answered.

"Sure," she said. "Come in, Daniel."

I opened the door and walked in. Like me, my mother was wrapped in a bath towel. She had her hair up in a second towel. We just stood and looked at each other nervously for a good minute.

"I'm sorry—" she started.

"I'm not," I quickly interjected, cutting her off. "I thought it was amazing, and I wouldn't trade that for anything. I'm sorry if you feel bad about it, Mom, but I don't blame you and I'm not sorry that it happened."

I was incredibly hard beneath my bath towel, just thinking about how amazing that had been. I wanted more.

"Oh," she said, looking at my face.

Her eyes searched mine for a bit, and then her gaze traveled down my chest, finally landing on the obvious bulge in the front of my towel. Once again, she licked her lips. She looked back up at my face, and her expression was transformed. The sultry, filthy-talking, slut-mommy from the videos was back.

"Oh, Daniel," she said. "I misunderstood you, baby. I thought you said you wanted to come in so we could talk. That isn't what you really wanted, though, was it?"

She sat on the edge of the bed, and the bottom of the towel parted to the outside of her thighs. She spread her knees slowly, and her bald pussy was gradually exposed. She reached down and feigned a surprised expression when her fingers found that moist opening.

"Oh, my," she said. "I guess you caught me without panties again. I really shouldn't be so careless, should I?"

She lay back on the bed, lifting her legs and spreading them wide.

"You would think I learned my lesson earlier," she continued. "If I tease you, and I'm not wearing panties, your hard cock might just slide right inside me. It wouldn't be your fault, of course. These things just happen sometimes."

Her eyes lit up when I dropped my towel and stepped toward her. She licked her lips once more, and then opened her mouth in a lovely 'O' when she felt my thick mushroom head spreading her lips once again. It felt magnificent to slide my hard cock into my mother's welcoming pussy again...but I was also thinking that this act was being caught on video.

This time, my mother opened her towel and offered her breasts to me. I sucked her nipples hard and began to thrust into her pussy. I was able to reach much deeper into her from this angle, and she was loudly urging me on. I would hear all of it again later, when I watched the video. At that moment, I concentrated on the sensation of my mother's wet, gripping pussy taking every vigorous thrust of my cock. I was focused on the hard nipple in my mouth.

Then, I was concentrating on math problems, trying to prolong this intense coupling. My mother helped me out unwittingly when she gasped through her own intense orgasm. Her pussy clamped down on my dick, holding me in place and stopping me from reaching my own climax. It was enough respite that I was able to keep right on going until her second shuddering orgasm, and then her third. She panted and looked up at me after that.

"I can't believe you haven't come yet," she said dreamily.

She reached down and felt my stiff shaft where it joined with the wet lips of her pussy.

"Damn," she sighed, "so thick and hard for me...I never imagined you would be this good the first time."

"How did you imagine it would be?" I asked.

"I always thought—" her eyes shot open when she realized what she had just admitted.

She shrugged then, with an 'aw, fuck it' expression.

"I imagined that some day I would tease you to the point that you would just take me," she said. "I would be wearing a short robe, and you would see that I wasn't wearing panties. I would be bent over in the kitchen, or the dining room, and then you would be there behind me. I would feel you behind me, and then your hard cock would just slide right into my pussy."

She groaned then, feeling me get even harder inside her.

"I thought that was my fantasy, Mom, not yours," I whispered.

"Oh, god," she groaned again.

She was coming around my hard cock again, and I wasn't even thrusting. I waited for her to calm down a bit and then I did start pumping slowly in and out of her again.

"I have to admit, though," I continued, "half the time I had that fantasy, it wasn't your pussy I slid my hard cock into. We'd be there in the kitchen, and you would be teasing me with your fine ass. I would pour some oil over my dick and slide it right into your ass."

"Fuck!" she growled. "You nasty boy! Is that why you haven't come inside me yet? You plan to save that load until you're in my ass?"

I didn't know how to answer that, so I just grinned like an idiot instead. She was obviously turned on by the idea. She leaned her head up to kiss me. She drove her tongue into my mouth, coaxing my tongue into her mouth and then biting it. When she released it, she pushed my shoulders up, helping me back to my feet.

"The anal lube is in the bathroom, in the second drawer under the sink," she said in a quick, breathless voice.

I nodded and pulled back, watching my dick slide slowly out of her. That felt almost as intense as anything we had done to that point. We both shivered when the head finally popped free of her grip.

I found the lube easily enough, but this was a tube of something called 'Astroglide.' It bore no resemblance to the lube that Hope had used earlier, and I stopped long enough to read the packaging. That was no help. I walked back to find my mother lying on her belly on the towel with her legs spread. I didn't want to have her move—she was perfectly positioned for the camera.

I removed the cap and put too much of the stuff onto my palm. I then took way too long to work it into her tight backdoor. I say that now, with the benefit of hindsight. At that time, though, I was afraid of not using enough lubricant or of rushing too quickly and not having her ass ready for me. In the end, she let me know.

"That's enough!" she gasped. "Stop teasing me and fuck my ass!"

My dick had been throbbing and drooling pre-cum the entire time I stared at her asshole and worked my fingers in and out of it. It was incredibly arousing for me, and I was worried I would cum in my mother's tight asshole as soon as I slid the head inside her. Once again, I distracted my mind with off-the-wall thoughts unrelated to sex.

Her ass was incredibly hot around my cock. It was so wet and so ready that I slid right in and buried my full length in one long stroke. I was far too tentative after all that build-up. My mother soon started thrusting her hips back at me, impaling her ass on my cock. She pushed herself up onto her knees, and took over. I knelt behind her and tried to match her pace, but she was really the one doing the work.

Mom gasped and grunted as she drove my cock into her. I recalled the two videos in which I had watched my dad take her ass, and I remembered how she responded when he spanked her. I reached out and gave her right cheek a tentative swat.

"Oh fuck yes!" she hissed, driving back into me even harder.

I tried to match the way my dad had spanked her. Again, in retrospect I was too gentle. Still, it was enough to drive her right over the edge. I was shocked at how hard she came with me in her ass. I had read online that most women came from playing with their pussies during anal, not from the anal sex itself. Both of my mother's hands clutched the sheets, so I knew she hadn't been touching herself.

Her orgasm triggered mine. I had managed to hold back far longer than I thought I could. When my dick erupted, it was mind-blowing. I think I screamed, even though my teeth were clenched. I collapsed onto her back afterward, and she dropped back onto her stomach. The two of us panted for several minutes as we recovered from that amazing orgasm.

"That was...so much better...than I imagined," I whispered into her ear. "Thank you so much, Mom."

I felt her internal muscles spasm when I said 'Mom.'

I was softly kissing her neck a few minutes later when we heard a car pull up in the driveway. We both groaned when my cock slid out of her ass. I couldn't help but admire that sexy backside before I threw a sheet over her and grabbed my towel. I dashed all the way to my own bathroom for my fourth shower of the day. I was pretty wiped out, but I did make sure to move the laundry along to the dryer and start another load in the washer before going back to my bedroom for a much-needed nap.

* * *

My sisters had gone shopping for new swimsuits, and they were kind enough to let me sleep for an hour before they woke me up. Hope was gently shaking my shoulder, and my eyes opened to her marvelous breasts shaking in a string bikini top right in front of my face. My blinds were closed, so it was dim in my room. Still, I had no trouble making out my sister's hard nipples through the pale material of that skimpy top. Hope smiled down at me and released my shoulder.

"Good morning, sleepyhead," she said.

Reflexively, I looked over at my clock and my eyes were suddenly wide open. Had I slept through the entire day? No. It was just after noon. Hope stood up, and I realized that Colleen was standing in my room as well. They both wore swimsuits, but they did not match at all. Hope wore a pale pink string bikini, while Colleen wore a much more modest one-piece. They both looked sexy as hell, but obviously Hope was showing a lot more skin.

"Those are new," I commented, as I sat up in bed.

My sisters giggled when they saw that I was nude and that my cock was erect. I looked down, and then pulled my sheet over my lap.

"I guess you really like these swimsuits," Hope quipped.

Colleen blushed a little. At least I think she did. It was still pretty dark in my room.

"If you're here to give me a show, at least turn on the light," I said dryly.

I was a bit surprised when Colleen reached over and flipped the switch. Her white one-piece suit was almost transparent. Bathed in the light like that, her nipples were even more obvious than Hope's. I could also see her puffy pussy lips clearly through the crotch of her suit.

One thing I should probably explain about Colleen is that she had been my fantasy girl from the first time I got interested in girls. She had bloomed into this gorgeous young woman with nice tits right at the time I started getting my first boners. Of course, I had seen her naked body in all of its glory over the past couple of weeks and had felt her sexy ass in my lap. It made it no less arousing to see her standing there in my bedroom with her incredible body displayed by that diaphanous swimsuit.

"Colleen," I breathed. "Not to sound like I'm complaining, but won't that suit be completely transparent when it gets wet?"

Hope's eyes widened when she turned to look at Colleen. Colleen turned and looked at her reflection in the full-length mirror attached to my closet door. Her hands flew to shield her breasts and pussy when she saw how exposed she was.

"Oh, no!" she gasped. "I didn't think it was this bad!"

"Relax," Hope said. "We've got three more to try on."

Colleen was still blushing furiously as they walked out.

"We'll be right back," Hope said before she closed my door.

I got out of bed and snagged my boxers and long t-shirt from earlier. The crotch of my boxers was still slightly damp from my mother's pussy juice. I lifted them to my face and took a deep whiff. Damn, I should have licked her pussy earlier, when I had the chance. I tossed those boxers into my hamper and slid into a fresh pair. While I was thinking about it, I dug through my bottom dresser drawer until I found my own swim trunks. I had a long pair of board shorts and a shorter pair of dark trunks that came down to my upper thighs.

They looked like they would still fit just fine, but I had owned them for a couple of years already. Colleen tapped on my door before walking in. I turned, still holding the trunks in front of me.

"Why didn't you guys take me with you?" I asked. "I could have used a new set of swim trunks."



"Don't be silly, those are fine," she replied. "Guys don't need to buy a new swimsuit every year."

She licked her lips and looked over my chest and torso.

"Girls will be checking out your body, Daniel, not your shorts."

The swimsuit she wore now looked like a very conservative bikini. There was a frilly skirt covering her bottom, and the top completely contained her breasts. It did push them up a bit, though, making her cleavage more pronounced. This was a black swimsuit, or a very dark navy blue. I could not detect a hint where her nipples were.

Hope walked in wearing her own one-piece, which was very similar to the one Colleen had on earlier. This was pale blue, rather than white, but it had the same weakness. I could make out every detail of Hope's sexy body beneath it.

"Again," I said. "Every guy on the beach will be able to see everything as soon as that gets wet, Hope."

She turned and looked in the mirror and sighed.

"That's a shame," she said. "This suit is really comfortable."

Hope turned and left, and I regarded Colleen.

"Mom will definitely approve of that swimsuit," I said, adding jokingly, "After the show you gave me with that last one, this is almost disappointing."

Her eyes twinkled, and she lifted the skirt of the swim bottoms. Beneath that skirt, an obscenely thin little strip of fabric dipped down between the lips of her pussy. I sucked in a breath. On her way out the door, she lifted the back of the skirt, flashing her exposed cheeks parted by that same tiny strip of cloth.

* * *

"How were you able to afford all these swimsuits?" I asked the next time they came in.

"Oh, we're not keeping all of them," Colleen replied. "We'll be returning those see-through one-piece suits, obviously. I figured we would keep two of the ones we liked."

I nodded. That made sense.

Hope wore a more conservative one-piece swimsuit this time. It was white, but it obviously had a liner to cover her breasts, and there was another liner in the gusset. She turned around and showed me how the back of the suit molded to her shapely ass. Colleen's pink bikini looked just slightly more revealing than the black one she had worn last time, until she turned around. It had a tiny string of material that disappeared between her ass cheeks. She looked over her shoulder at me, and shook her ass a bit when she saw how I was staring at it.

"Too much?" she asked.

I had to think about it before I answered.

"Not really," I said. "I mean, I'm your brother, so it's shocking to see that much of your ass. However, I've seen lots of girls wearing suits like that on the beach or at the pool."

They left again. When they returned the next time, they both had beach towels wrapped around them. Colleen locked my bedroom door behind them, and Hope giggled nervously.

"I can't believe we're actually doing this," she whispered to Colleen.

I was sitting on the bed this time, wearing my boxers beneath the same long t-shirt. I was instantly rock hard when they opened their towels. I had never seen such tiny excuses for bikinis before in my life. The little postage-stamp sized triangles of cloth didn't even cover their areolas completely. They were held in place by spaghetti-thin strings. A slightly larger triangle of cloth hid the tops of their pussies, but only from the front.

When Hope turned around and pushed her bottom out, I could clearly see her moist pussy lips and asshole just bisected by that thin piece of string.

"Fuck!" I groaned. "You can not be serious. There's no way you can wear those out in public without getting arrested."

"Of course not," Colleen laughed. "These are just for wearing here, at the house. You know, when we want to lie out back and suntan."

"Or maybe give you a lap dance," Hope added, shaking her ass at me.

Colleen gave her a sharp look of disbelief.

"Hope!" she hissed, "I can't believe you said that!"

"Oh, come on," Hope replied. "You know you were thinking it. Now come on, show Daniel your hot ass in that bikini!"

Colleen's face reddened a bit, but she did it. Her ass was lovely, slightly more rounded and firm than Hope's. Her asshole was not as obvious, but her puffy pussy lips were glistening with moisture around the thin wisp of fabric. I was as hard as a rock, staring at Colleen's exposed and clearly aroused pussy. Hope giggled when she saw my erection spring out of the front of my boxers.

"Wow," I breathed.

Colleen was looking over her shoulder at me. My gaze traveled up from her sexy ass to meet her eyes. That expression on her face told me what her wet pussy had hinted. Colleen wanted me.

My mother's voice came through from down the hallway. "Kids! Lunchtime!" she called out.

Hope wrapped her towel around her body first, smiling at me as I tucked my erection back down the leg of my boxers. Colleen exaggerated the display of her shapely legs and ass when she bent over for her own towel, keeping her legs straight and bending at the waist. She gave me a naughty grin as she turned and leaned down to give me an eyeful of her tits before wrapping the towel around her.

While Hope and Colleen changed out of those obscene little bikinis, I went to the laundry room and got some clean, warm shorts from the dryer. I knew that if my mother had called us out for a family lunch, it meant that my dad was home. I figured I could get away with flashing my mom or sisters at this point, but not him.

I expected the family lunch would be awkward, filled with sexual tension, but it was not. Everyone talked and joked and laughed and smiled. When Hope squeezed my thigh and I smiled at her, there was none of the awkward nervousness that I had expected. My gaze traveled from my sister to my mother, and she was beaming as she looked at us. Dad had a similar happy smile when I looked his way.

I really do love my family, but as soon as we had finished lunch I locked myself in my room to watch them all naked on my computer.

It was a risk, but I felt I had put off viewing some amazing sexual scenes for too long already. I slowly stroked my hard dick as I finally watched my sexy sisters in the shower, enjoying every glorious moment of the show they gave me. I had to be careful, and often removed my hand from my erection entirely. I would have come far too quickly otherwise.

It was weird to watch myself in the video from Hope's room that morning. I stood there on the opposite side of both camera screens, fidgeting as she lubricated her ass. It felt like my dick looked bigger on camera, somehow. I also realized that my hair was a wreck. None of that mattered when Hope had me on my back on her bed and started to feed my cock into her asshole. Oh my god, that was incredible to watch.

It was too much for me. Even though I pulled my hand completely away from my hard dick, it started bucking and pulsing. I managed to grab a tissue and cover the end of it just in time. The force of that cum shooting out of the tip of my cock actually tore through the tissue. When I was finished, I had to wipe a substantial amount of cum from the underside of my desk.

I came again when I watched my dick spread Mom's asshole open in that video. I was better prepared and less messy, but still...it surprised me that I was getting so turned on watching my own cock in action on the screen.

The next scene in my parents' bedroom was unexpected. My father had returned home while I was in my bedroom, getting the show of my sisters in their skimpy swimwear. My mother still lay on their bed where I had left her covered by the bed sheet. I shifted uncomfortably in my desk chair.

She had not showered. Her ass was still lubricated and full of my semen when Dad pulled back the sheet. It was obvious that she had been fucked in her asshole, and a trickle of my cum oozed out of her dilated butt hole when she shifted her right leg.

"Oh my god," he breathed.

Mom stirred and moaned softly. She had fallen asleep like that! I was terribly nervous and bit my nails on my left hand. Even though we had enjoyed our lovely family lunch after this scene had taken place, I was somehow expecting my dad to fly into a rage. Instead, he dropped his shorts and revealed a raging boner. He was visibly shaking as he climbed into the bed and slid his dick into Mom's waiting ass.

"You actually did it, didn't you?" he gasped into her ear with a ragged voice. "You got our son to fuck your horny ass. How did it happen?"

"Oh!" she gasped. Then she turned her head toward the camera. "I put on that shorty robe, and I wasn't wearing anything underneath it..." she started.

My eyes flicked down to the clock in the bottom right corner of the screen and I realized I had been in my room for forty-five minutes. It was already far longer than the half hour time limit I had set for myself. I hastily saved the video files and closed out my computer. While it ran through its shut-down procedure, I dropped to the floor and did some push-ups and then flipped over to do sit-ups.

I really had been trying to work more of those exercises into each day. Seeing my body on those videos let me know it was working. After I stood up, I checked to make sure my laptop was back in 'safe' mode. I flexed in front of my mirror for a bit, admiring the way my chest, shoulder, and abdominal muscles bulged. I tossed my shirt over my shoulder with a smirk and walked out of my room, knowing I looked like I had just been working out.

Everyone was seated in the living room, watching one of those Marvel super hero movies. I saw the backs of my sisters' heads and my mother was sitting in Dad's lap on the love seat.

"Wow, Daniel," Mom said. "Those workouts are really working. The ladies are going to be drooling all over you at the beach this summer."

"Thanks, Mom," I said with a grin.

My sisters turned their heads to look me over, and I also saw my dad look from my face, down my chest, and then he looked at my mom's face. It was subtle, but his nostrils flared and he flushed a bit. He looked enormously aroused. My mother's eyes widened a bit, and I imagined she could feel my dad getting hard under her shapely bottom.

I walked over in front of them and started talking with my dad.

"I realized I am starting to fill out in my chest and shoulders," I said, running the palm of my right hand over my chest and left shoulder, "but I really ought to get some weights so I can work on my arms. I thought you had weights around here somewhere, but I couldn't find them."

"Oh, I gave those away years ago," he replied. "They were just gathering dust in the garage, and one of my buddies from work wanted to start working out. I gave them to him."

"That explains it," I said. "Do you know where I should go to get some dumbbells so I can get started?"

"You should look on Craigslist," Colleen spoke up from behind me.

I turned and we all looked at her—except Hope, who couldn't take her eyes off my torso.

"People are always trying to get rid of exercise equipment there," Colleen explained. "If you don't find someone giving it away for free, you'll at least find some cheap used weights that way."

"That's good thinking," I said.

I pulled my t-shirt back over my head and sat between my sisters. Hope smiled at me as Colleen slid over into my lap. It seemed to me that they had worked out some sort of arrangement as far as whose turn it was to sit in my lap first each time. Colleen pressed her sexy bottom firmly against my cock. We were both wearing thin cotton shorts, but her sexy ass felt incredible as she teased me with it.

I could not help but recall how incredible her ass had looked earlier when she had bent over in front of me. Colleen subtly rotated her hips in my lap, and she had me completely hard. I flexed the muscles in my butt a couple of times, pressing the tip of my cock against her pussy. Even through the layers of cloth, it felt incredibly hot.

Colleen froze in my lap, and I heard her bite back a gasp. My eyes followed the direction of her gaze and bugged out in surprise.

Right there on the love seat, my mother's legs were parting on the outside of my father's thick thighs. As they did, we could just make out my father's glistening shaft as it slid slowly in and out of her bald pussy. Only Hope, her eyes still on the television screen, missed the impromptu show our parents were giving us. Mom's thighs spread a bit further with each stroke of my father's dick, until they were spread wide open.

Colleen was breathing heavily in my lap. She started sliding her hips forward and back as she watched our parents fuck. When my mother looked at us and realized we could see everything, she groaned and forced her legs back together. My dad looked from her face over to where we sat on the couch and he blushed when he saw me and Colleen staring at them.

"Maybe we should go take a nap," my mother breathed huskily.

"That sounds great," my dad replied, kissing her cheek.

They carefully stood up from the couch and went to their room. Colleen looked over at Hope and shook her head softly. Hope had missed the entire show! Colleen turned to face me, turning a bit on my lap. Her face was clearly flushed with arousal.

"That nap sounds like a good idea," she said suggestively.

I was trying to work out an excuse to join her, when the alarm went off on the dryer. I patted Colleen's thighs with both hands.

"You go take your nap," I said, "I really need to move the laundry along."

She looked disappointed, but then she saw the look I was giving her. She nodded and got up from my lap. In that brief moment when she was bent forward before standing up, I could clearly see a damp patch in her shorts.

Hope barely noticed as we got up and left. I really like all the Marvel super hero movies, but I had seen this one a dozen times. So had Hope, but she was still every bit as engrossed in the movie as the first time we had seen it in the theater.

I pulled the dry clothes from the dryer. They were mostly mine, but there were some of Colleen's as well. I moved the damp clothes from the washer into the dryer, and then started another load in the washer. I took the basket full of clean clothes to my room and quickly sorted them, tossing my clean clothes into my dresser and Colleen's back into the basket.

Hope spared me a quick glance as I tapped at Colleen's bedroom door before letting myself in. I looked in Hope's direction, making sure she was still captivated by her movie. I pushed the door closed softly behind me. Colleen's room was fairly dark, with her blinds mostly closed. Her curtains weren't as thick as mine, and they permitted enough dim light to filter through that I could see my sister regarding me from her bed.

"I brought you some clean clothes," I said softly.

"Oh, I thought you were going to join me for a nap," she replied.

"I could do that," I said. "I am wearing shorts this time."

I could see from where I stood that Colleen had removed her shorts. They were folded neatly, sitting on the corner of her dresser. She bit her lip, and it looked like she was trying to come up with a reason for me to remove my shorts without being too obvious.

"Where do you want me to put your clean clothes?" I asked.

"Just set the basket over there, by the closet," she replied.

My eyes had adjusted to the dim light enough that I saw the sleeve of her t-shirt when her arm indicated the closet. I nodded and set the basket down before turning to face her. She watched as I reached over and slowly turned the little locking mechanism on the doorknob.

I still haven't figured out how Hope got a queen-sized bed, while Colleen and I have these narrow twins. It forced me to press the length of my body against my sister just so I wouldn't fall out of the bed. We lay there and smiled at each other. Our noses were practically touching.

"I can't believe Mom and Dad did that," Colleen whispered.

My dick throbbed in my shorts. Colleen's words made me picture it again in my mind.

"Me neither," I whispered back. "Could you tell how turned on I was?"

Colleen nodded and her breathing quickened. I felt her hand reach down to close around the shaft of my stiff cock through my shorts.

"I could feel how hard you were," she breathed. "It made me think about how things might have gone last night if Hope hadn't come in."

"That was awfully close," I said. "It's a good thing you were wearing those panties."

She groaned at that, and her hand pulled the material of my shorts up toward my waist. The leg opening slid up, exposing my completely hard dick. Her hand closed around the shaft again, and she moaned softly.

"I don't know about that," she whispered huskily, raising her leg over my hip again. "I mean, really, what's the worst that could have happened?"

Colleen began stroking the head of my cock up and down the soaking wet valley of her pussy lips. I reached down and lightly stroked her ass with my right hand.

"Colleen, you aren't wearing any panties," I growled softly.

"Is that a problem?" she asked.

"I guess not," I teased. "After all, we're just taking a nap, right?"

"Right," she whispered, sliding the head of my cock into her soaked pussy.

Colleen's tight pussy felt amazing as it slowly swallowed my throbbing dick. She rolled onto her back, spreading her legs for me. Just as I got between her thighs and started to sink my shaft into her, though, I heard my dad's voice from the living room.

"Where are Colleen and Daniel?" he asked Hope.

"Fuck," I hissed. I leaned down and gave my sexy older sister a kiss, then whispered. "Looks like you are going to have to nap alone today."

We both groaned softly as I withdrew my dick from her welcoming embrace. I checked to make sure my shorts and t-shirt covered me, and then softly let myself out of her room.

"Daniel!" my father's voice from behind me made me jump a bit.

"Shh!" I whispered, closing Colleen's door softly. "I was putting Colleen's clean laundry in her room, but she's sound asleep."

"Oh," Dad replied.

I cocked my head at him.

"I thought you and Mom were taking a nap," I said.

I was still talking very quietly, since I was standing at Colleen's bedroom door. I was selling it for all I was worth. It seemed to be working. When my dad replied, he was also speaking in a hushed tone.

"Yes, well," he said, "we had a quick power nap. It was very refreshing."

"Oh, that's good," I said, glancing over his shoulder into the living room. "It looks like we missed the rest of the movie, though. It's almost over."

We went back to our spots in the living room. Hope slid into my lap and began wiggling her soft bottom on my hard dick, never taking her eyes from the screen. The climactic final scene played out, and Dad and I listened while Hope excitedly talked about her favorite parts of the movie. We waited for the inevitable 'teaser' after the credits, smiling because we had seen that movie as well. Hope suddenly looked a little troubled.

"Where is Colleen?" she asked.

"She's taking a nap," Dad replied.

"Oh," Hope said, looking a little embarrassed. "I guess I really got caught up in this movie."

"You have no idea," I said, looking over at my dad.

He didn't even blush this time when he grinned back at me.

* * *

Colleen emerged from her room a bit later, talking on her cell phone. It was clear that she was talking to a guy, and I heard her laugh softly and say, "Oh, Dave, that's so funny!"

I watched her as she walked out into the kitchen and poured a glass of ice water. Hope was sitting in my lap on the couch, and Mom and Dad were sitting next to each other on the loveseat again. Colleen looked at me and gave me a mischievous grin as she lifted her shirt and flashed her pussy at me. I managed not to groan. I was already hard in my workout shorts, and Hope had me pressed against her hot little pussy beneath her own long t-shirt as she sat in my lap.



When Colleen turned back to the refrigerator, I leaned forward and whispered to Hope.

"Who's Dave?" I asked.

Hope looked in Colleen's direction before leaning back into my chest and whispering into my ear.

"He's a guy in one of her Psych classes," she said breathily. "He seemed like a really nice guy. I think they went out twice last semester."

I couldn't picture him, but that just meant he probably had never been to our house. It made me realize that neither of my sisters had brought guys over recently. I had been under the impression they simply had not been dating, but between school and work I really had a very narrow view of what their lives were about these days.

I couldn't even tell you what classes my sisters were taking in school. That was not where my focus had been. I looked down over Hope's shoulder and could see her nipples through her shirt. I could also clearly feel the shape of her puffy pussy lips through our shorts. That was where my focus had been.

"That sounds good, Dave," Colleen said as she walked toward the couch, "I'll see you at six."

"Hot date tonight?" I asked her as she slid next to me on the couch.

"Maybe," she said, looking into my eyes.

There were unspoken questions in that exchange. She seemed to get that I wasn't mad or jealous. I sensed that she was still frustrated and turned on. I was tempted to reach over to touch her beneath that t-shirt, but Dad was watching me. I returned my focus to the television screen. Out of the corner of my eye, I could still see my dad's focus was on me. It made me nervous.

I looked in that direction, and my dad finally broke off his intense gaze and put on an innocent face as he returned his focus to the television. I realized that he hadn't been looking at me. He had been looking at Hope's breasts.

It made me review every bit of the dialogue between my parents in their bedroom. While my mother was always talking dirty, bringing up the fantasy of having sex with her son, my father had never given a hint he had a thing for his daughters. I was tempted to encourage one of my sisters to go sit in 'daddy's lap' to see what would happen, but that thought was interrupted.

"Mitch, do you feel like grilling something for dinner?" my mother spoke up.

Dad looked at her for a moment and then nodded.

"That sounds really good, actually," he said. "Daniel, would you mind helping me get the grill cleaned up?"

"Sure thing, Dad," I replied.

It was a little funny how Dad and I both tried to be sly about hiding our boners as we got up to fetch the grill. Oh, we never mentioned it out loud, but there was that uncomfortable grin we shared and we both chuckled and shook our heads as we reached the garage. The grill was under a canvas tarp in the garage. There were a handful of spider webs between the legs that we swept out, and we rolled it around to the back yard and hosed it off before Dad found the gas canister and connected it.

There were sizzles and pops after the grill had warmed up, as the water boiled away. I got the wire brush and cleaned off the grill plates while Dad went to the freezer to get steaks. Within fifteen minutes of Mom's suggestion, the marvelous smell of grilling steaks was wafting through the back yard.

"The yard looks great," Dad commented as he looked around, "We really did a good job back here."

I nodded in agreement. The yard really did look great. It felt like we should use it for something.

"You want to toss the football around?" I asked.

Dad's eyes lit up and he grinned. Minutes later, we were flinging the football all over the yard, laughing and joking the whole time. I saw Mom looking out the back door at us before she disappeared back into the house. A few minutes later, she and my sisters came out onto the porch. They were all smiling as they watched my dad and me playing catch.

They all wore shorts and tank tops. Clearly, not one of them wore a bra.

Dad and I joined them, laughing and panting after the minor exercise. We uncovered the patio furniture and cleaned it up, while Mom tended the steaks. It was a really nice time, that impromptu family dinner on the back porch. All too soon it was over, as Colleen went inside to change for her date. Dad and I cleaned the grill and then threw the football around for another half hour before heading in to shower.

We did get to meet Dave, briefly, before I headed into the bathroom. He seemed like a nice enough fellow, although he did look nervous. He was a couple of inches taller than me, but he looked awfully thin. I shook his hand and tried not to grin at the obvious way he avoided staring at my mom and Hope in their skimpy tops. Colleen looked lovely in her blouse and skirt, and Dave quickly had eyes only for her before they left.

After my shower, I heard my mother squeal from the kitchen when my father snuck up behind her and squeezed her butt. They were playfully making out, and I had to smile as I watched them. I noticed Hope was also smiling from the living room as she watched their antics. By the time Colleen got home from her date, Dad was already dozing off in the loveseat. Mom coaxed him into the bedroom, and I took that opportunity to head into my own room.

I was seated at my desk, with my laptop open and my door locked, when Colleen and Dave entered her bedroom. Colleen made the first move, wrapping her arms around Dave's neck and rising up on tiptoe to plant a kiss on his lips. It looked for a moment like Dave was going to bolt. His eyes opened in surprise and his hands kind of fluttered around like they didn't know what to do. Those hands finally settled on Colleen's sexy back, and she moaned encouragement into his mouth.

Dave gained confidence with every moment, and Colleen was eagerly urging him on with sexy little noises. There was that part of me that was jealous; I felt like I should be the one in there taking off my sister's blouse and sucking her magnificent breasts. At the same time, I was turned on watching as Dave gradually removed my sister's clothes and joined her in her bed.

Frustratingly, Colleen turned off the light. That just drew my attention to the other screen, where Hope was stripping off her clothes next to her bed. Her sexy body was clearly illuminated by her bedside lamp. I could hear my father's snoring from the feed in my parents' room and soft squeals and moans from Colleen's room. I was hard as a rock as I closed my laptop and turned off my lights. Hope was waiting, and tonight I would not disappoint her.

Now, as much as my dad likes to get up early on Saturdays, he almost always sleeps in on Sundays. Heck, we all do. That was in my mind as I tapped softly on Hope's bedroom door. We would have all night to do whatever we wanted. I let myself in, and Hope was smiling at me, lying in her bed with her naked body gloriously displayed. I locked the door behind me and dove between her legs to feast on her tasty pussy.

I love watching her face when I lick my sister's pussy. She is a beautiful woman anyway, but the glow she gets makes her look like some pagan sex goddess. Also, I truly love the taste of her on my tongue. That distinct musky-sweet flavor just sets me on fire with lust. Hope shuddered through a quick climax, and that did all sorts of distracting things to her big, wobbling breasts and nipples.

I quickly pulled off my clothes and tossed them to the floor. Hope had spent hours teasing my cock today, and now it was finally unleashed deep inside her drenched pussy. My mouth closed on one of those teasing nipples, and she moaned appreciatively into my hair.

"I've been waiting for this all day, Daniel," she said in her breathy little voice.

I released her nipple briefly and looked into her eyes. I grinned.

"Well, now you're going to get it all night," I replied.

"Yes!" she gasped, as my mouth reclaimed her hard nipple and my dick thrust deep inside her.

I was a little disappointed with myself. I did not last long at all in that incredibly snug, wet orifice before I was at the point of no return. Hope did not seem to mind at all as I filled her pussy with cum. I almost apologized, but she was giving me a lusty look and licking her lips.

"Give me that tasty cock," she hissed.

I pulled out of her and slid up her body, biting back a groan as she inhaled my wet dick. Hope really had some skills when it came to sucking cock. Her hands squeezed my ass as her talented tongue and lips worked me over. My eyes shot open when she pulled me to her and took me down her throat. There was no gagging, just the insistent swallowing of her throat muscles around the head.

"Jesus!" I gasped. "I didn't know you could do that!"

Her eyes smiled up at me. Her mouth was stretched around the base of the thick shaft. Her hands were insistent as she drove me into her throat. If I had been mildly embarrassed at how quickly her pussy had coaxed a load out of me, I was mortified at how little control I had now. Her throat sucked that second load out of me before I even knew what hit me. Seriously, I didn't even have time to warn her. I sucked in that breath to say something, and then my dick exploded before I could form a single word. Her eyes kept right on smiling up at me as her throat gulped down every drop I had to give her.

At this rate, 'all night' was going to amount to ten minutes!

I collapsed next to my amazing sister on her bed, my head still spinning after that unbelievable blowjob. She lay next to me, moaning contentedly as she salaciously licked her lips and played with her sloppy pussy. I could smell my cum on her breath when she rolled to her side and whispered in my ear.

"I'm going to go to the bathroom," she said, "I'll be back in a few minutes."

"Do you want me to join you?" I asked.

She shook her head and gave me a lopsided grin.

"No," she said, "I need to poop, and then I'll be cleaning out my ass afterwards so you can fuck it. I don't think you want to see that."

"Agreed," I said, trying not to picture it in my mind.

She kissed my cheek, and then she rose from the bed. My eyes followed her shapely ass as she walked to her door and on to the bathroom. She left the bedroom door slightly ajar.

A sound from down the hall brought me to full alert. It sounded like someone had gone into my room, and that made me instantly nervous. I could not recall if I had shut down my laptop. I grabbed my shorts and pulled them on, rushing over to my bedroom and stepping inside to quickly flip on the light.

I was relieved to see that I had indeed shut off the computer. At the same time, I was surprised to see my mother standing in my room, looking like a deer caught in headlights. Her nightgown was open in the front, and her naked body was lewdly displayed. Her eyes were open wide as she looked at me.

My voice was amazingly calm when I spoke.

"Mom, what are you doing?" I asked.

It was hilarious, really. I had been fucking my own sister, but my mother was gobbling air, unable to find her words and looking like she had been the one caught doing something wrong. I pushed my door closed behind me and sighed as I dropped my shorts. My mother's hard nipples and drenched pussy already had me hard again.

"Oh, Mommy," I said sadly, "you forgot your panties again. You know I can't resist that wet mommy pussy when it's all naked like that."

She did not resist as I pushed her back onto my bed and lifted her legs to my shoulders. I fucked her urgently, without preamble. Her pussy was every bit as warm, snug and inviting as my sister's had been minutes earlier. This time, though, I had the staying power to really give her a thorough fucking. Both of our eyes shot open when we heard Dave bellow in orgasm through the wall between mine and Colleen's rooms.

It reminded me to be quiet as I pounded my mother's pussy. She pulled me to her and held me tightly as she shuddered through a pair of rapid orgasms. Mom gave me a searing kiss before she pushed me off of her and tied her nightgown securely. She did not say a word as she shakily made her way back down the hallway to her bedroom.

I was back in Hope's bedroom waiting for her when she returned from her shower. I had found the bottle of lube and lightly coated my cock with the stuff. She squealed with delight when I bent her over and drove my tongue into her freshly-cleaned asshole. It was something I had wanted to try. Nothing tells a woman 'I love you and will do anything for you' quite like eating her ass.

I knew that I was fulfilling Hope's fantasy when I took charge and lubricated her horny little asshole. Once again, I was probably a little too tentative initially. Hope did not complain. I really took my time working my cock into her shapely backside, and we both savored every moment of it. Hope started out on her knees in the bed and I knelt behind her.

Once I had begun to work in and out of her, she slid slowly to lie flat on the bed, and I held her ass cheeks open and watched my thick shaft slide in and out. Damn, that was so hot to watch. I looked back in the direction of the camera, and shifted my hips a bit to make sure I was giving the camera an unobstructed view. I was as hard as I could be the entire time, and my dick was drooling pre-cum into my sister's tight ass the entire time. Still, I was in control and was nowhere near orgasm.

Hope, on the other hand, was coming continually as I slowly fucked her ass. She buried her head in a pillow and I heard her muffled scream. It put a satisfied smile on my face. Eventually I did fire that third load into her sexy ass, of course. By that time, I think Hope was ready for the sweaty ass-fuck to end. She did not complain, but I think her sexy bottom was a little sore from the relentless pounding I had given it.

She smiled and kissed me.

"Oh, thank you, Daniel," she whispered. "That was everything I dreamed and then some."

I held her in my arms and smiled contentedly. Until she kicked me out.

"You need to go to your room," she said. "It would be silly for us to get caught, and I want to be able to do this a lot more."

She was right, of course—well, mostly. Mom had already caught us. That didn't make me feel any better as I made my way through the darkness to my own bed. It had been so warm and comfortable in Hope's bed, and I hadn't wanted to leave. After the welcoming feel of her shapely curves in my arms, I felt awfully alone in my own bed. I didn't have a lot of time to dwell on it. I was asleep quickly after that long day.

* * *

Dave had made his exit sometime during the night. This Sunday was a departure from our normal, lazy family routine. My sisters and I had final exams in the final week of school, and we had all put off studying. Most of the day, the three of us were at the dining room table studying. I did finally take note of some of the classes my sisters were taking and asked polite questions about those courses.

My sisters both surprised me with the depth of their answers. I learned a lot about the classes, as well as some of the instructors I should take or avoid should I follow them to the local community college. Mom acted like a delightful caterer through the course of the day, constantly bringing us snacks and drinks and giving us all warm hugs. The pride in her expression was obvious.

I was a little embarrassed when my dad returned home late in the afternoon. I had not even been aware he was gone the whole day. We wrapped up the study session and cleared the table so that we could have our typical Sunday dinner as a family. Once again, it was a warm and friendly atmosphere at our table. My sisters and I did the dishes, and then both of my sisters returned to studying at the dining room table. I was done with my own studies, but I sat with them and quizzed them on their subjects.

I had expected to have sex with one of my sisters that night, but it didn't happen. They were just both mentally drained after that long day of studying, and they went right to sleep. I observed their sleeping bodies on my laptop and shook my head. They were both so damned lovely that I had to smile. For once, Colleen had left her lamp turned on, but there was nothing happening that I wanted to watch. Figures.

My parents gave me quite a show that night, having vigorous sudsy sex in their shower. The hottest part for me was when Dad pushed her up against the tile wall and took her hard from behind. Mom's body shook with every thrust, and her eyes rolled up as she gasped out her orgasm. That look on her face made me come into my waiting tissue.

After that, I was soon asleep.

The next morning, when Hope drove me to school, I reached over and played with her pussy under her skirt while she drove. I licked her juices from my fingers before getting out of the car, and she shook her head and smiled at me. Unlike normal school days, we were only in a couple of classes each day, and the room was deathly quiet during the exams.

I got some inquiring looks from girls in the hallways, but I could not figure out what it was about until after lunch on Wednesday. There was this incredible blonde hottie named Brittany (go figure) who was one of the girls who had given me her number the previous week. She was on the drill team, and every guy in the school wanted her. The problem was that she was so damned good-looking that she was intimidating to every one of us, me included.

"You never called me," she stated bluntly as she came up to me at my locker.

I searched her eyes intently. I could not tell if she was mad, disappointed, curious, or what.

"I'm sorry," I said hesitantly. It sounded like a question coming out of my mouth.

"Well, clearly you've been getting some from somebody, lately," she stated. "Who did you pick over me? Was it Clarissa?"

"No," I responded automatically, but my mind was blown.

Clarissa was another one of those centerfold-hot girls in our school. I had no idea either of them was interested in me. My mind worked quickly as it tried to shift gears. I pulled her to the lockers and looked around nervously. My voice was a soft whisper as I confided in her with the lie.

"Look," I said, "it's embarrassing. I got involved with this older woman. That's all I can really say—she's married."

Brittany sucked in a shocked breath and her eyes shot open. I wasn't done, though.

"We broke it off a week ago," I continued softly, "but then I hooked up with this college girl. I've barely seen her this week, though."

That part was all too true. Between their own finals and work, I had barely seen either of my sisters since the weekend. Except for torturing Hope on the drive to school and home every day.

"Wow," Brittany breathed. "That's so hot. I had no idea."

I nodded at her.

"You need to take me out to Brad's party this weekend, though," she went on. "I can't show up by myself; Todd will be there with his new girlfriend."

I had been vaguely aware that the two of them had broken up a few weeks earlier. Todd was...well, he could be a jerk at times. He was one of the smarter and more athletic guys in our school, but he often came across as a know-it-all and a bit of a snob. I had known the guy for years, and he was alright when it was just us guys hanging out. I understood why Brittany felt she had to have a date. I nodded.

"That sounds great," I said.

My mind was already in high gear, and it occurred to me that Brad's parties always had alcohol. His parents were notoriously cool like that. Their place was out past the city limits on a large spread of land, and they were fine with letting the kids drink. They were sticklers for designated drivers, though.

"I think my sister will drive us there and back if I ask her nicely," I said.

Brittany knew Hope. She had only graduated the year before, after all, and they had been in some of the same social circles of hot-as-hell girls at my school. Brittany nodded and smiled, then surprised me by kissing me right on the lips.



I was still dazed from that when Hope picked me up after school. We drove along in silence for two minutes before she cleared her throat.

"Who's the girl?" she asked.

I almost got whiplash turning to look at her. She giggled beautifully at my stunned expression.

"How did you know?" I asked.

"Well, you haven't teased my pussy since you got in the car," she said. "And that faraway look from you means you are thinking about someone else."

"Brittany wants me to go with her to Brad's graduation party this weekend," I said. "I told her I would ask you to be our designated driver."

"Brittany Hill? Really?" she actually looked worried when she asked it.

"Sorry," I said, "I could not think of a reason to turn her down. I didn't want anyone to be suspicious, and no guy in his right mind would turn down Brittany."

Hope nodded. That made sense. I did slide my hand between her thighs then, finding her hot little pussy waiting for my touch.

"Would you please be our designated driver?" I asked teasingly. "I promise, I will make it worth your while."

"Damn right, you will," she muttered, putting on her turn signal.

Hope pulled the car into the parking lot of one of the strip malls. She parked and spread her legs wide, pulling my face into her horny pussy.

"You've been teasing me all week," she groaned. "Now you'd better finish what you started!"

I did finish her. I buried two fingers inside her, drumming on her g-spot while sucking hard on her engorged clit. She soaked my face and bucked helplessly as that intense climax tore through her. Our stay in the parking lot was incredibly brief, but I still thought a woman was staring at me when I sat up and licked my sister's juices from around my mouth.

We only had ten minutes when we got home for a quick fuck in the shower. Hope had to rush afterwards to get dressed for work. We had expected Colleen to be there, or we would have simply rushed home instead of taking such a risk in a public place. I was home alone for the next hour, and I spent every minute of it watching my hot sisters showering for me.

Colleen and both of my parents arrived home within minutes of each other. Colleen had another date with Dave that night. My parents got dressed up for some event my mother's job was hosting. I told them they looked very nice—which they did—as they headed out the door.

I was sitting alone, knowing that nobody would be around for the next three hours. I was actually feeling sorry for myself and considered watching some of my saved videos when it hit my like a bolt from the blue.

Crazy-hot Brittany wanted me to call her! What the fuck was I thinking? I jumped up from the couch and ran to my room to grab my phone. I forced myself to be calm and made sure my breathing was normal before I made the call.

"Hey, Brittany, it's Daniel," I got out in a fairly smooth voice.

"Oh, I'm glad you finally called me," she said.

I couldn't help it.

"Really?" I asked.

This girl seemed light years out of my league.

"Of course," she replied. "I wouldn't have given you my number if I didn't want you to call me. What are you doing?"

"Oh, just sitting around the house," I said. "My folks have a thing this evening, Colleen's out on a date, and Hope is working. Oh, Hope said she would be happy to drive us to Brad's party and pick us up afterwards."

"Cool," she said. There was a pause, and she sounded hesitant when she added, "Are you going out with that college girl this evening?"

"Nope," I replied easily. "Brittany, it's not like I'm dating her. She just wanted to hook up with me. I don't think that's going to turn into a real relationship."

"Wow," Brittany breathed into her phone. "I had no idea you were like that, Daniel."

I thought about the girls I had dated in high school. Those had not been such casual relationships. It had taken a while, each time, before we made out at all. None of those girls had sex with me until we had dated a few times.

"I'm not really like that," I said, hoping I didn't sound defensive. "It's just...both times, they were older women who weren't looking for a relationship. To be honest, I was surprised when they came on to me like that. Once they did, though, I couldn't say no."

"Oh, really," Brittany growled into the phone. "What would happen if I came on to you like that?"

I could not believe this goddess was talking to me this way. I pulled my phone from my head and looked at it before bringing it back to my ear.

"Are you kidding me?" I asked. "I would be all over your sexy body, Brittany. Shoot, if one of the cars was here, I would already be on my way over there to molest you."

"Damn," she said huskily.

I could tell from that tone and the very faint background sound that she was touching herself. It was a shock that this unapproachable gorgeous woman was so easily aroused by me. I grinned as I thought about what I was doing. I had my mother to thank for my gift of dirty talk.

"How wet is that sweet pussy, Brittany?" I teased.

"How could you tell?" she gasped.

I heard her fingers pull out of her with a wet slurp.

"I was just guessing," I lied, "but I couldn't help but picture you lying there with your legs spread wide open, waiting for me to lick you like you want."

"Dammit," she hissed, "I have to go—Mom's calling me for something. Can I call you back?"

"Sure," I said, "I would love to continue this conversation. You know it would be better in person, though. Any chance you could come over?"

"I wish," she said. "I'll talk to you in a bit."

After getting off of the phone, I had to calm my shaking hands. Oh, it was one thing to sound confident like that, but I had been nervous as hell. Quite honestly, I was surprised at myself. I did not think I had that in me. I was grinning at my own temerity as I made myself dinner. I chewed a couple of bites, and then pulled out my phone again when another thought struck me.

I called Todd. We had never been really close friends, but I had been over to his place a few times over the years, and he had been to our house. It seemed prudent to let him know what was going on, and make sure we were still cool.

"Hey, man, it's Daniel," I said when he answered his phone. "Look, Brittany asked me to go with her to Brad's party this weekend. I just wanted to let you know and make sure that was cool."

"She asked you out?" he said, sounding a little skeptical.

"Yeah," I sighed. "She seemed to think it was a big deal, since you have another date. I told her it was cool, but I just wanted to let you know."

"Oh," he said. "Thanks, I guess. You don't think she'll start anything, do you?"

"Dude," I replied with a chuckle, "I barely know Brittany at all. What do you think?"

We wound up talking for a while after that. I got some good intel on my date for the weekend. I am sure that Todd had no idea the kinds of tips he was giving me for getting into his ex-girlfriend's pants. After I had eaten and cleaned up my dishes, I went to my bathroom to relieve myself and brush my teeth. I looked at myself in the mirror and wondered what I was doing.

This thing with Brittany was not supposed to be anything. I was very happy with the sex I was getting lately. I sure didn't want to risk ruining what I had with Hope by dating one of her rivals. It seemed extremely unlikely that Brittany could match my sister's skills at anything.

My dick twitched when I recalled Hope's mouth draining me dry, and her sweet ass opening up around my hard dick. The way she had groaned into the tile of the tub surround while I pounded her from behind, just an hour earlier, had pushed me right to the brink of orgasm. After I had brushed my teeth, I went to my desk and watched the footage of that intense shower fuck. It looked every bit as hot as it had felt.

I was on the verge of squeezing another load out of my dick when my phone went off. It was Brittany, calling me back. I picked up the phone after pausing the video.

"Hello?" I said, in as calm a voice as I could muster.

"Hey," she said breathlessly, "sorry about that. My parents...you haven't met my parents, have you?"

"I have not," I replied.

I was closing down the security camera feeds on my computer, putting it back into 'safe' mode. Just in case someone came home early, or this conversation took a while.

It turned out to be the latter—Brittany's family situation was complicated, and it took her a long time to talk through a lot of the issues in her life. None of that was boner-inspiring material.

Brittany's dad was Catholic, and her mom was Mormon. Neither of them had been particularly religious people when they met, but that changed when they started having kids. They insisted on taking their kids to a plethora of church functions, and both of those religions evidently frowned on teenagers having sex. Brittany was a gorgeous, horny young woman, but she spent an awful lot of time in various church meetings, camps, and something called 'seminary.' She had to quickly explain that this was a Mormon thing, not a Catholic one. She wasn't going to become a nun; she was just studying the Bible and Book of Mormon every morning before school.

I had not been aware that Brittany had so many brothers and sisters. She was somewhere in the middle of seven or eight kids in her family. Honestly, I was trying to keep track, but I should have been taking notes. Like I said, it was complicated. This was such a departure from our previous phone conversation. However, I knew from talking with Todd that it was important to her, so I listened attentively and asked questions.

Brittany seemed grateful at the end of it. Aside from the religious stuff that I really didn't get, she had a lot of frustrations she just wanted to get off of her chest. I could understand that, and didn't mind listening. I also knew, from talking with Todd, that Brittany was a virgin. Specifically, she had never let a guy fuck her. That did not extend to oral sex, or masturbation. When Brittany hesitantly brought it up, she seemed surprised that I was "cool with it."

"Look, Brittany," I said, "you are gorgeous and I'm not going to pretend I don't want to have sex with you. But it's not like I'm going to push you into doing something you don't want to do. You tell me you would like to have your pussy licked, and I would love to do that. I have had sex, lately, and it was great for me. Let's face it, though. We're about to graduate from high school. We'll both be heading off to college. It's not like we're suddenly the love of each others' lives. I look forward to going to this party with you, and maybe we can date this summer. I'm not reading any more into it than that."

I looked at the time halfway through giving that speech, aware that my family would be coming home soon. Brittany's response floored me—she was clearly aroused from the way she breathed into the phone and the husky way that she spoke.

"God, I can't believe you said that," she breathed. "If I was there right now, I would totally want to suck your dick."

Okay, that was boner-inspiring material.

"Um," I started, "not that I'm complaining, but where did that come from?"

"You've been so sweet, listening to me get all this crap off my chest," she replied honestly. "And you're such a hottie, with a nice, big dick. I know you could date any girl from our school you wanted, and they'd let you do whatever you want with them. I feel lucky that you agreed to go out with me, and you have me so turned on right now."

"What?" I blurted out. "You do know it's me—Daniel—that you're talking to, right?"

Seriously, I thought from her response that she had me confused with someone else. I was getting into better shape, but I was not a "hottie." Nor did I have a particularly impressive dick, in my opinion. She just laughed into her phone. It was a lovely sound. I could just picture her laughing, and it was a beautiful picture.

"You really don't know, do you?" she sighed. "Daniel, all the girls think you have turned into an amazing guy lately. I was not exaggerating or anything."

She sighed again, and I was just dumbstruck on my end of the phone. When the fuck did this happen? Honestly, I was at a complete loss for words. I was reviewing every look I had received, every conversation I had had, every moment I could recall from the past semester of school. Like most guys my age, I was self-conscious all the time. I had that additional burden I had been carrying, of my secret desires for my sisters and mom. The past month I had been furtively working out my little spy camera installation.

I had been so focused on acting normal and avoiding unwanted attention that I had not been paying attention to the sort of attention I had been getting. As I replayed each of these little moments in my mind, I realized that Brittany was right. I could have been dating some amazing high school girls...they just hadn't been the women I was interested in.

"Are you still there?" Brittany's voice brought me back.

"Yeah, sorry about that," I mumbled. "I guess when this thing with...that older woman I told you about happened, it was all I was thinking about. I don't think I'm all that amazing, Brittany. I got all wrapped up in that...Let's be honest, here. I got laid, and that was all I was thinking about."

"Was it really that amazing?" she breathed.

"Absolutely," I replied without hesitation.

I heard her shudder on her end of the phone. Brittany had built up her own fantasy about how her first time would be, and hearing me say that set her on fire. That had not been my intention, but I realized it was what had happened.

"Sorry," I said softly, "I should not tease you. But my experience was really everything I had hoped it would be and then some. I know it's not that way for everyone."

"You have me so worked up right now," she groaned. "Would you really lick my pussy? I mean, just lick my pussy, and not try to, you know, do anything else?"

"I would," I said, "but that might not be a great idea, Brittany. I'm not sure I could stop you if you decided you wanted to do something else after I had licked you through a few intense orgasms."

I had to grin as I said it. I knew she was picturing that vivid scene I had just painted for her. I was teasing her, even though I said I was not going to.

Perhaps it was fortunate that our conversation ended there. I heard a car pull up in our driveway, and Brittany blew out a breath of frustration as one of her parents called her. I managed to speak first.

"I think my mom just got home," I said. "I really enjoyed talking with you, Brittany. I'll see you in school tomorrow."

"Yeah," she said, sounding a little frustrated. "Thanks again for listening to me. Good night, Daniel."

It turned out that it was Colleen, not my mom, who had pulled up in the driveway. She looked tired but beautiful in her slacks and blouse. I wrapped her in a hug just inside the front door and rubbed her back.

"You feel tense," I murmured into her ear, "are you alright?"

"It was a long day," she replied.

She surprised me, then, grabbing my head and pulling my mouth to hers for a passionate, hungry kiss. She groaned into my mouth when we heard another car pulling up to the house.

"God, I want you so badly right now," she groaned.

Hope gave me a similar hot hug and kiss when she came in, although she did not feel as stressed out as Colleen had. Colleen had retreated to her room to change clothes. I fixed a nice dinner for my sisters and sat with them while they ate and talked about work.

Our parents arrived home from their office party, or whatever it had been, an hour later. They just looked relieved to be out of that situation. Evidently there had been alcohol, and some of Mom's coworkers had gotten embarrassingly drunk.

Everyone seemed to be relieved to be home and enjoyed relaxing together in the comfortable familiarity of our living room. A mindless sitcom served as a welcome distraction from the stressful world outside the walls of our house. Colleen sat in my lap and hugged me a little too tightly. She was not wiggling on my dick or teasing herself with it this time. She was clinging to me and was just comforted by my warm body against hers.

I held Hope's hand and lightly scratched Colleen's back with my other hand.

Once again, I watched my sisters on my computer as they got undressed, went to bed, and promptly fell asleep. My parents talked softly in their room about the shindig they had attended. Mom was worried there might be some fallout at work over the next few days. Nobody had sex in our house that night.

I stayed up for an hour after everyone else had gone to bed. I was studying for my final exams the next day. They were my final two exams for the year, and I wanted to make sure I was ready for them. That drained the last of my energy and I slept soundly through the night.

* * *

Between exams the next day, Brittany once again sought me out near my locker. She looked a little flushed and excited when she saw me. I gave her a smile and nodded in the direction of one of the teachers who was monitoring the hallway.

"I'd love to give you a hug and a nice kiss," I said softly, "but I'd hate for us to get in trouble on the last day of school."

She leaned in to me, like she was going to whisper something, but first she licked my ear lightly.

"I can't believe how badly I want to be alone with you," she whispered in my ear.

From our conversation the previous evening, I knew that would never happen at her house. It was the first time I really thought that I should have tried to talk my parents into letting me have my own car. When I had been a junior and got my driver's license, we just hadn't had the money. I had never pushed since. I had enjoyed having my sexy sister as my personal chauffeur. The girls I had dated mostly had their own cars anyway.

I could just picture how this time would have been different. I could imagine getting sexy Brittany all worked up in the backseat of my car, could practically hear her begging me to do it as I plunged my dick into her virgin pussy...

"I can't wait to see you tonight," she whispered in my ear.

* * *

"So, what's the plan?" Hope asked as she drove me home after school. "Do you want me to drive you and Brittany somewhere after the party so you can have sex with her?"

I coughed and spluttered at that—and I hadn't been drinking anything. It just caught me completely off-guard.

"Why would I want to do that?" I asked.

"Oh, I just assumed you wanted to," she replied.

I cocked my head and looked at my sister.

"Wouldn't that make you jealous?" I asked.

"Well, of course it would," she said. "But I thought you were going out with her so people wouldn't know there was anything going on with us. If you don't have sex with Brittany, won't it make her suspicious?"

I shook my head, but the simple logic of her answer made me think about how my sister's mind worked.

"I agreed to go out with her for that reason," I said. "But I have dated other girls and had sex with them. Brittany is actually a virgin. I think she would consider me a real gentleman if I don't try to have sex with her."

Hope looked sharply over at me before returning her eyes to the road.

"Really?" she said. "I didn't think she was a virgin. The guys she dated seemed very happy with her."

"Evidently they were happy with a girl who would give them a blowjob or a hand job," I said. "I talked with Todd, who was dating her until recently. He told me she was a virgin before she did."

I called Brittany when we got home, and we decided that Hope would drop us at Brad's house and then pick us up three hours later. We would drive Brittany home afterward.

* * *

I was a little nervous when I walked up to the door at Brittany's house to pick her up for our date. Her mom answered the door and smiled, inviting me inside. I shook her hand, and then shook Brittany's dad's hand. They tried to be polite, but still grilled me about the evening ahead. I was prepared and gave them the answers they wanted to hear. Brittany's mom was clearly not happy about it, but Brittany's dad had given her permission to drink at the party. I told them I would probably have a beer, but I did not enjoy drinking. The face I pulled when I said 'beer' convinced them I was telling the truth.



It wasn't a lie; my dad enjoyed his beer every weekend, but I was mystified why he did. I had tried some of his beer when he offered it, and it tasted awful. Some of the other alcoholic mixed drinks I had tried were tasty enough, but it seemed the alcohol just made them taste worse. Unlike most of my classmates, I never understood the appeal of getting drunk.

We had agreed not to get dressed up for this party, but Brittany still looked amazing when she came downstairs from her room. Not that I felt underdressed, she just made her snug jeans and blouse look like they were designed to show off her body. I offered her my arm and walked her to the car, opening the door so she could sit in the front seat next to my sister.

I sat quietly in the back seat and listened to Hope and Brittany as they chattered the whole way there. They had not been close last year, but they had a lot of friends in common and they caught each other up on what was going on with those girls. It was a little shocking to me the way that they dropped deeply personal stories about their friends so casually.

When we arrived at Brad's house, Brittany hugged me and kissed me on my mouth. I looked over her shoulder at Hope during that kiss, and my sister just smiled at me.

"You guys have a good time," she said. "I'll see you in three hours."

"Thanks again for doing this for us!" Brittany said to her.

* * *

The party was just barely under control while we were there. There are really good reasons that high school-aged kids should not drink—especially the guys. They seemed to approach drinking as if it was some kind of contest to see who could consume the most. I grabbed a big cup of beer when we walked in, and had a tiny sip every now and then just so nobody would offer me anything else. Mercifully, it was light beer, so the taste was diluted by a lot of water.

Brittany had a variety of mixed drinks, and she talked loudly to her friends to be heard over the music. We wound up 'dancing' in a couple of very crowded rooms. I never even had to set down my beer, there was so little room to actually move. Brittany moved her body against me sinuously. It was nice, but it felt more like she was marking her territory than anything else.

I was surprised at how many girls gave me hungry looks over the course of the three hours we were there. If anything, seeing me with Brittany just made them more interested. It was baffling.

We did not run into Todd. He was at the party, but there were over a hundred people there and we simply never bumped into him. We did run into two of the girls I had dated earlier in the year. Sarah and Kyndall had both moved into more serious relationships since we had dated, and they were with their new boyfriends.

There was no awkwardness, just as there had been none in school. However, these girls had apparently been responsible for the rumor that I had a big dick. It was the first time since we had broken up that I realized they kept glancing down at my crotch while we talked. Those were such fleeting little looks that I probably would not have even noticed before.

Brittany had enough drinks that she was 'buzzed' when my sister arrived to get us. She hugged several of her girlfriends goodbye, and we managed to find and thank Brad's parents before we left.

Brittany insisted on sitting in the back seat with me, and Hope nodded at me to let me know that I should do it. As soon as we pulled away from the curb, Brittany unzipped my shorts and dove to suck on my dick. My eyes were locked onto Hope's in the rearview mirror as Brittany noisily slurped me with her mouth. I squeezed her shapely bottom through her jeans, and Brittany moaned around my shaft.

To be fair, she was surprisingly good at it. Looking down at the back of her head as she bobbed up and down in my lap was a tremendous turn-on, knowing it was sexy-as-hell Brittany sucking my dick. I could only imagine that I would have lost it and filled her mouth with my cream if I hadn't had such amazing sex lately. As it was, my orgasm was getting dangerously close.

Hope seemed to be taking her time driving us to Brittany's house. I gave her a questioning look in the mirror. My sister seemed to be amused and aroused as she looked at me, knowing I was getting a blowjob in her back seat. I groaned and pulled Brittany's face from my lap. She groaned in turn, as I pulled her face to mine and drove my tongue into her mouth.

In the darkness of the back seat, my hand found the front of her jeans and I unzipped them. Brittany gasped around my tongue as my fingers slid inside her panties and found her soaking slit and throbbing clit. Her hand closed around the spit-soaked shaft of my dick and she stroked it in time with my fingers sliding in and out of her. My thumb pressed her clit as I rotated it in a small circle.

"We're almost there," Hope said from the front seat. "Would you like me to stop somewhere else first, so you have some more time?"

Brittany's eyes were wild as they met my sister's in the rearview mirror. The aroma of her wet pussy was filling the back seat, and I could not wait to taste her. Still, I knew Brittany had been drinking and I would hate for her to do something she might regret. It seemed the prudent course was to tease her a bit further, whether I wanted her or not. I broke off the kiss and made sure she was looking at me when I shook my head.

"That's a bad idea, Hope," I said. "It's after ten, and we promised Brittany's parents we would bring her home right after the party."

I gave Brittany another soft kiss on her lips as I withdrew my hand from her panties. I put those two soaked fingers into my mouth and sucked the tasty pussy juice off of them. She looked at my face in disbelief as I gently pulled her hand from my hard dick and tucked it away in my shorts.

"I would love to have more time with you, Brittany," I whispered into her ear. "Tonight was a lot of fun. Please give me a call later, okay?"

When the car stopped, and Brittany looked around to realize we were at her house, she finally snapped out of it. She kissed me hungrily as she zipped up her jeans.

"I can't wait!" she hissed.

I got out of the car and ran around to open her door, then offered my arm and walked her up to the front door of her house. I was not surprised to see both of Brittany's parents waiting for us, although Brittany looked a bit chagrined. I smiled at them and once again shook their hands.

"Thank you for letting me take Brittany out this evening," I said. "You have a lovely daughter, and I would really like to date her again sometime."

I turned to Brittany and gave her a peck on the cheek before taking her hand and giving it a soft squeeze.

"Thank you, Brittany," I said. "Have a good night."

"You too," she murmured to my back as I turned and headed to my sister's car.

I got into the passenger seat and fastened my seatbelt. Brittany and her folks were waving at us as Hope drove away.

"Well?" Hope asked, as soon as we were back on the road.

"Well what?"

"How was she?"

"She's really good," I replied honestly. "She's just not as good as you."

For some reason, Hope felt the need to prove that she was better. As soon as we parked in front of our house, she eagerly sucked a load out of me in four minutes flat. I could not have held back if I tried.

"You are amazing," I breathed, as she sat up and triumphantly swallowed my salty offering.

I still had my graduation ceremony coming up the following evening, and there would be a handful of graduation parties that I would be compelled to attend, but for all practical purposes it was now summer. I had to wonder what the summer had in store for me.
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One More from the Attic Pt. 01

The Usual Disclaimer: This is a work of fantasy. All characters featured in sexual situations are over 18. The characters in these stories are fictional. Any resemblance to actual persons living, dead or undead is purely coincidental. Do not try this at home.

This is the third chapter of the story that began with Into the Attic. In that story, Daniel used the cover of replacing the old insulation in the attic of the family home to install surveillance cameras that allowed him to spy on his parents and his two older sisters. He overheard his mother and his sister, Hope, talking about him. That was how he found out his sister was in love with him. Eventually, he had sex with Hope and his mother, and very nearly had sex with his oldest sister, Colleen, on two separate occasions.

This installment ran longer than I had anticipated. Because I thought it was really too long for a Literotica short story, I wound up splitting it into three parts. Also, at the time I am writing this, I am still working on the ending to this chapter. I figured this would let me get chunks of the story online so you would have a chance to read it now.

*****

Over the course of that summer, after I had graduated from high school, Hope and I became inseparable. Colleen and her boyfriend, Dave, became a very serious couple as well. With increasing frequency, Colleen stayed the night at Dave's apartment. She still sat in my lap and teased me when she was home, but we seemed destined never to consummate the incestuous desire that had built up between us.

That meant that while Mom and Dad were at work, Hope and I had the house to ourselves most of the time. When she was not at work, Hope was mine to enjoy anytime and anywhere in the house. When she had a weekday off from work, she would not even bother to put on panties beneath her long t-shirt. The living room was a favorite for both of us. I loved licking her tasty pussy while she watched television, and she seemed to enjoy swallowing my hard cock just as much.

Once, we were still sitting on the couch when Mom got home from work. Hope was sitting on my lap, and her t-shirt hid the fact that my cock was buried to the hilt in her ass. I think Mom was aware that something was going on when she walked over and talked with us. As soon as our mother went into her bedroom, Hope wiggled her bottom in my lap and came explosively. Her juicy pussy drooled our combined cum onto my balls and thighs.

Hope hopped up to use our bathroom afterwards, and I took advantage of that opportunity to join my mother in her shower. She was incredibly aroused, and her horny ass welcomed my still-slick cock eagerly. I rinsed quickly when I heard my dad pull up in the driveway. We passed in the hallway and exchanged a nod. It wasn't something we ever discussed, but he hurried to the bedroom. His hard cock would soon be deep in Mom's ass, since I had paved the way for him.

That night, I stroked my erection as I watched that action on the hidden camera feed. My mother told Dad how hard I had been when I came into their bathroom and joined her in the shower. He just moaned into her shoulder as he pumped in and out of her horny little asshole. They were amazing to watch, and I came hard into a tissue just after my dad filled her ass with his cum and she cried out in release.

There was another time a few days later when Colleen came home for lunch. We weren't expecting her. Colleen joined us on the couch, catching up on the past week. For that entire half hour, my dick was buried in Hope's soaking wet pussy. When Colleen finally gave us each a peck on the cheek and left, I wasted no time bending sweet Hope over the armrest of the couch and fucking her silly.

Brittany and I dated once or twice a week. Hope encouraged me to keep seeing her. It was my sister's idea that she and Brittany should "hang out more often." She would pick Brittany up and then they would come over to our house. Evidently they had talked about it and agreed that it was a bad idea for me and Brittany to be alone. It was just surreal the first time the three of us sat on the couch, and Brittany fished my cock out of my shorts and started sucking it. Hope watched the entire time with a smile on her face.

My sister seemed to really get a kick out of watching while we made out, especially when Brittany sucked my dick. I enjoyed licking and sucking Brittany's virgin pussy, but I was not the one who took her virginity. Instead, we mostly teased each other for hours, and then continued teasing each other over the phone after Hope had dropped her off at her house. I usually made Brittany come with my tongue and lips, but she only took my cum in her mouth twice.

It wasn't that her oral skills were insufficient—she gave a really great blowjob. It also wasn't that she disliked the taste of my cum. It was just that I was saving it. Brittany never caught on that while I was talking dirty to her on the phone, Hope was usually sucking my cock in one of our beds. She absolutely loved sucking me off while I talked dirty to Brittany on the phone. I think she also got turned on when she made me squirm while I was on the phone with Brittany. Compared to my mother's filthy language when she teased my dad, our conversations over the phone were downright tame.

* * *

I had applied to go to college several places, and was overjoyed when my first choice not only accepted me, but offered a full scholarship. It was three states away from where we lived. Everyone was surprised that Hope had applied to go to the same prestigious school and was accepted. Her solid work ethic meant that she had a perfect grade point average at the community college. It was her strong letters of recommendation and her Skype interview that pushed her application over the top, and I had helped with those.

We wound up getting an apartment together near the campus. I didn't have any of the same classes as my sister, so we rarely saw each other during the day. Every night and most weekends we had amazing sex. My bed was always made, since I never slept in it. Hope was actually getting slightly better grades than I was, but we were both doing very well. We had talked about dating other people, but nobody I met was as attractive to me as my sister was.

I still had the video feeds from our house on my laptop. The camera feeds all went to a central router that was also concealed in the attic, and that router passed the data along to my laptop over the internet. It might have been an issue if I had been using the surveillance cameras for security, as there was a slight processing delay. It was part of the reason the system had been so inexpensive when I bought it.

I was really only aware of it because I called my mother twice after watching her sexy body in the shower. I had a dirty talk with her while she played with her soaking-wet pussy, but the delay meant the images on screen were almost a minute behind the conversation on the phone.

During the days when I was at the apartment and Hope was in class or at work, I would catch up on what our parents had been up to over the past few days. Sadly, a lot of the kinkiness had gone out of their sex life once we had moved out of the house. Oh, at first I got some amazing and salacious footage. I was shocked to see them in Hope's bedroom. Mom was on her hands and knees on Hope's bed while Dad pounded her from behind. Two days later, they were in Colleen's room. Mom encouraged my dad to shoot his streams of semen all over Colleen's pillow. I had to wonder what they might have done in my bedroom.

That went on for a few weeks, but rapidly cooled off. I still got to see some great sex in their shower and bedroom. It was just less and less frequent, and Mom's filthy talk became less inspired.

We went home for Thanksgiving break, and Colleen and Dave were there when we arrived. They announced their engagement. The two of them had been living together for close to a month by then. Colleen's eyes sparkled every time she flashed that engagement ring, and the two of them were constantly kissing and hugging. Dave joined our family for Thanksgiving dinner, and he joined my dad for beers during the football games.

It was weird sleeping by myself over that break, but that only lasted the first two nights. That third night, when I heard my bedroom door open and close, I eagerly awaited Hope's body next to mine. It was not her. My mother's eyes were puffy and red when she turned on the bedside lamp.

"What's wrong, Mom?" I asked.

"Oh, Daniel," she sobbed, "I'm afraid I'm losing him. Ever since you kids moved out, our marriage feels like it's falling apart."

My mind immediately raced to come up with something appropriate to say. So much of my insight into my parents' relationship came via those hidden cameras, and I had to be careful not to reveal any of that. I sat up in the bed and patted the mattress next to me, inviting her to sit. She sat and rested her head on my shoulder, while I rubbed her back.

"I figured you two would have sex all over the house, once we were out of your way," I said.

"We did," Mom chuckled, "At first, it was amazing. But that lost its appeal after just a few weeks. Somehow, it wasn't as exciting when we knew we couldn't be caught. Also, both of us have been much busier at work lately. Your dad's promotion means that he has a lot more planning meetings to attend, and I've had to train two new people. We've both been so exhausted that we haven't had the energy to play lately."

I am not a marriage counselor or anything like that. I didn't have any brilliant insight to share with her. I squeezed her shoulder, trying to be reassuring. She looked up at my face and a weak smile finally reached her lips.

"You must be having some great sex these days," she said softly. I wasn't sure if I was supposed to acknowledge what was going on with Hope, so I kept my face rigid. "I'll bet the two of you look amazing together," she breathed, fishing my cock out of the front of my boxers.

I thought about those fantastic videos I had of me and Hope in her bed. We really do look amazing together, I thought. Out loud, I groaned, "Oh, Mommy..." as my mother's loving mouth enveloped the head of my cock.

My mother was preoccupied with my dick in her mouth. She didn't hear it when my bedroom door eased open, and Hope gasped softly from the hallway. I could vaguely make out her wide-open eyes in the darkness as she watched our mother slurp my hard dick hungrily. Hope had not known, until that moment, that Mom and I had anything going on. It was a very faint sound, but I could make out the soft squishing noise as my sister slid her fingers in and out of her drenched pussy in the hallway. She shook with a quiet orgasm when I groaned out my release and my mother noisily slurped down all of my semen.

I made sure to keep my mother facing away from the door when I bent her over and filled her ass with hard cock. She buried her face in my pillow to muffle her cries of ecstasy, but Hope could see and hear everything clearly from her vantage point of the doorway. I turned my head, and my sister gasped softly when our eyes met. She grasped the doorframe for support as she shook through a second orgasm. When she had recovered, she continued to watch. I returned my gaze to my mother's shapely ass and did my best to keep my orgasm at bay until she shuddered through her own intense climax. Then I let myself go.

"Oh, Mommy," I gasped, "I'm going to come in your ass!"

"Yess!" she hissed. Her whole body shook as my molten discharge filled her snug bottom. I heard my bedroom door quietly close behind me.

Half an hour after my mother left my room, Hope returned to join me in my bed.

"How long have you and Mom been...?" she whispered, as her hand found my cock beneath the covers.

"Almost as long as you and I have been," I replied. "Although not nearly as often, and not once since we moved away, obviously. At least, not until tonight. Dad knows, too, in case you were wondering."

My sister's hand froze at that. "Really?" she asked incredulously.

"Yeah," I whispered. "We never talk about it, but it turns him on something fierce when she comes to him freshly-fucked like that."

"Oh, God," she groaned, "that is so hot. I had no idea our parents were so kinky."

I thought of all the video footage I had of my parents. You have no idea, I thought to myself.

We were both exhausted by the time Hope's hungry pussy coaxed that final load out of me.

* * *

The next morning, Brittany dropped by for a visit. Like us, she was home from college for the break. The transformation of that young lady was unreal. I had never seen her dressed the way she was now. Her usual attire when we had been in high school was always tight jeans and a loose t-shirt, sweater, or occasionally a tank top beneath a loose dress shirt.

She walked into my bedroom dressed like someone's idea of an anime schoolgirl. Her navy skirt matched the piping on her snug blouse, and her dirty blonde hair was pulled back into a braided ponytail. It had only been two months since we had left for college, and it was not only her outfit that marked how changed she was.

Brittany had not been in my room for five minutes before she had my hard cock buried to the root in her tight, sopping wet pussy. She had pulled my dick out of the front of my boxers, and I was completely surprised when she slid on top of me. She clearly knew what she was doing as she rode me hard, drenching my balls with her copious juices. Her head shook and she moaned through clenched teeth both times she came. Afterward, she cuddled with me on my bed and spoke in hushed tones about her experiences at college.

She had given her virgin pussy to a guy that had seemed special until he dumped her. After that, she realized that she enjoyed sex far more than she had expected to. She had been with two other guys after that first one. Her only regret now, it seemed, was that we could have been having sex and she had denied herself that experience—until this morning.

"I feel really stupid now," she said huskily into my ear. Her hand was beneath the covers, slowly stroking my still-hard cock. "I should have had you fucking me this whole time. It feels like I wasted a great opportunity. Also, it should have been you that took my virginity instead of that asshole."

It was jarring. Brittany had never been the kind of girl who would use words like "fucking" or "asshole." I wasn't sure if I should try to talk dirty to her, so I said very little as I rolled on top of her and filled her pussy again. I had to stop, though, before I could reach my own orgasm. I desperately had to use the bathroom. Even though I was as quick as I could be, by the time I got back Brittany was no longer alone in my room.

Hope and my mother both stood in my room, talking with Brittany about college. Brittany was sitting on my bed, and gave me a warm smile when I walked in. Her appearance gave nothing away; my mom and sister had no idea that we had been having sex in that bed five minutes earlier. Only I knew that she wore nothing under that pleated skirt. Unfortunately, we never had another chance to have sex over that break. We did talk on the phone twice more, but even then we could not really speak freely. Someone was always listening.

Brittany and I did talk on the phone a few times after we went back to school. Her college was nowhere near mine, so it would be a drive of a full day if either of us wanted to visit the other. We never had a full day off to make the drive, much less the three days it would have taken to make that round trip worthwhile. Brittany's salacious talk on the phone rivaled the best I had heard from my mother. She really was a horny slut now.

That was something I did confide to Hope.

"Do you think you and Brittany will wind up together?" she asked.

At the time, we were both naked in her bed. She was riding me, and her magnificent breasts were bouncing hypnotically. It was tough for me to force my eyes from that sight to focus on answering her question. I looked into her eyes and there was no accusation there. I knew that the only reason I hadn't tried to date anyone here was that I was so satisfied with my sexy sister. Her question made me think past this moment, to a future we had not really discussed.

"I don't know," I finally answered.

Hope intensified her efforts, and shuddered as her climax hit her hard. Her pussy gripped my shaft wetly. I held still, holding my own orgasm at bay so that we could continue. Hope let out a deep, long breath and then looked down at me again.

"Do you love her?" she asked.

I chewed my bottom lip thoughtfully as I considered it. I had always thought Brittany was gorgeous. Certainly I had lusted after her. But did I love her? After our most recent encounter and the subsequent phone calls, I wasn't sure I even knew who she was any more. I did not know this "new" Brittany well enough to be sure that I would even like her. Oh, the sex would be amazing if the two of us got together. Beyond that...

I fixed Hope with a serious look. "Honestly, Hope, I can't picture myself with anyone else but you."

She smiled at me, but there was an element of sadness in that smile. She leaned down, lying on my chest as we kissed each other. "I wish we were allowed to get married," she whispered.

"Me too," I replied.

* * *

Our classes got far more intense as the semester progressed. We still spent every night together in her bed, but Hope and I barely saw each other during the week. I talked with Brittany three more times on the phone, but her schedule had also become very hectic. We all looked forward to the Christmas break eagerly, but the pace of our lives became almost frantic in the two weeks leading up to that break.

My final exams for the semester were just brutal. I thought I had done well, but couldn't be sure. That uncertainty would bother me until I got my grades at the end of December. Hope was also nervous, but I honestly had no idea until we got our grades. She was just so much more graceful than I was and she hid those insecurities.

Instead, I returned to our apartment after my last exam to find Hope waiting for me. I walked in the front door, and she was lying back on the couch with her legs spread wide in invitation. "I've missed you," she said huskily. I closed the door behind me and locked it. Then I was shedding my clothes and feasting my eyes on my sister's gorgeous, naked body.

Before I had even finished undressing, I was between her thighs on the living room carpet, savoring her tasty pussy. Her musky, tangy taste was heaven on my taste buds. A lusty groan escaped her lips, but then she giggled as I struggled to free myself from my tangled clothing without taking my mouth off of her. An insistent push from her forced me back onto my haunches, and she rose from the couch.

"I appreciate your enthusiasm, Daniel," she said with a smile, "but you should get undressed first. I'm afraid you'll hurt yourself."

My eyes followed that perfect swaying ass as she retreated to her bedroom. I was glad she had not been watching—I almost tripped and fell trying to remove my pants from around my ankles while trying to follow her. That near-mishap caused me to stop and finish stripping before hurrying to her doorway. The vision of Hope lying naked in her bed once again took my breath away. I stood and sighed appreciatively as I took in her glorious nakedness.

"It makes me feel so sexy when you look at me like that," she said. I gave her a grin.

"It makes me feel impossibly lucky to get to look at you like this," I countered.

"Well that's enough looking," she growled. "You need to get back to licking my horny pussy, and I want that hard cock in my mouth."

I slid into the bed and buried my face in that tasty pussy once again. I couldn't help but moan into my sister when her talented mouth slurped me in. We spent over an hour feasting on each other and moaning appreciatively. It was a suck-fest, but it was the good kind. Hope noisily drained my balls twice, and she soaked my face a half dozen times. When we fell asleep, my face was still between her thighs and my cock was still in her gently sucking mouth.



* * *

In the morning, we awoke to pick up where we had left off the night before. I believe my dick woke up before either of us. Hope nursed that hardening shaft without even waking up, but that amazing sensation did wake me. I had slept with her musky aroma filling my nostrils all night, and my mouth closed on her moist clitoris almost by reflex. Hope was so damned delicious. I never could get enough of that sweet nectar.

I could tell when my sister woke up, because her mouth began vigorously working up and down my length after a deep groan. She shook and pulled her head back when she came, and then she fucked her mouth on my dick until I could no longer hold back. I was slowly licking the length of her sensitive slit, knowing the amount of pressure that would feel pleasurable for her.

"I'm going to come," I said softly, right into her moist folds. Of course, she knew. I was just being polite by saying it out loud. By now, Hope knew the swelling of that cock-head in her mouth and what it signaled. Her lips closed tightly around the ridge of that fleshy helmet and she sucked hard, welcoming my semen as it flooded her mouth.

We showered together after that, lovingly soaping each other under the warm spray. One drawback to winters in our little apartment was that it had a very small water heater. Fortunately for us, we always showered together so we didn't run out of hot water. There just wasn't enough hot water for us to ever enjoy a leisurely fuck in the shower. The water would turn cold, and that was pretty brutal this far north.

So, we dried each other and returned to the bed. We were both overly conscious of the time, glancing over at the bedroom clock every time we shifted positions. I saw her do it, and I know she caught me looking there as well. It was ruining our enjoyment, and finally I pulled my dick out of my sister's lubricated ass and leaned back with a frustrated sigh.

"We need to take a break and pack the car first," I said.

Hope rubbed her dilated asshole, gently massaging the stretched ring back to its normal tiny proportions. "You're right," she said. She looked a little thoughtful for a moment. "Actually, we should pack up, grab something to eat, and then hit the road. If we have extra time on the way, we can stop at a hotel for more of this."

"That sounds good," I said. I was relieved that I had not offended her.

It turned out to be a good thing we got off to that early start. The weather turned shortly after we left town. Thick, fluffy flakes of snow began to fall. According to the radio, the worst of that storm was behind us. I looked down from the snow caking the windshield to my sister's head in my lap. I had to re-evaluate, in that moment, just how good it was that we had gotten that early start.

If we had stayed long enough for a thorough fuck session, we might have been trapped in our apartment for several days. Even one or two days of unhurried time alone with my sexy sister would have been amazing. If I had to miss Christmas with our parents, but got to enjoy Hope like that...it was a tough call.

My cock was throbbing as I looked over her sexy body. That prompted a delighted moan from her throat, and she sucked insistently until I once again came in her hungry mouth. Hope had been so focused on enjoying my cock in her mouth that she was surprised to see the snow falling when she sat up. It had been snowing for half an hour. How lucky was I to have such a devoted cock-sucker for this long road trip?

The snowfall was relatively light. We actually drove out of the edge of the cold front an hour before we stopped for dinner. We discussed our plan and watched the Weather Channel. If we stopped for the night, we would probably wind up stuck until this winter storm passed. It made more sense for us to take turns driving through the night so that we would get home early, rather than risking the worst of the storm that was following us.

After dinner, Hope drove while I reclined the passenger seat and slept. I woke up when we stopped for gas several hours later. When we got out of the car, we were surprised at how much warmer it was despite the late hour. We had driven much further south, and the temperature was almost ten degrees warmer. After stretching our legs, filling the gas tank, and using the restroom, we hit the road again.

I took over behind the wheel. Hope lay back in the passenger seat and napped for a couple of hours. I listened to the radio playing quietly as I drove through the night. Every so often I would look over at my sister's sleeping form. Despite everything that we have done together, I still have to pinch myself when I see that sexy body.

Hope stretched and yawned when she woke up from her nap. She sat forward and pulled the lever to move the seat upright.

"We still have a long way to go," I said. "You can go back to sleep if you'd like."

I didn't complain, though, when her hand reached for my zipper and she lowered her head into my lap again. My sister was in no hurry this time. She slowly nursed on half of my dick for the next hour. I just enjoyed it and focused on driving. I realized with a start that she was snoring. Her soft mouth was still gently sucking me in her sleep.

Hope did not wake up when my cock finally bucked and pulsed with my orgasm. It was not the first time she had sucked me off in her sleep, but it was still unreal to me. Unfortunately, her sucking became more insistent after she had forced out the last drops of semen, when my dick was too sensitive to take that much stimulation. I was shaking as I tried unsuccessfully to coax her to stop. Finally, I pulled off of the highway so that we could take a break and refuel the car. Hope looked disappointed when she woke up and I tucked my dick back into my pants.

"People are looking this way," I whispered to her. She nodded that she understood as I carefully opened my door and stepped out to begin putting gas in the tank.

Hope made a big show of stretching and then checking her hair in her mirror before she got out of the car, for the benefit of any onlookers who might have been suspicious. Not that it mattered, really. We weren't close enough to home that we were likely to run into anyone who knew us. Still, it was always a good idea to maintain our charade at all times.

We never wanted to slip up and ruin what we had.

"I want to drive," Hope said before heading in to use the bathroom. I nodded. It was her car, after all.

When we were back on the highway, my sister revealed her glistening pussy. She had removed her panties and had replaced her sweat pants with leg warmers. It was much more awkward for me to please her while she drove, but we managed it. We spotted a big, vacant parking lot atop a hill next to the highway, and we pulled off so that we could enjoy one last frenzied fuck before we reached our parents' house.

I drove after that, since Hope's pussy was drooling cum and she wanted to play with that gooey mess and lick it from her fingers. I realized with chagrin that the parking lot had belonged to a church. I had just fucked my sister on holy ground and filled her with incestuous cum.

Sorry, Lord, I prayed silently. I didn't know it was your place.

Oh, I'm not a religious man, but it's never a good idea to antagonize the Big Guy for no reason. I hoped that he knew my apology was sincere. We would have used a different parking lot if we had known. Probably.

We stopped once more before we got to our hometown, so that Hope had the opportunity to put her pants back on in the ladies room of a gas station. It was still dark when we reached the house. We were both surprised to see Colleen's car parked in front of the house. I pulled up behind her car and turned off the engine. It was only five in the morning, and nobody was up in our neighborhood.

Hope pulled me over to her for a hungry kiss. Her hand found my crotch in the darkened car.

"I want you to fuck me again," she whispered huskily. "Do you think we can get into the house and into my bed without waking anyone up?"

"I think we can," I whispered back, giving her one last kiss before opening my door as quietly as I could.

We tried our best, but it was not to be. Colleen had been staying at the house again for the past three days, and having her there had inspired my parents' kinky libidos. I worked all this out later, when I reviewed the video footage. My parents had been fucking loudly all three of those nights, and it had kept poor Colleen wide awake and incredibly horny.

She was awake, and heard us pull up and park. Hope and I practically jumped out of our skins when we slowly opened the front door only to see our sister standing there in the hallway. She hugged Hope, and then me. Her grip was fierce as she pulled my body to hers. She was obviously naked beneath that nightgown, and her nipples pressed into my chest.

"You guys are early," she whispered after she released me. "I'm so glad you made it. I was worried when I saw the weather."

She hugged me again, and this time pressed her crotch against mine. I was completely hard, since I had expected to sneak into the house and bury my dick in Hope's horny pussy. Hope couldn't see the way Colleen was grinding against my erection. Colleen kept right on doing it as she turned to whisper to Hope.

"Are you guys tired after that road trip?"

Hope hesitated just a moment before answering. "I was planning to go right to bed. I figured we could unpack the car later, after everyone was up." She leaned in and gave each of us a peck on the cheek before turning and walking quietly down the hall to her bedroom.

It had been close to a twelve hour road trip, but I was far too worked up to sleep. Colleen could feel just how worked up I was. I was under the impression that Dave would be around, and half expected to see him poke his head out of her bedroom. It surprised me, then, when Colleen led me into her bedroom and closed the door behind us. Dave wasn't there, of course.

Later, Colleen would explain that his family was having a big Christmas gathering at his grandparents' house. Despite their engagement, she had not been invited.

Colleen kissed me hungrily, driving her tongue into my mouth and moaning as she fondled my hard dick through my pants. It took my breath away—both because the kiss was so intense, and because Colleen had only kissed me like that twice before. It was dark in Colleen's bedroom, so I could not really see her when she stepped back from me. I heard her pull the nightgown over her head and drop it to the floor, and knew that she was now completely naked less than three feet from me.

As I hastily removed my own clothes the enormity of the moment struck me. I had been eagerly anticipating sneaking into the house to fuck Hope again. Instead, I was finally going to fuck Colleen for the first time. Months earlier, I had been so close to this moment. I had even had half of my dick inside her before my father had interrupted us.

I heard my oldest sister settle quietly into her bed as I shed my underpants. My fingertips found her naked thigh, and I eased my body between her legs. Her soaked pussy lips parted around the head of my cock. She gasped as I filled her tight little channel with my length. To be honest, I was surprised at just how tight Colleen's pussy felt as I slid inside her. It wasn't just me, though.

"Jesus, you've gotten bigger!" she whispered huskily.

That didn't seem likely...but it was possible, I suppose. I wasn't going to dwell on it just now, though. Instead, I was enjoying the long-awaited pleasure of sliding my hard cock in and out of Colleen's sweet pussy. It felt amazing every time I buried myself balls-deep inside her and savored the feel of her tight wetness squeezing down on me.

Colleen shuddered and shook beneath me the fourth or fifth time I did that. "Oh, fuck!" she muttered. "It's even better than I thought!"

I had been looking forward to this moment for so long that I had given up on it ever happening. Colleen had always been my fantasy girl, my first crush. The first time I had masturbated, I had been fantasizing about her when I did it. Now that I was finally fucking her, I was taking it slowly and savoring every second. It was amazing to feel that perfect pussy spasming again and again around the shaft of my hard dick. Neither of us could believe how many times Colleen came with my dick buried inside her.

All too soon, she pushed me off of her. I groaned as my slick shaft withdrew from that heavenly pussy.

"I'm sorry, Daniel," she managed in a breathless whisper. "I'm just too sensitive right now. You just wrecked my poor little pussy, you know?"

"I'm sorry," I whispered.

I felt her sliding down the bed, and I hissed in surprise when her mouth closed on my achingly hard cock. The first time Hope had taken me into her throat, I had been surprised that she could even do it. Colleen seemed to have no gag reflex whatsoever—she took my entire length right down her throat all in one go. I could feel her lips locked around the base of my shaft and her hot breath came out of her nose as it pressed against my abdomen.

Her tongue was enthusiastically working the underside of my shaft at the same time that her throat muscles were actively swallowing more than half my length. After finally getting into her tight pussy, this was way too much for me. I barely managed to get out a strangled warning before I was erupting right down her throat. That talented throat just kept right on swallowing, until I had nothing left to give.

After she had drained me and cleaned my sloppy cock with her amazing mouth, my sister slid back up my body and rested her head on my shoulder. I had been counting in my head the porn stars I had ever seen do what she had just done to me. There were only four that I could think of. "Wow," I croaked out softly.

"Wow, indeed," she whispered, rolling her head to kiss my neck lovingly. It sent a shiver through my body, and she loved that.

I recovered my breath, and I took the opportunity to push her back and spread her thighs so that I could lick and suck her juicy pussy. The pre-dawn light gradually bathed the room, so that I could feast my eyes on Colleen's sexy body as she shook through an impressive-looking orgasm. I slid up to suck on those perky nipples even as I buried my cock inside her once again.

I had to stop and look down repeatedly. She felt so incredibly tight around me that I kept thinking I must have accidentally slipped into her ass. She growled at me the third time I did it.

"You sure love watching your dick fucking me, don't you?" Her eyes widened. "Oh! You do! I just felt you get even harder inside me."

"Do you mind if I come inside you?" I asked in a deep whisper.

"Do it!" she hissed back.

We groaned into each other's mouths as my cock shot stream after stream of molten semen deep inside my horny sister.

I worried for a while that I might have really hurt Hope's feelings that morning. It turned out, though, that she had fallen asleep in her bedroom almost immediately.

* * *

You might think that between my mom and sisters, and Brittany being in town for the holidays, that the rest of that Christmas break would have been a non-stop fuck-fest for me. I know I was prepared for that to happen. Instead, those four sexy, horny women kept getting in each others' way. In retrospect, it is comical for me to recall.

I don't know if my parents were hoping to catch me and Hope in the act, but they seemed to show up every time the two of us started anything. Four different nights, as I lay in my bed, I heard my mother and one of my sisters talking in the hallway outside my room. I couldn't help but grin, even though I was disappointed. Mom had been on her way to my bed when she had run into either Hope or Colleen who had similar designs on their little brother. Instead, they were acting as if it was a coincidence that they were still up. They talked quietly for several minutes, and then went back to their own beds, leaving me alone in mine.

Christmas morning, our family exchanged presents in the traditional manner. I had some lovely gifts, but the only one I recall now was a nice navy-blue sweat shirt that I still wear all the time. No, those presents were overshadowed by two that I will never forget—the best Christmas presents I ever got.

Brittany arrived an hour after we had cleaned up the wrapping paper from our living room. Now that she was in college, she had her own car. She took me for a ride, and we pulled into the driveway of a house I did not recognize. I gave her a quizzical look, and she leaned over and kissed me hungrily. After that kiss, she gave me a wicked grin.

"Don and Christine Phillips live here," she said. "They're an older, retired couple that I know from church. They are visiting with their daughter out of town for the holidays, and they asked me to keep an eye on their place while they are away. Come on."

It was surreal walking into this strange house, knowing we had it to ourselves. Brittany held my hand and led me into a bedroom. That bed had been slept in and was not made. She turned to me and explained, "This is the guest room. They told me I could stay here if I wanted some privacy. They know how crazy it gets at my house over the holidays."

I nodded that I understood, but I was distracted. Brittany was slowly stripping the thick winter clothes from that gorgeous body while she was talking. We had been together many times over the summer, but this was the first time I had actually seen her naked. I started to remove my own clothes but kept my eyes on her the entire time.

She was wearing only a thong when I dropped my pants and boxers. With a groan, she slid to her knees in front of me and eagerly sucked my hard dick into her hot mouth. Her hands helped me out of my pants and underwear as she slurped and moaned. I unbuttoned and removed my shirt, then had to break eye contact when I pulled off my undershirt.

"God, you are so sexy," I growled down at her.

She smiled as she slowly withdrew her mouth, kissing the tip of my dick before she stood and turned. She looked over her shoulder at me as she bent and slid those tiny panties down her long, sexy legs. Then she spread her feet slightly apart and braced her hands on the edge of the bed. "What are you waiting for?" she whispered.

I stepped forward and eased my throbbing cock head into her horny pussy. At first, I was gentle and slow. That changed abruptly.

"Stop messing around and fuck me, Daniel!" she ordered.

My hands seized her hips, and I drove my length into her. I had been a little concerned that I was being too rough, but that went away in a hurry. The harder I pounded that wet, horny pussy, the more she liked it. In no time at all, our hips were a blur as I fucked Brittany as hard as I had ever fucked anyone.

"Yes!" she cried out, over and over, as I gave her horny pussy the serious pounding it was craving.

She came hard, twice, and then sagged down onto the bed. Her head whipped around and she groaned out, "No! Don't stop!" I drove her up onto the bed as I renewed my vigorous thrusts into her insatiable pussy. That intense fuck could not last long, and all too soon I felt my balls clenching up.

"I'm going to come, Brittany," I warned her through clenched teeth. "Where do you want it?"

"Come inside me! Fill my pussy!" she gasped between thrusts. I was exploding inside her before she could say another word.

After my dick finished painting her womb, I slumped over Brittany's sexy back. My lips planted soft kisses on the back of her neck and collarbone. We could both feel my cock pulsing, still drooling my hot semen deep inside her. She shivered and then gently rolled to her side. Somehow I managed to stay inside her as I followed her body, spooning up behind her. Brittany reached her hand up and softly stroked my cheek as she turned to look at me.



"You should have been my first," she said softly. She kissed me on my lips. "I wish I could go back in time to last Christmas, so I could give you my virgin pussy."

I didn't know what to say to that, so I kissed her and relished the feel of that sloppy pussy as it squeezed my shaft. She wasn't done, though.

"I'm not going to make the same mistake twice," she breathed. "This Christmas, I want you to take my virgin ass." Her eyes lit up when she felt my cock lurch and harden inside her.

There, in the guest room of someone I didn't even know, I took Brittany's tight virgin asshole. She had bought a tube of lubricant—a generic version of K-Y—and I made sure to use plenty of the stuff to ease my thick cock into that sexy little hole. Brittany's little gasps were so fucking sexy as more and more of that shaft slid inside her. Her eyes were wild and her voice was an octave higher than normal when she looked over her shoulder at me.

"I can't believe you're really in my ass!" she squeaked. "It feels so—oh, fuck!—so enormous in there. God, my ass feels completely full of you right now!"

At first, I could only groan in response. My mouth was dry as I watched my dick disappearing between her snug little cheeks. I licked my lips and looked into her wide eyes. "I can't believe it either," I croaked out. "Brittany, your tight little virgin ass feels amazing. I never in my wildest dreams thought we'd be doing this. Thank you."

Her breath shot out in a gasp when she felt my balls pressed into the folds of her soaked and empty pussy. Her eyes were already wide open, but a look of disbelief spread over her face when she realized that my thick cock was buried to the hilt in her ass. I had enjoyed anal sex with my mother and sister, and I had learned so much from them. I really knew what I was doing now. In no way did it make this moment any less special for me.

This was, after all, smoking hot, impossibly sexy Brittany. I couldn't believe she was giving me her virgin ass, even as I savored the way it gripped my dick. I was watching that sight, and also keeping an eye on the muscles of her back and shoulders. Whenever those muscles clenched, I would hold still inside her and gently rub her back until she relaxed again.

Because I was careful and we took our time, it never really hurt her the way she had expected. Her head whipped around, and I will never forget that look of sexually charged amazement on her face when that first anal orgasm tore through her body. By the time her sphincter relaxed enough that I could actually fuck it, she was already hooked. Brittany could not get enough of my hard dick in her ass.

I only lasted ten minutes once I started stroking in and out, and certainly never approached the rapid pounding that I had given her pussy right before that. Brittany came like crazy when I shot my hot cream into her sexy bottom. The muscles of her rectum milked every drop from me as she shook and screamed out loud. My dick slid from her freshly-fucked ass with a wet plop, and we lay next to each other on that bed gasping for breath.

I caught my breath first. "Are you okay?" I asked as I tenderly stroked her cheek.

She nodded her head vigorously, still panting. Her wild eyes darted back and forth between my eyes. When she reached out and lightly touched my heaving chest, I understood that look of amazement on her face. Like me, she could not believe that had actually happened. When she finally spoke, her words tumbled out in a rush.

"Oh my god that was unbelievable!" It came out of her mouth like it was all one long word. She sucked in a breath and then went on. "I never dreamed..." she shook her head. "Daniel, that was amazing. You were amazing! I just knew it was going to hurt like hell. Everything I had read, everything I heard said that the first time was going to be painful. I was willing to go through that for you. I wanted you to enjoy my tight little ass, and I was prepared to bite my lip and take it. Only..."

Wonder filled her eyes and her hand cupped my cheek. "You never hurt me. It was just incredible, and I had not expected that at all! Oh, Daniel, I don't think I ever came that hard in my life!"

There was more. I can't remember all of it, because right after she finished talking, Brittany insisted that I fuck her cock-hungry ass once again. I put a pillow beneath her shapely bottom, knowing that it would make the angle of penetration amazing for her. Her eyes and mouth shot open the first time the thick head of my cock mashed her sensitive g-spot through the wall of her ass.

We were both shocked when her pussy erupted, spraying my stomach with her clear fluid. She was terribly embarrassed. Three minutes later, she howled out loud when she did it again.

Brittany was surprisingly shy when she invited me to join her in the shower afterward. I was astounded when she revealed that she had never showered with a guy before. I eagerly soaped up her sexy body in that shower. After I had cleaned her, she gasped when I pushed her against the shower wall and slid my hard cock into her eager little asshole from behind. It was the roughest I allowed myself to be, but she was pushing her hips back to meet my thrusts and urged me to fuck that freshly-opened hole until I filled it with another load of cum.

I nibbled her earlobe in the shower as my cock pulsed inside her. "Best Christmas present ever," I moaned into her ear.

It turned out, though, that it was a tie.

* * *

After Brittany dropped me off at the house, I collapsed into my bed for a much-needed nap. Hope woke me up a few hours later. It was dark in my room, and it took me a while to get my bearings. My sister's insistent mouth was working my cock over with enthusiasm. I love the way she moans around my dick when it fills her mouth. She sucked me for a few more seconds before letting me go.

"We're about to have dinner," she whispered. "I couldn't help it, Daniel. I wanted to suck your dick—but I expected it to taste like Brittany's pussy. Did you shower afterward?"

"Yeah," I said groggily. I was still waking up, and she left to join the family at the dinner table. I sat bolt upright when I realized what she had said. She wanted to taste Brittany's pussy? Try to get that image out of your head!

I kept glancing over at Hope during dinner. She seemed oblivious to it. I was only half aware of it when I agreed to help Colleen after dinner. We were in her car, on the way to the apartment she shared with Dave, when I sheepishly asked what we were doing.

"Well, I really do need your help moving some of these things back to the house," she said. Her voice dropped to just above a throaty whisper. "But it's an excuse. I just wanted to get you alone, Daniel."

It was the first time I had ever been to their apartment, and Colleen jokingly gave me "the dime tour" of the place. The one-bedroom apartment was awfully small for two people, I thought. It was maybe half the size of the one Hope and I shared. I didn't have much time to dwell on that, though. My sister pushed me into the couch and then practically attacked my zipper.

This time, I could see everything when she fished my cock out and inhaled it down her throat. I realized that I had stopped breathing when she first did that, and then I was almost hyperventilating as I overcompensated. Colleen pulled up off of my hard-on when she heard my heavy breathing. She misinterpreted it as a sign that I was close to orgasm, and she looked apologetic.

"I promise, I'll finish you like that later. Right now, though, I really need you to fuck me, Daniel." She stood and dropped her pants and panties right in front of me. When she turned her head, she saw my eyes glued to that perfect bottom. She smiled. "Do you think my ass is sexy?" she asked.

"It's perfect," I whispered.

She bit her lip. "Would you..." I pulled my eyes from that flawless backside and looked into her eyes. Colleen was actually blushing and could not seem to finish that sentence.

"Would I what?" I asked.

She was clearly embarrassed, which I found both surprising and arousing. I could not believe my ears when she shyly asked, "Would you like to fuck me in the ass?"

I blinked, sure that I was having some kind of erotic dream. Surely this could not be happening—Brittany and Colleen both giving me their ass on the same day? I pinched my arm—hard—and winced at the pain. "What are you doing?" Colleen giggled.

"This has to be a dream," I breathed.

Okay, so technically Colleen did not give me her perfect ass as a Christmas present the way Brittany had. I still consider it one of the finest Christmas presents I ever received. My sister did not have any sort of anal lube, so we improvised with Vaseline. Evidently that was what she had used each time she had let one of her previous boyfriends pound her backdoor.

My sexy older sister led me into her bathroom, searching beneath the sink until she found the jar of Vaseline. I stood there and admired her ass while she did that. I still could scarcely believe what was happening, even as she worked the greasy stuff into her tight little hole and then reached out to coat my shaft with it. Colleen groaned appreciatively when my cock was buried in her beautiful butt. "Oh, yesss," she hissed. "God, it's been so long..."

Then she was pushing her hips back into me insistently, encouraging me to drive my length in and out of her. She was bent over the bathroom sink in front of me. I could not decide where to look, so my eyes were all over the place. Her pale pink sphincter looked unbelievably sexy as it swallowed my shaft. That was framed by the perfect curves of her shapely buttocks. Her gorgeous face was contorted with lust in the mirror. Her nipples were hard as rocks, bouncing with each thrust.

I felt foolish when I saw my own slack-jawed expression in that mirror. I closed my wide-open mouth and leaned forward to plant a kiss on Colleen's exposed and sexy neck. "Oh!" she cried out, making an exquisite face as she came with my cock buried in her ass.

I felt a little guilty when we continued in her bedroom. It was, after all, the bed she shared with her fiancé. I'm sure Dave would have found that offensive; I know I would have. She cut me off when I tried to say something, and I was incapable of speech when she rode me with that unbelievable, sexy bottom. She was facing away from me, giving me an unobstructed view as her tight little muscular bottom rose and fell on the shaft of my hard dick. I could not hold back, and bellowed when my cock erupted inside her. She cried out as well, and then slumped back on my chest.

It was dark when we finally arrived at the house with the boxes of stuff from Colleen's apartment. Dad helped me take those boxes up into the attic. I was surprised to see that he had put down several full-sized sheets of plywood atop the insulation we had installed back in the spring. One quarter of the attic now had a wooden floor, and we added Colleen's boxes to the dozen or so boxes that were already up there.

I couldn't help but look around at the attic while we were up there. This was where it had all started. I had to wonder how differently my life might have gone if not for that project back in May, and the cameras now concealed beneath the pink blanket of insulation. I was shaken out of that reverie when my dad clapped a hand on my shoulder.

"Admiring your work, son?" he chuckled.

I looked at him, but he was admiring the neat rows of insulation. It was the first I ever considered that this had been a real bonding experience for the two of us. I had been so preoccupied with my clandestine little camera operation. I didn't dwell on it for long. It was bitterly cold up there in the attic.

* * *

Two days later, my dad took my sisters out shopping. It was an excuse he and mom had cooked up so that I would have an afternoon alone with my horny mother. Before she could even finish lubing up her asshole, though, we heard Brittany's car pull up in front of the house.

"God dammit!" my mother swore angrily.

I thought quickly, and pulled my sweat pants and t-shirt back on. I hurried through the kitchen and grabbed an apron, tying it around me as I headed to the front door. I opened the door before Brittany had a chance to knock. It wasn't like I could ask her to leave so I could fuck my horny mom, after all. There had to be some sort of cover story.

"Hey!" I said. "I wasn't expecting to see you today."

"I managed to get out for a quick trip to the Phillips' place," she said quickly.

I put on my best 'pained annoyance' look. "Oh, crud," I said. "I promised my mom I would help her with all this cooking today."

It wasn't a complete lie; my Aunt Cathy was supposed to visit before New Year's with her kids. Mom wanted to get a lot of the cooking done ahead of time so that we could spend more time visiting while they were here.

Brittany leaned in and gave me a smoldering kiss. She turned her face to whisper hotly in my ear. "I want you to fuck my ass again so bad."

My dick gave a noticeable lurch in my sweat pants. I groaned out loud.

"I guess it will have to wait until tomorrow," Brittany sighed. I kissed her again and watched that tight, fuckable ass swaying away from me.

I didn't dwell on that thought for long. My mother's equally fuckable ass was waiting for me at that very moment. I dropped the apron on the dining room table and rushed back into my parents' bedroom. Despite her annoyed expression, my mother looked sexy as hell in that short gown. It was the same one she had worn the first time she sat in my lap and took my dick inside her.

Her expression changed quickly when she saw me drop my sweat pants and heard Brittany start her car to drive away. "I thought..." was all she got out before I was on her. I kissed her as I pushed her back onto the bed. I squirmed up between her thighs and held her legs open wide. I looked from my hard cock sliding into her sweet, lubricated ass up into her eyes. I raised my voice slightly, using that "little boy" tone that got her so worked up.

"Mommy! You won't believe it! That naughty girl wanted me to fuck her in the ass!" I punctuated "fuck" and "ass" with deep thrusts into my mom's eager bottom. She shook and gasped.

"Oh, no!" she said, playing along. "What did you tell her?"

"I told her that I promised to help my Mommy in the kitchen today," I said, slowly thrusting in and out of her the whole time. "She doesn't know how much I love you, Mommy. She has no idea how you take care of me when I have my 'urges.' Mmm. You're such a good Mommy."

"Oh! My sweet boy," she purred up at me. "It feels like you have one of those 'urges' right now."

I nodded vigorously. "I sure do!"

"Go ahead, baby," she cried out, "You know I—Oh! Oh! OH! Oh, fuck yes!"

I had dropped the pretense and was pounding my horny dick into her exposed and helpless little asshole. She really didn't mind, of course. I love my mom so much. Her big boobs bounced free as that little robe opened up. My mouth closed on her hard, thick nipple. Her hand tangled in my hair as she cried out in orgasm.

I managed to hold back until after we had showered together. Then I fucked my mom's horny pussy and filled it with cum. I took her a second time, in the kitchen, after we had finished most of the prep work on the large dishes. It wasn't the first time that I had bent my mother over the kitchen counter and taken her forcefully from behind like this, but it was still one of our favorite fantasies come to life.

When my dad and sisters got home, Mom was waiting in the bedroom with both of her holes full of fresh sperm. My sisters took turns sitting on my lap in the living room as we watched the television and acted like we couldn't hear our parents going at it.

* * *

The next morning, Brittany arrived early and spirited me away. There was a real sense of urgency in every one of her movements.

"What's going on, Brittany?" I asked, reaching over to lightly grip her wrist while she drove. "You're scaring me with the way you're driving right now."

She took her foot off the gas pedal and blew out a long breath. "Sorry," she said, shaking her head. "The Phillipses are coming home this afternoon, and I want as much time with you as I can get."

I managed not to laugh when I looked at the time on the dashboard. "Brittany, we have almost four hours until noon. Even if I could keep it up that long, if I fucked your sexy ass for four hours, we would both have to go to the hospital."

She had to laugh at that. "Well, that wasn't the only thing I wanted to do with you today, but you're right."

Brittany drove us the rest of the way at close to the speed limit. I surprised myself by holding my orgasm at bay for an entire hour of intense, sweaty ass-fucking. When I finally did explode into her clutching little butt, Brittany came so hard that she passed out.

We showered together once again, and then I licked and sucked her sweet pussy until she couldn't take it anymore. We cuddled in the bed and talked softly for a while after that, and then I helped her clean up the evidence of our time together before we left. When we pulled up in front of my parents' house, she looked at that dashboard clock in disbelief.

"That was only two and a half hours?" she asked incredulously.

"Was there anything else you wanted to do?" I asked. Not that I had the stamina left to actually do it, but I felt like I had to ask.

She kissed me and looked into my eyes. "Well, I wanted to ask you to marry me, Daniel."

I smiled and kissed her back. I understood that she was half-joking, but I didn't want to contribute to that joke.

"You are incredible," I murmured instead. "Do you want to come in and visit? I'm sure Hope would like to see you."

"No," she said. She sighed heavily. "I have to get back home. I'm afraid I won't even get to see you again before we leave."

It turned out that she was right. That was the last I saw of her before Hope and I left to go back to our apartment, although we did talk on the phone twice more.

* * *

I was caught completely off-guard when Aunt Cathy arrived with her daughters the next day. Annette and Danielle were both gorgeous. Because I had not seen either of them in so long—it may have been a decade since we had last visited—I was under the impression that they were both much younger than me and my sisters. What I remembered clearly was that Annette and I had shared a birthday party, and that she was younger than me. It turned out that she was only three days younger than me, and I had been operating under the assumption that it was years instead of days. Danielle had already turned eighteen and was in her senior year of high school.

I had always thought of Aunt Cathy as my "busty Aunt Cathy" because her breasts really stood out in my memories. Again, though, over the years I had assumed that her breasts couldn't be that big. Surely I had exaggerated the size of them in my mind. It turned out to be exactly the opposite. Cathy's breasts were enormous!

Now, I like big boobs, but Cathy's may have even been what I would consider "too big." When she walked in and hugged my mom, I had to wonder how she could even walk normally, carrying those massive breasts around all the time. Annette's breasts were bigger than my mom's, and Danielle's were larger than that. I could only imagine how high school guys would drool over Danielle's huge melons. I felt like a complete doofus when I caught my reflection and realized how openly I was staring at their breasts.

I grinned at my reflection and shook my head. Then I realized that Colleen and Hope were both giving me hard looks. Even if my aunt and cousins had ignored my obvious staring, my sisters had not. It's stupid, I know. My sisters and my mom have got nice, big tits. I still craved a peek at my cousins' even larger breasts. When they set up the guest bed in the front room of the house, I was congratulating myself for installing that last camera there.



I locked myself in my room that night, and fired up my laptop to spy on my busty cousins. That wound up amounting to very little. They were very tired after the long road trip, and quickly fell asleep. They both wore flannel pajamas, so that there was really nothing for me to see in the two minutes before they turned off the light. I was surprised to turn to the video feed in Hope's bedroom to find her thrashing all over her bed as she masturbated like mad.

That was the first time it occurred to me that we had not had any sex since we got here. I had gotten laid plenty over the course of the week, but obviously she had not. At that point, I began going back through the video footage of the past two weeks. I figured out a lot of what had been going on before we arrived, and filled in little bits that hadn't made sense to me earlier. I saved some amazing footage of my parents having sex while Colleen masturbated in her bed listening to them.

I stayed up far too long watching all that video footage. By the time I finally turned it off, the sun was coming up. I remembered to unlock my bedroom door before I fell asleep.

* * *

Our house is not small, but even that four-bedroom ranch house seemed crowded after Cathy, Annette, and Danielle arrived. It wasn't just the eight adults who were now sharing the place, either. We had a slew of visitors over the next three days. My mom and her sister had a lot of childhood friends in the area, and they had not seen Cathy in years. There was an awful lot of drinking going on in the house. I think I was the only one who didn't get drunk, and everyone else's inebriation made me very nervous.

My mom and sisters would get really flirty with me when they had a few drinks in them. I was worried that they would say something that would give away what we had been doing. More than once, with a bunch of guests in the dining room, living room and kitchen, my mom or one of my sisters would plop down in my lap and wiggle their sexy bottom. Mom actually giggled when she did it, and I knew that drew some looks.

Two afternoons and evenings passed like that, and I was really on edge. I retreated to my bedroom a few times, but someone would knock on my door loudly each time. I didn't even have a chance to jack off. With all of that attention and touching, I was constantly aroused, and that just made me more paranoid. With Aunt Cathy sleeping on the living room couch, it wasn't even possible for me to have a late-night rendezvous with one of my sisters.

The craziness culminated on New Year's Eve. We had a fairly loud party at our house. There were at least thirty people, and it was so crowded that I had trouble getting around. I was trying to relax and talk with the people I knew. I had a few sips of some alcoholic fruit punch, and that seemed to help calm my nerves. Hope came up to me and planted a big, wet smooch on my cheek. That drew some chuckles from the people I was talking to, and I could smell the alcohol on her breath.

I finished the plastic cup of punch and tried to work my way through the crowded room to get a refill. Hope playfully pushed me onto my butt on the couch and then she slid her shapely ass into my lap. I gasped and then bit my lip when she started basically dry-humping me right there in the living room. I looked around quickly, and didn't see anyone looking at us.

Then I saw Annette. She was watching open-mouthed only a few feet away. I saw that she had one of those plastic cups in her hand. Her eyes remained glued to Hope's hips gyrating in my lap when she drained that cup. She wasn't looking at me directly, so we never had eye contact. I could not help but notice when she reached up and squeezed one of her rock-hard nipples through her blouse.

I was nervous—hell, I was terrified—that Hope was going to get us busted. Seeing Annette so obviously aroused coupled with my sister's hot pussy pressed into me was still too much stimulation. I was getting as hard as a rock. My erection pressed between the folds of Hope's horny pussy, and she actually started shaking in orgasm. Once again, I was looking all around. To my paranoid mind, it was unbelievable that nobody else noticed what was going on.

Annette sure noticed, though.

As soon as Hope recovered, she leaned back and kissed my cheek again. Then she stood and started working her way through the throng of people to refill her punch. Before I could do anything, Annette squeezed between two people who were standing in front of the couch facing the other way. I was speechless when her soft bottom slid into my lap and her cheeks squeezed my hard cock.

She pulled her long blonde hair out of the way and laid her head back on my shoulder so that her lips were practically touching my left ear. Despite the loud music and all the voices, I could clearly hear her.

"You don't mind, do you?"

I was so stunned that I could only shake my head in response. Annette and I had barely even talked since her arrival. She groaned softly into my ear as her hips began to rotate. The heat coming from her crotch was intense. My rock-hard dick could clearly feel the folds of her hot pussy through our clothes. I had a clear view over her shoulder of her generous cleavage.

My sexy blonde cousin was not as drunk or obvious as my sister had been. I doubted that anyone saw her grind her horny pussy atop my cock, or noticed when she shivered slightly on top of me. I couldn't be sure that she had come, since she was so subtle. She did whisper "Thank you" in my ear before she gracefully slid out of my lap.

I was painfully and obviously hard, so I tried to hide that behind my empty cup and made my way to my bedroom. Initially I was annoyed to see that my light was on. I had hoped to have some privacy and perhaps change my clothes, but someone was in there. I pushed the door open, thinking of what to say to politely ask them to leave. I froze with the door only inches open instead.

My Aunt Cathy was on her knees, sucking on some guy's dick! She was really going at it, too, moaning and slurping and bobbing her head.

It seemed like I was standing there a long time watching that, even though it was probably only a couple of seconds. Cathy looked incredibly turned on while she worked that shaft with her lips. She pulled back and eagerly lapped at the tip with her tongue. Then she groaned and started working her lips up and down his length, really fucking that cock in and out of her mouth.

The guy just stood there and stared down at her open-mouthed while she worked him over. I looked at him carefully, but I really had no idea who he was. It was all I could do not to cry out in surprise when Hope came up behind me and squeezed my ass. I carefully closed the door and turned to face her.

Someone came out of the bathroom and Hope squeezed up against me to give them room to pass. I saw the back of another guy's head as he went into the bathroom. Hope's face was flushed as she leaned up on tiptoe to kiss me on the lips. I leaned over to whisper in her ear.

"Someone's in my room," I said.

She turned to look toward her own bedroom behind her. It appeared that her room was empty, since there was darkness under her door. She pulled me along as she opened her bedroom door. She dragged me inside and closed the door behind us, then turned on the light. A groan from her bed caused us both to snap our heads in that direction.

"Dammit!" Hope muttered.

Danielle was passed out in her bed. She threw her arm over her head to shield her eyes from the light, but then she lay still. I could not help but let my eyes wander over Danielle's lush body. She was wearing a dress, but it had ridden up to expose her creamy thighs and the curve of her ass. I could even make out where her white panties were snugly pressed into her puffy pussy mound.

Hope turned off her bedroom light, and we left Danielle sleeping in there. My sister muttered in frustration. It seemed equal parts annoyance that we weren't having sex and the invasion of her bedroom. We got separated in the crush of the dining room, and I found myself in the crowded kitchen once I had a fresh cup of punch. A glance toward my parents' bedroom showed me that my parents were in there with four or five friends, talking loudly.

I kept moving slightly, forward or back, to give people room to pass. I was trying to keep my front pressed against the kitchen cabinets to hide my hard-on, but that wasn't always possible. That preoccupation distracted me. I was surprised to see that I had finished that second cup of punch. It was more than I had ever had to drink before, and I was feeling it. I just didn't know any better—I should have stopped drinking at that point.

I made my way back through the press of people to the dining room table, refilled my cup, and retreated to the kitchen again. Aunt Cathy came up behind me as I stood there pressed against the counter. I felt her gigantic breasts pressed into my back as she leaned up to whisper in my ear.

"Did you enjoy the show?" she asked throatily.

I gulped down the mouthful of punch. Her eyes were glittering merrily when I turned to face her.

"Oh, you're so precious!" she giggled. "You look like a deer caught in headlights."

Now, I had spent some time talking with Aunt Cathy over the past few days. It was always a challenge to maintain eye contact. This was far worse for me—not because I was tempted to stare at her breasts, but because I had no idea what to say. Seriously, what do you say in a situation like that?

"I'm sorry, Daniel," she said. She was leaning into me so that she didn't have to shout to be heard. Her massive mammaries pressed into my belly. "I should have asked you before we went into your room..."

Her eyebrows rose when she felt my erection pressing against her. Her eyes dipped briefly before returning to mine. Her breath reeked of alcohol—the fumes made my eyes water. She was clearly drunk, but that didn't make her next words any less shocking.

"Mmm. Maybe I should have been taking care of you in there. It feels like you could use it."

I was saved—sort of—from having to form a response. Someone in the living room started a countdown to midnight. We joined in at, "28, 27, 26..." When the countdown reached twelve, though, Aunt Cathy pulled my head down and she buried her tongue in my mouth. My eyes were wide in surprise. Then my gaze caught my sister, Hope, standing between the living room and kitchen.

She was pissed. I had never seen her looking so furious, ever. All the time that she had shared me with Brittany, and even when she had seen me with our mother, she had never seemed jealous. If anything, seeing me with those other women had turned her on. I did not know what to do. I just stood there as my drunk aunt basically tongue-fucked me right there in the kitchen.

Other people began pairing up and kissing, and one of those couples came between me and Hope. I gasped around Aunt Cathy's tongue when her hand groped my crotch. She started stroking me through my pants, and then I was kissing her back. She finally released me with a much more appropriate peck on the lips, and then she sauntered away. Without thinking, I drained that third drink.

I never got black-out drunk that night, but things did get a bit fuzzy for me. I remember when the cops showed up. These were two off-duty police officers—long-time friends of our family—who had agreed to drive inebriated guests home. I watched dully as they drove my sisters away. Hope and Colleen would spend the night at Colleen's apartment. It would give me time to figure out what to say to them later.

I went to my room, but there was already a couple in my bed. I recognized them as a married couple. The guy worked with my dad. Next, I went to Colleen's door, only to find another married couple passed out in her bed. I'm not sure what I was thinking when I stumbled over to Hope's room. I think I had some half-formed idea to check on Danielle to make sure she was alright.

I turned on the light in the room and stood in the doorway looking at Danielle as she slept. She looked really sexy, and my eyes lingered over her exposed legs once again. I also realized that the dress she wore showed a lot of her creamy cleavage. I heard the bathroom door open behind me, and quickly turned off the light and closed the bedroom door.

My dick was throbbing, but it made me feel like a pervert as I staggered away from that incredible sight. I wandered out to the living room, and realized that the rest of the guests were gone. My parents' bedroom door was closed. Only the little light over the stove was still on. I stood there between the living room and dining room, trying to figure out where I would sleep.

Aunt Cathy had slept on the couch the previous two nights. I heard rustling from the front room, and it took me a while to figure out that Annette was there, getting the hide-a-bed ready. I heard my bathroom door open again, and turned to see a sight that took my breath away.

Aunt Cathy had changed. Now she wore a full-length black gown that came down to her ankles. Only, that was a completely transparent, barely-there garment. She wasn't wearing anything underneath it, either. I could not help myself. My eyes took in those impossibly large breasts. The bottom curve of those massive orbs almost obscured her belly button. Her nipples were huge, too, and pressed out visibly in front of her. I could clearly see her neatly trimmed pubic hair and the front of her pussy lips poking out from between her thick thighs.

She just stood there, smiling up at me as my eyes feasted on her voluptuous body. It felt like that spell was broken when the sliding doors to the front room opened and Annette stepped out. She was wearing flannel pajamas. Annette stopped and stared in obvious disbelief, just as I had.

"Mom...?" she asked, as if she could not make sense of this either.

I was relieved and confused at the same time. Annette's reaction made it clear that my Aunt Cathy normally didn't dress like this, so my reaction was not nearly as embarrassing. On the other hand, I had to wonder. Had she dressed like this for my benefit? How drunk was she?

"Let's go to bed," Cathy said softly. Then she led me and an equally confused Annette into that front room. Cathy slid into the bed first, and then turned to look at us as we both stood there uncertainly.

"Daniel," she prompted, "You don't plan to sleep in your clothes, do you?"

I shook my head.

"Well, go ahead. Take them off."

I started to slowly take off my shirt, and Annette slid into the other side of the bed. They watched as I pulled off my shirt, pants and socks. When I was down to my boxers, Cathy motioned to me to remove those as well. Annette looked over at her sharply. In my inebriated condition, I dropped my underpants without thinking. When I stood back up, I realized that I was still completely hard and that my aunt and cousin were staring at my dick.

I crawled into the bed between them and flopped down on my belly. I was too embarrassed and confused to know what to do. Eventually, though, I had to roll over. I just couldn't breathe with my face pressed into the pillow. My aunt giggled next to me.

"I love the show, Daniel, but why don't you get under the covers with us?"

That was really awkward. The hide-a-bed wasn't really big enough for the three of us. Aunt Cathy spoke up softly. "Annette, why don't you turn off the light?" When she got up, I was able to lift the covers and slide under them. Aunt Cathy gently turned me onto my side, facing away from her, and spooned up behind me.

Annette slid back into the bed. She let out a soft gasp when her soft bottom pressed against my throbbing boner. When that happened, she froze and remained rigid for at least a minute. Finally, she moved again, sliding her back into my chest. I lifted my right arm, unsure where to put it. I tentatively rested my hand on her shoulder.

Annette sighed and squeezed my hand with hers. She held my hand after that, and intertwined her fingers between mine. I got distracted when I felt Aunt Cathy pressing her body against me. She was rubbing her nipples against my back and pressing her pubic mound against my butt. That insistent humping motion was pushing me against Annette in front of me. The head of my hard cock slid against the flannel of her pajama bottoms and lodged between her ass cheeks.

My head was spinning from the alcohol and my arousal. I could not think straight. At the same time, I was too confused and scared to make a move. In sober retrospect, it's probably a good thing that I didn't try anything. We were all drunk in that bed to some degree, and it could have been a real mess if I had done something with Annette or Aunt Cathy that they regretted later.

Instead, I just lay between them, impossibly turned on, until we all fell asleep. I think I was the last one to fall asleep. I know I was the last one to wake up. When I did wake up, I was alone.

* * *

I was not the only one nursing a hangover the next morning. Annette and my dad were the only ones that weren't. Even Colleen and Hope, when they returned to the house later in the morning, seemed to be dealing with the aftereffects of too much drinking. Hope knocked on my door after she had showered and changed clothes. She came in and sat on my bed facing me. Her eyes searched mine for an uncomfortably long time before she finally spoke.

"Daniel, I want to get out of here. Today," she said softly.

I thought about it for a bit before nodding. "Okay," I replied, "but why?"

She pursed her lips. "It's just been too crowded and too crazy for me the past few days. Plus...I really want some time alone with you before I have to go back to work. If we leave today, we'll have a whole day together in our place. Please?"

I leaned forward and kissed my sister tenderly. "Of course," I said. "That sounds perfect."

I took the lead, explaining that Hope and I wanted to get going. "Once we get our stuff packed and out of your way, you'll have our bedrooms for the rest of your stay," I said. I was facing Aunt Cathy when I said it, but Annette and Danielle both nodded.

That little hide-a-bed was not the most comfortable place to sleep.

We packed up the car and hugged everyone before we left. My aunt and cousins seemed to really press their bodies into me when we hugged. It felt like everyone had things they wanted to say, but couldn't. When I drove away from the house and looked into the rear-view mirror, they were all standing in front of the house and waving. I just got the feeling that I had missed something important, something that I should have caught.

I didn't have long to dwell on it, though. As soon as the house was out of view, Hope was sucking my dick. She was really aggressive, too. After thoroughly bathing me in her saliva, she pulled back and kissed the tip. "God, I've missed this guy," she groaned. Then she was deep-throating me and moaning around my shaft.

I was so worked up after the last three days that I did not last long at all. My horny sister slurped down every drop I had to offer her, and kept right on sucking me. She knew exactly how sensitive I was after orgasm, so she was careful and gentle after she drained that first massive load. We were a half hour out of town when she nursed that second load out of me.

We pulled off of the highway a few minutes later. There was an abandoned lot where a car dealership had once been. I got between Hope's legs and licked her to a long-awaited climax. She stopped me right after that.

"I needed that," she said, "but I'm going to stop you now, before you wear me out. I'll drive so you can get some sleep. I want to get home as soon as we can so we don't have to hold back anymore."

Since she had drained me so thoroughly, I had no trouble falling asleep. It was only some time after I woke up that it really struck me. Hope had called our apartment "home." She was comfortable there, with me, in a way she no longer was at our parents' house. I looked over at her intent face as she focused on the road.



My beautiful sister...her life was complete with me in our own place. She didn't want anyone else, and it seemed she had come to the realization that she didn't want to share me, either. At least, not with our Aunt Cathy. Some of that worried me. We had a very long drive ahead of us, so I figured it was as good a time as any to get some uncomfortable conversation out of the way.

"Hope," I started, "about last night..." Her eyes flashed over at me, and her expression turned grim. I reached over to squeeze her thigh reassuringly. "I don't know how that happened. I did want you to know that I didn't start it. I had planned to kiss you at midnight."

Her expression softened immediately. "Oh, thank God," she breathed. Her hand found mine and she gave it a squeeze.

"What I didn't tell you was that I saw Aunt Cathy in my room, and she was sucking some guy's dick."

"Seriously?" she asked, glancing over at me again briefly. I nodded.

"I didn't know it at the time, but she saw me..." my voice trailed off.

I still did not know who that guy was. I shook my head and kept talking to my sister about the crazy week I had. I didn't tell her everything—I kept to myself the fact that I had been with Colleen at all—but I did tell her about Brittany and our mom. I also mentioned that Annette had sat in my lap after she had got up at that New Year's party. I felt guilty enough about peeping at Danielle while she slept. I certainly wasn't going to bring that up.

When I told her about my discomfort last night—when I found myself sandwiched between Cathy and Annette—she laughed and reached over to stroke my cheek.

"What? I really didn't have sex with them!" I protested, misunderstanding her.

"Oh, Daniel, I believe you," she said. "It's just too funny, though. Could you imagine how awkward it would have been this morning? If you had done anything with either one of them—especially if the other one had watched you do it..." She looked back at the road and shook her head.

Hope had planted that little image in my mind, and I could not help but imagine it:

I was sandwiched between my nearly-naked aunt and my sexy cousin in her pajamas. I was completely naked, rolling over to pull up that flimsy gown so that I could slide my rock-hard dick into Aunt Cathy's wet pussy. I could just see Annette playing with her nipple through her top, sliding her other hand down her pajama bottoms to finger her pussy while she watched me fuck her mom.

Aunt Cathy's giant tits wobbled crazily when I started pounding my cock in and out of her pussy. She gasped and urged me on, turning her head to tell Annette how incredible my dick felt inside her. I turned to face Annette. "You're next," I warned her, prompting her to moan in anticipation...

I shook my head to clear that scene from my mind, but I was still stubbornly erect for the next hour.

* * *

We drove through the night and arrived at our apartment complex early the next morning. Less than half of the residents were back from their holiday. It was that sort of place; most of the apartments were occupied by students. Hope's job on campus required her to be back before the break was over. Even if the end of our vacation had not become so crazy, we would still have left the next day.

I carried most of the bags up the stairs to our apartment. We were fortunate enough to have a built-in washer and dryer, so we had not bothered to do laundry while we were at our parents' house. I started some clothes in the washer as soon as I brought in the bags, while Hope turned up the thermostat and put away her clothes that she had not worn on the trip.

It was really cold in the apartment. We knew it would take an hour to warm up. As soon as she took off her coat, my sister was shivering uncomfortably. That chill put a damper on our horniness.

"Hey, let's go out for breakfast while the heater warms this place up," I suggested.

"That sounds great," Hope replied, pulling her thick winter coat back on over her sweater.

I wouldn't have bothered to mention that breakfast, but it was the first time I met Amy. She worked as a waitress at Denny's. When we walked in, shaking off the snow, she looked up brightly and said, "Hi, Hope! You're back early!"

"Amy!" my sister squealed happily, and then she rushed over and gave Amy a big hug.

I just stood there as they started chatting, and then followed them as Amy led us to a table. There were only three other customers in the place, and two of those were at the counter. Amy slid into the booth next to my sister and they kept right on talking as I looked at the menu. It didn't take long for me to decide that I wanted pancakes with eggs and bacon. I set the menu down and watched the two women across from me.

Clearly, they were in at least two classes together. That was obvious from their conversation. Amy had curly blonde hair that was longer than my sister's. It was not obvious from her conservative uniform blouse, but she seemed to have a nice body. I certainly didn't want to be caught ogling her. I had to smile as I watched them. They were just so happy and bubbly that it was contagious, even at this early hour.

Hope's eyes caught mine and went wide. "Oh my gosh," she said, looking from me to Amy and back. "You guys have never met, have you? Amy, this is my brother Daniel. Daniel, this is Amy."

I extended my hand and shook hers. "Nice to meet you, Amy," I said.

"Daniel," she replied, blushing slightly. Hope and I both looked at her quizzically. The way she had said my name sounded a little strange. She shook her head. "I'm so sorry," she said, looking at Hope. "The way you talked about Daniel, I thought he was your boyfriend or your fiancé."

I think my eyes widened at that. I know Hope's did. We both chuckled uncomfortably. I reached across and grabbed my sister's hand. "Oh, I love my sister," I said, "but we're not engaged."

It wasn't the best way to put it. I'm pretty sure that Amy knew that something was up, but she didn't say anything about it. She stood up then and took our orders for breakfast. She came back shortly after and resumed talking with Hope. Every once in a while she would give me a shy smile.

After she brought us our food, she left us alone to eat. My back was to the counter. Between bites of her French toast, Hope leaned forward. "Amy keeps looking at you," she murmured. "I think she likes you."

I chewed and swallowed. "What?" I asked. "Are you trying to set me up with her?"

"I might," she replied lightly. "After I'm done with you, maybe I'll let her have a shot."

I spluttered at that, and she laughed. I smiled, looking at her. She is so beautiful when she laughs.

After we had eaten, Hope and Amy talked quietly while I went over to the register and paid our bill. As soon as we were in the car, Hope turned to me. "Amy wants you to ask her out," she said quietly.

"Okay..." I said, dragging it out like it was a question. "Do you want me to take your friend out on a date? You know I will be a complete gentleman to her if that's what you want."

She shook her head as she smiled at me. "I doubt that would work out the way you think. She wants you, Daniel. I'm just trying to figure out if I should share you with her."

"Oh," I replied. Clearly, I thought I had more say in this matter than I did. If my sexy sister decided to pimp me out to one of her friends...hell, who am I kidding? If your sister told you she wanted you to have sex with one of her attractive friends, would you really say no?

Our apartment was nice and toasty when we got back. I moved the laundry from the washer to the dryer. When I finished, I turned to see that Hope was dressed in sexy, lacy white lingerie. Now, I'm no expert on lingerie, so I couldn't tell you more specifically what it was. She stood in the doorway to her bedroom with one hand up on the doorframe, looking spectacular.

"Wow," I croaked.

"You like it?" she asked. I nodded vigorously, at a loss for words, and she giggled. "Good," she said. "I was planning on wearing this for you on Christmas, but never got the chance."

I followed her into the bedroom and my fingers trembled when I began to unwrap my "late Christmas present." Hope welcomed me into her long-neglected pussy and I did my best to make up for lost time. I tried to hold back, but it was futile. That perfect little pussy knew exactly how to push me past my limits.

I lay beside her on the bed, breathing heavily as I tried to recover after that intense climax. Hope looked immensely pleased as she played with her cum-filled pussy. I was puzzled when she reached for her phone. She was still running her fingers through my semen when she started talking.

"Hi, Mom," she said languidly. "Just thought I'd call and let you know we made it back safely. There was some snow, but it was never bad." She brought her fingers to her lips and gave me a wicked look as she licked our combined juices from her fingers. I could just barely hear our mother talking as Hope replied, "Mm-hm" around those fingers in her mouth.

"You're so bad!" I whispered to her.

Hope rolled over and spread her legs, encouraging me to take her from behind while she talked on the phone with our mother. With my head right next to hers, I could hear our mom on the phone while I drove my dick in and out of my sister's hungry pussy. I heard Mom say, "Excuse me," and could hear her walking into her bedroom.

"Hope," she said shakily, "are you alright, sweetie?"

I froze in shock when my sister replied, "Oh, Mommy! You won't believe what Daniel is doing to me right now!"

Mom didn't miss a beat. "Is he taking good care of his sister, baby?"

"He was, but he just stopped!" Hope's voice was petulant.

I could scarcely believe what I was hearing. My mother's voice came over the phone again.

"Daniel, you'd better not be teasing your sister! You need to take care of her." I could clearly hear the familiar sound of my mother's fingers frantically plowing in and out of her dripping snatch.

"Yes ma'am," I breathed, and then I was pounding that horny sister-pussy for all I was worth.

"Oh!" she squealed into the phone, "Thanks, Mommy. He's really giving me what I need now."

I think my mom and sister both cried out in orgasm at the same time. The entire scene had my head spinning. I heard my mother catch her breath and then say, "Well I'm glad you're both safe. Make sure you give your brother a nice, long kiss from me."

"Oh, I will, Mommy!" Hope replied.

After she hung up the phone, my sister rolled me over onto my back. She looked up at me from between my thighs with her eyes glittering. "This one's from Mom," she said, planting a wet kiss on the tip of my cock. I watched open-mouthed as she kissed and licked the head of my dick before taking me into her mouth. I could only imagine the conversation they had shared when we had been at the house.

We wore each other out that day. Twice we fell asleep, still intimately connected, after particularly intense orgasms. My unbelievably sexy sister cooked us dinner wearing nothing but an apron and a smile. I could not resist that perfect, soft bottom. Fortunately, my sister was able to slide over to lean against the counter when I took her from behind. Once she did that, I realized that I might have pushed her into the hot stove.

We managed not to injure each other, and the dinner was just fine "lightly-crispy" after we left it on the burners a little too long. We finally fell asleep in the bed with my spent cock still inside her thoroughly satisfied pussy.


One More from the Attic Pt. 02

The Usual Disclaimer: This is a work of fantasy. All characters featured in sexual situations are over 18. The characters in these stories are fictional. Any resemblance to actual persons living, dead or undead is purely coincidental. Do not try this at home.

This installment ran longer than I had anticipated. Because I thought it was really too long for a Literotica short story, I wound up splitting it into three parts. Also, at the time I am writing this, I am still working on the ending to this chapter. I figured this would let me get chunks of the story online so you would have a chance to read it now.

*****

Hope went to work the next morning, and I wasted little time getting my laptop set up and connected to the internet. I started watching the video feeds from the point that I had last seen them at the house—the day after Aunt Cathy and my cousins had arrived. I watched those huge-breasted women as they showered in my bathroom, jerking off until I came twice.

There was a ton of fascinating footage leading up to the New Year's Eve party. I found myself sitting up and listening closely to a lot of very informative conversation. I had completely missed it when I was there, but things were not going well between Colleen and Dave. When she was drunk, particularly, she seemed convinced that their relationship was doomed.

My parents were both contemplating retirement. They discussed their financial situation at length, and that was boring as hell. Still, it looked like they might have a retirement party over the spring. Aunt Cathy joined in some of that conversation. She was wistful but happy for them.

I regretted that I had not installed cameras looking into the living room or my own bedroom at the house. I knew I was missing out on Aunt Cathy sleeping on the couch and giving a blowjob in my bedroom. I watched Danielle stumble into Hope's bedroom. Her huge breasts were mesmerizing as she staggered over to the bed and plopped down. She was not wearing a bra under that dress, and every movement caused her breasts to wobble and sway.

Danielle flopped onto her back and pulled her stocking-clad feet up onto the bed. One of the cameras was basically centered on her pussy as she lay there and moved her knees from side to side. I heard her mumble, "Wow. I am drunk!" A few minutes later, she got up and turned off the light. It was about fifteen minutes later that Hope and I came in and turned on the light.

I don't know why I had felt guilty about looking at Danielle while she slept. I guess it was the fear of getting caught doing it "live". I had been spying on my parents and sisters for years without feeling guilty about it. I felt none of that guilt now, and started stroking my hard cock as I zoomed in on her sweet little panty-clad pussy.

A little more time went by and my eyes were drawn to the panel showing the front room of the house. There had been a bunch of guests in that room, but I saw Annette standing in her panties. "Wow," I breathed. She looked absolutely amazing standing there like that. I backed up the footage and watched her undress for bed before she pulled on her flannel pajamas. Then she opened the sliding doors and stepped out.

Minutes later, I saw myself walking in with her and Aunt Cathy. I had to shake my head when I saw my aunt in that diaphanous black gown. Unbelievable. Then I watched myself stripping and tried not to cringe. I was uncomfortable all over again watching, until Annette turned off the light and plunged the room into darkness.

I took a break from watching the footage to grab some lunch. I stretched and walked around, trying to process everything I had just learned. Eventually I settled back in front of my laptop. I figured there wasn't much left to see. After all, there was only one day left before the camera feeds were current.

There wasn't much activity in any of the rooms after Hope and I had left, so I was blowing through that section pretty quickly. I was surprised to see Danielle in Colleen's bedroom that night, while Annette was in Hope's room. Evidently Colleen had gone back to her apartment. I guessed that Aunt Cathy was in my bedroom.

I backed up the footage and watched both of my cousins and my aunt as they showered and got ready for bed. From the angle of the bathroom cam, I could tell that Aunt Cathy was indeed using my bedroom. I was archiving more and more of the footage every time I got to see those amazing breasts exposed. Eventually both of my cousins put on their flannel pajamas and went to bed.

After tossing and turning for only a few minutes, Danielle got up. I was surprised to see the lamp come on in Hope's room, as Annette softly said "Come in." Danielle entered the room and softly said, "I couldn't sleep without you."

That got my attention. Were my cousins lesbian lovers?

Annette slid over and invited Danielle into bed with her. They lay there and talked softly for a long time. I understood, after listening to them for a while, that they had apparently shared a bedroom—and a bed—for most of their lives.

"This sure is a nice bed," Danielle said, stretching her body languidly. "I sure wish we could afford one this nice."

"It is a lot better than ours," Annette agreed wistfully.

I paused the feed at that point and tried to recall what I could remember about them from before the visit. Aunt Cathy's ex was named...Jake? Jack? It was something like that. When I was very young, Mom had told me, "We never talk about him. He left her in the lurch."

Some years later, Dad had looked perturbed when I was looking at family pictures and pointed to this guy standing by Aunt Cathy. I could not recall exactly what he said, but Cathy's husband had abandoned them while she was pregnant. That had to be when she was pregnant with Danielle. Annette and I would have been less than a year old at the time.

That guy had never come back, and he never provided a dime of child support or alimony. Cathy had to have struggled financially. I had just never thought about it until just now. I felt bad when it hit me; they had been really poor. So poor, that my cousins had shared a bed. Still shared a bed, I corrected myself. It wasn't like Hope's queen-sized bed was all that amazing, either. It was neither new nor particularly expensive. I could not help but picture that passage in Charlie and the Chocolate Factory where Charlie's grandparents all shared that rickety old bed.

Evidently the flannel pajamas were new as well. Aunt Cathy had bought those for this trip so that the girls would not be embarrassed by whatever they normally wore to bed.

Danielle stroked the collar of her flannel pajamas thoughtfully before she spoke. "I slept in this bed last night," she started. "Or rather, I passed out in this bed last night. I guess I was really drunk."

"You were awfully hung over this morning," Annette replied with a soft smile.

After they had talked for a while, Annette and Danielle agreed that the flannel pajamas were too warm. They stripped them off, and cuddled up together to go to sleep. Annette wore a pink thong, and Danielle had lacy little white panties. They looked sexy as fuck, yet still somehow innocent when Annette spooned up behind Danielle. Danielle just sighed happily when Annette wrapped her arm around her, and they went to sleep shortly after.

Like my sister, they slept with the bedside lamp on, so I got to watch them lying there topless. They had a sheet pulled over them, but it often shifted and exposed those fantastic tits. Once, I even saw Annette's hand squeeze Danielle's hard nipple, prompting a soft moan from her lips. Seriously, I was watching that and expecting that at any moment they would wake up and start having sex.

The light came on in the bathroom just after that, and I groaned when I saw Aunt Cathy walk in wearing that same transparent black gown. At that moment I really wished I had put a camera over my own bedroom. Aunt Cathy went in and hiked up the gown so she could sit down to pee. That never did anything for me, no matter which of my gorgeous relatives was on the potty.

After she got up, flushed, and washed her hands, though, she lifted one foot onto the edge of the bathroom counter so that she could use a wet washcloth to clean her pussy. That was interesting, even though the camera didn't give the best view. She was muttering to herself, but I could not hear what she was saying. She turned off the bathroom light, and then I saw her peek into Hope's bedroom. She smiled when she saw her daughters snuggled together and sleeping.

A couple of minutes later, my mother turned on the lamp on her side of the bed, and Aunt Cathy stepped into the room to talk with her. My dad's eyes bugged out when he rolled over and saw her in that see-through gown. He stared for a few seconds and then quickly rolled back over so that he was looking away from the two women. I saw my mother bite her lip when she saw him do that, holding back a laugh.

My mother got out of bed, pulling on a bathrobe and following Aunt Cathy out of the bedroom so that they could talk in the dining room. I had no video coverage there, of course. I noted from the time stamp in the bottom of the screen that they were talking for over two hours before Mom came back to bed. By then, Dad was sound asleep.

* * *

That afternoon was the closest I ever came to revealing the hidden camera feeds to my sister. I was troubled by a lot of what I had learned about Aunt Cathy and my cousins, and I seriously considered sharing all of that with Hope so that I could get it off my chest and hear her thoughts. When she got home from work that evening, though, she was horny and eager to resume where we had left off the night before.

Hope was impressed with my staying power. Naturally, I wasn't about to tell her that I had spent most of the day jacking off to those incredible scenes from the hidden cameras. When I thought about it, I realized that this obsession stretched back for years. She might not take it well if she found out what a pervert I had been. Also, I didn't want to stop. There would be more, I knew, before Aunt Cathy and my cousins left my parents' house, and I did not want to miss any of it.

I started my next semester's classes over the course of that week. I was taking one more class than I had the previous semester. Since I had to take a foreign language and an art elective, I was finally able to have two classes in common with my sister. It was tricky for us to schedule it so that we took them at the same time, but we pulled it off. I was surprised to find that Amy was in both of those classes with us.

Amy and Hope had the same major and took most of the same classes. My scholarship meant that I did not have to work a part-time job as they did. Occasionally I felt a little guilty about that, but they never expressed any resentment. The art class we took was figure drawing and sketching. I was surprised to discover that I had a real knack for drawing the human form. In particular, the female nudes that I sketched looked remarkably life-like.

I'm getting ahead of myself, though. My aunt and cousins stayed two more days with my parents. Danielle and Annette slept together in Hope's bedroom both nights. They did wear different panties to bed, but they otherwise showed me everything when they cuddled in my sister's bed. There was nothing overtly sexual with those two, but it was still incredible to watch.

My parents had some spectacular sex both nights. Mom teased Dad about drooling over his busty nieces. She did this hot impersonation of "innocent little Danielle" asking her "uncle" for help. "All my friends at school say it's important to be able to make my boyfriend happy, but I've never really given a blowjob before," she said, looking up from between his legs. "Would you mind if I suck your dick, Uncle Mitch? Then you can tell me how to do it better next time."

The next night, Aunt Cathy came into their room again. She was wearing that see-through nightgown again, and my dad tried his hardest not to stare. When Cathy left to go to bed, my mother turned and kissed him. She groaned into his mouth when her hand found his erection under the covers.

"It really turns you on to see my sister like that, doesn't it?" she asked. He could only moan helplessly as she stroked him, unable to deny how turned on he was. "Maybe I should call her back in here," she teased. "My sister really likes to get fucked in the ass. Did I ever tell you that?"

Mom threw the covers back, revealing my dad's cock pulsing in her hand. "Cathy told me she hasn't even been laid in two years. Can you imagine how tight her ass must be? I'll bet she would love to have your big, thick cock in her horny asshole."

I half expected her to do it—to call Aunt Cathy in there to get butt-fucked by my dad. She didn't, but I came like crazy about the same time my dad did on camera as she painted that vivid picture. I had to settle for catching my cum in a tissue as my mother slurped down every drop erupting out of my dad's dick.

I had to catch up on that footage on Wednesday and Friday afternoon. It was the only time that I had alone in the apartment. It was strange. As amazing as my sex life is with my sister, the thrill I got from watching those illicit videos was like an entirely different sort of turn-on. The following week, though, when it was just my parents in the house, I only saw them having sex twice on camera. That didn't rule out that they might have been having sex in the living room or kitchen, where I didn't have video coverage.

* * *

Amy started hanging out at our apartment with us, particularly in the evenings. It was nice to have dinner with the two of them, even though a lot of their conversation was about the classes I did not share with them. Amy brought over a DVD one evening. Without even thinking, Hope slid into my lap to watch the movie. Amy looked at us sharply when she did it, but never said anything about it.

The two of them apparently discussed it when I wasn't around. Thursday night, Hope looked preoccupied when we got out of the shower and went to bed. Now, Tuesdays and Thursdays were very busy for both of us that semester. I snuggled up next to her and held her hand.

"What's the matter, Hope?" I asked.

She shook her head. "Nothing's the matter, really," she replied. "It's just that Amy asked about me sitting in your lap when we watched that movie the other night. I told her that it wasn't a big deal, and that Colleen and I sat in your lap all the time at home." Hope had been lying on her back, but she rolled to her side to face me. "Amy said she thought you were really hot. She said she couldn't imagine sitting in your lap without wanting for something to happen."

Hope looked into my eyes intently. I was waiting for the rest of the story. To be fair, I was really tired. My sexy sister never failed to turn me on, and I figured we would have sex and then go to sleep. So we just lay there and looked at each other for a while. Finally, I realized she was expecting me to say something.

"What?" I asked. "Did I miss something?"

"I just told you that Amy wanted to sit in your lap, she thinks you're hot, and she wants something to happen."

"So?"

"Don't you think she's pretty?"

I thought it over, trying to think objectively. "Sure. She's very pretty."

"Why aren't you interested, then?"

"Hope," I said, letting out a long sigh, "she's your best friend. Even if you and I weren't sleeping together, I wouldn't want to date your best friend. If things didn't work out, or if I hurt her, it could ruin your friendship. Or worse, you would stay friends and you'd hate me for screwing over your best friend."

She kissed me, and her hand slid down my side. "Oh, Daniel, that's just silly. I know you would never hurt her. I couldn't recommend anyone for my friend to date more than you. I just thought that I was being selfish..." She looked into my eyes for a long moment, and cocked her head. "But it's not just me, is it? You don't really want me to date anyone else, do you?"

My mind recoiled at the thought, and I knew she was right. But...there was Dave. I did not mind him dating Colleen. I kissed Hope again while my mind worked through it. If Dave was dating Hope, would I feel the same? As soon as I thought that, I knew that there was a difference. Unlike Colleen, Hope was mine. Not just my sister.

I think I managed to express that to her, though I cannot recall now exactly what I said. I will never forget that look on her face, though. Her eyes welled up with tears, and she kissed me passionately.

"Oh, Daniel," she said, almost sobbing. "I am yours. Always."

She rolled on top of me. Hope always looked amazing when she rode me, but there was an emotional element there this time that made it feel completely different. We'd had sex a lot, obviously. Sometimes, that was closer to what I thought of as "making love" and sometimes it was hot, sweaty and nasty. This was like an entirely new category. It felt like my sister used this physical coupling to bond our souls together.

As tired as I had been, I could not fall asleep for hours after that. Neither could she. We didn't talk, but just held each other through the night. Hope kept me inside her, and kept me hard even after I had come. Instead of insistently fucking her, though, I just held her and gently kissed her shoulder and neck.

We did eventually fall asleep, but the alarm went off only an hour or two later. The next two days were a little rugged as we struggled to make up for that night of sleep we had lost. I think we were also feeling lost emotionally. Seriously, what can you do when you figure out that the love of your life and your soul mate is your sister?

* * *

Sunday morning, Hope was awake long before I was. She came in and woke me up, grinning as she ripped the covers from my naked body. I don't know what I was expecting, but what came next was not it.

"Get up, sleepyhead!" she said. "Mom and Dad are on the phone. They want to talk to both of us."

I groggily got out of bed and stumbled out to the living room. I went from half-awake to full-on panic mode three seconds into that phone call. I practically shit my pants.

"We've decided we're going to sell the house," my dad said. "The home inspector will be here tomorrow, and the county appraiser will be over after that. We've already hired a realtor. We just wanted to let you know before the house goes on the market."

Jesus fucking Christ! There was no possible way I was going to be able to get there and remove all those cameras! The home inspector would find them, and then my life would pretty much be over. I could picture my family disowning me, federal prosecutors going for the death penalty, my sister cutting off my balls with a kitchen knife...

"Are you alright, Daniel?" Hope asked. She looked worried. "You look sick."

"Do you need us to come home and clear out our stuff before the inspector shows up?" I blurted out.

"Oh, no," Dad replied casually. "We already cleared out your closets and the garage and put that stuff into storage. The realtor wants to 'stage' the house with furniture, so she'll be using the rest of your bedroom furniture for that. You can get your things from the storage unit whenever you like. There's no rush."

My mind was a whirling mess as I tried to think of some sort of mad scheme to get to the house tonight, to remove those cameras. I completely missed much of the rest of the conversation, until Hope said, "Well, you guys have a great time in Florida. Please give me a call to let me know you get there safe."

Florida? I thought. What the fuck are they doing in Florida?

I cleared my throat and managed to parrot my sister. "Yes. You guys have a great time!"



I was a complete wreck the next three days. Hope thought I was sick—that I had the flu or something. She was very tender and solicitous. That just made me feel worse, but at least I didn't feel the need to explain what was really bothering me. I had nightmares, picturing the home inspector looking puzzled as he looked at the cameras there in the attic of the house. I did not sleep worth a damn.

* * *

In the end, I learned that those home inspections were not nearly as thorough as I had imagined. Mom called on Tuesday to let us know that the house was on the market. I kept waiting for the bombshell to drop, but of course it never came. On Friday, I reviewed the footage nervously. The realtor showed the house several times that week. Nobody noticed the cameras.

Saturday, our parents called from Florida. I learned then that they were looking for a place to retire there. I had been under the impression that it was a vacation. They called again three days later, sounding deflated. They just weren't having fun like they had expected. Most of the places that were in their price range either needed a lot of work, or just weren't nearly as nice as the house they were selling.

"I don't know why, but I thought we would be getting a nice place by the beach," Dad confided. "Almost none of those are for sale, and the ones that are for sale are ridiculously overpriced. It just seems crazy to sell that big four-bedroom house and then turn around and buy a tiny two-bedroom townhouse. This feels like it might be a mistake."

"I'm sorry to hear that," I said.

In fact, I was secretly hoping that they would change their minds. After another week they did change their minds, but not the way I had expected. Once again, they had me and Hope on the line when they told us what they were going to do.

"So, we found a place here that we can rent. It's another little townhouse, but this one is much closer to the beach. Instead of selling the house, we decided to rent it out."

I nodded and then asked, "So, you're putting the house up for rent? Do we need to come home to move out our stuff?"

"Actually, we already have a renter," my Mom said. She was clearly pleased about this. "My sister and her girls are going to move into the house. They'll move any extra furniture into the storage unit. But that means we can still have our family holidays in the house together. And if we get tired of Florida, we can always move back home."

"It really keeps all of our options open," Dad chipped in.

I felt like a huge burden had been lifted from my shoulders. I would have plenty of time to get in there and remove those cameras now. In the meantime, I would get more footage of my sexy aunt and cousins.

* * *

Two nights later, Hope got a phone call. She rolled off of me and grabbed the phone, cocking her head when she saw the number. "Hello?" she said uncertainly.

"Who is it?" I whispered.

"It's from the house...I think it's Annette," she whispered back. She listened intently for the next three or four minutes, and I watched her expression soften. "Both of you?" she asked. She swallowed around a lump in her throat, her eyes welling up once again. "Of course," she said softly, "I'd be happy to let you have it." She wiped a tear from her eye, and I handed her a tissue. "No!" she said insistently. "You don't owe me anything. I have a new bed here. Please..." She swallowed hard. "It's yours, and I'm happy for you to have it."

I finally heard Annette's voice as she tearfully thanked my sister. "I love you so much, Hope!" she said.

"I love you too," my sister sobbed.

Tears ran down my sister's face as she listened to Annette and Danielle. I caught very little of what my cousins were saying, but I sat up to wrap my arms around Hope's midsection from behind and rocked her gently.

After that phone call ended, Hope tearfully told me what I had worked out earlier. Annette and Danielle had nervously asked if they could buy her bed, but they were ashamed to admit that it might take them a long time to pay her for it. Once they started talking, though, they had shared many details about the cramped apartment they had left behind and unwittingly shared just how impoverished they had been their whole lives.

"I never knew," Hope whispered to me.

Even though I had figured out some of it, the details they had given Hope painted a picture that was far grimmer than what I had imagined. There had been no privacy in that place. At the beginning of each school year, they would go hungry for a few days because their mother had to spend the grocery money on school supplies. Our cousins had a rough childhood. It was remarkable that they had emerged from it as such sweet girls.

It was Hope's idea that we should go home to help them get settled in that weekend. She made the arrangements, and let our parents know. Dad called me, and then sent an e-mail. There were a few things he asked me to take care of while we were there. They were just minor repair jobs around the house—things he had planned to do before the house was sold, but had never gotten around to.

I thought that I would have the opportunity to get into the attic that weekend to remove the cameras, but that never worked out. Hope and I left our apartment early Friday, and got to the house late in the evening. Aunt Cathy showed us around the place. There was quite a bit of extra furniture that had been shoved into mine and Colleen's former bedrooms while they figured out what they were going to put into storage. Aunt Cathy apologized for the mess, but promised that it would be sorted out by the time we could visit again.

It was now no secret that Danielle and Annette were once again sharing a room, but they seemed happier with that arrangement. They invited Hope into their bedroom, and the three of them were giggling and talking for hours. I figured I would be sleeping in the front room, but when I opened that sliding door I saw a home office. The hide-a-bed sofa was gone. I thought about it for a minute and remembered seeing it in Colleen's former bedroom.

"Guess I'm sleeping on the couch," I said to myself. I had said it out loud, and I jumped when I heard Aunt Cathy speak behind me.

"Oh, Daniel, don't be silly," she said. I turned to face her, and gulped. She was wearing a large white t-shirt and "boy shorts." The shirt was stretched thin across her massive bosom, and her thumb-sized nipples stuck out clearly. She held out her hand and I took it. "You'll be sleeping with me," she said cheerfully. "It will be nice to have someone in that big bed with me."

I had a travel bag with my clothes, razor, and toothbrush. I picked it up and took it into the bathroom that I would be sharing with Aunt Cathy. She started brushing her teeth as I went through my bag. I hadn't brought pajamas, naturally. I thought that maybe my old pajamas were still in the bottom drawer of my former bedroom dresser, but I wasn't about to try to navigate that obstacle course this late.

I settled on a clean pair of boxers and a t-shirt, setting those on the bathroom counter before taking the bag into the bedroom and setting it on the far side of the bed—what I still thought of as "Dad's side." I looked up when I heard Aunt Cathy come out of the bathroom. She stopped and let me stare at her breasts for a few seconds. My face felt hot when I realized what I was doing and looked up at her face.

Before I could stammer out an apology, she asked, "Do you want to take a shower before bed?"

"Uh-huh," I replied. I swallowed and cleared my throat. "I was planning to."

"Okay," she smiled. "Don't take too long."

I showered quickly, not daring to touch my dick. I cleaned and scrubbed my body, and ended with a burst of cold water. After I dried off, I pulled on the boxers and t-shirt and quickly brushed my teeth. When I opened the bathroom door, I could see Aunt Cathy was under the covers in the darkened bedroom. She smiled at me. I turned off the bathroom light and made my way through the dark to the side of the bed.

After I slid beneath the covers, Aunt Cathy said, "I was a little surprised to see you wearing anything after the last time you shared a bed with me."

I was relieved that it was dark, so she couldn't see me blush. After thinking for a bit, I said, "I'm sorry about that, Aunt Cathy. I was pretty drunk that night."

"Oh, it's all right," she sighed. "I don't mind."

We lay there for a few minutes before she spoke again.

"Daniel? Would you mind cuddling with me?" Her voice was a little higher than normal when she asked. It made her sound shy and vulnerable.

"Sure, I—" I rolled toward her, but my hand landed on bare skin when it touched her hip.

"What's wrong?" she asked. I was frozen, afraid even to move my hand. I was pretty sure those shorts she had been wearing were gone. I swallowed nervously.

"Um..." I stammered.

She turned in the bed. I couldn't see anything, but my hand slid along her hip and onto her belly. I felt the soft curve of one of her breasts on the back of my hand, and sucked in a breath. She was completely naked!

"Oh, my!" she said softly. "My sister warned me, but I completely forgot." Her hand touched my side, and slid down until she felt the top of my boxers. She grasped the waistband and started pulling them down. I lifted my hip up off of the bed, and she worked them down my thighs. Her voice was a whisper when she said, "You should take those off."

Then her fingertips lightly traced the head and shaft of my hard dick. My mouth was completely dry as I took my boxers off and stuffed them under my pillow. I felt her shifting toward me, and her mouth found mine in the dark. Her lips felt soft as they pressed against mine and she kissed me. She laid her head on the pillow next to mine and whispered into my ear while she teased my hard dick with her fingertips.

"My sister told me what an amazing young man you've turned into," she whispered. "But she warned me that you have 'certain needs' sometimes. She warned me that if I didn't wear panties, you might not be able to help yourself." She started coaxing me over, spreading her legs as she guided me between them. Her voice was hot when she whispered, "Daniel, I'm not wearing any panties."

I was achingly hard when the tip of my cock found the soaking wet entrance to my aunt's horny pussy. "Oh! It's okay, baby," she whispered. I felt her legs wrap around me, urging me deeper. "This is my fault, and I completely deserve whatever you do to me."

I had jacked off a dozen times—at least—drooling over my aunt's massive tits on my computer screen. I had imagined how tight and wet her pussy would be when I had heard my mother teasing my father about it. It still felt better than I had imagined when my throbbing cock finally filled my aunt's amazing little pussy. She probably needed this a lot more than I did.

"Oh! Yes! Gawd, you feel so huge inside me," she gasped. "Oh! Yeah, suck my titties while you fuck me!"

Aunt Cathy was drenched when we started, but after she came twice in rapid succession, my dick was completely soaked. Her juices were flowing out of her saturated snatch, and my balls were slick as they smacked against her tight little anal pucker. Her third orgasm hit her hard, and she shook violently beneath me. Her thick nipple was pulled from my mouth with the force of her bucking, and my dick slipped out of her.

In the darkness, I pressed my hips forward, and heard her gasp when the tip of my dick squeezed into her slightly-open asshole. That tight little hole was soaked with her juices, but it was impossibly hot and tight. I held still and stopped trying to push forward, knowing her butthole hadn't been lubricated properly. I knew what had happened; I wasn't trying to play dumb and force my cock up her ass. I figured I would pull back and guide my tip back into her pussy. Only...Aunt Cathy had other ideas.

Well, just one idea, really. She wanted my dick in her ass.

Her legs tightened around my back, stopping me from pulling back. "Ohhhh!" she groaned as she pressed me forward and the thick head of my cock opened her tight little ring.

"Shouldn't we get some lube?" I gasped into her ear.

"Shh!" she hissed. "It's okay, Daniel. I deserve this." She whimpered as her asshole yielded, opening up around the head of my cock and squeezing it tightly. "I've been naughty, Daniel, teasing you like I have been. You need to really punish me." Her voice turned into a throaty growl. "Fuck my ass hard."

I was too turned on to argue with her. The way her legs were locked around me, it wasn't like I was going anywhere. I tried to take it easy, afraid of injuring her, but she was insistently pulling me into her with her legs while pushing her hips up to force me deeper into her ass. Her pussy kept drooling juices, and those kept my shaft and her ass lubricated as my dick drove in and out of her.

I wanted to talk dirty to her, but her ass was too tight and squeezed my dick perfectly. I gasped, "Oh, I'm going to come already!"

I felt her shudder beneath me. "Do it!" she hissed. "Come in my ass!"

I was shooting into her amazing little ass before she finished that sentence. She cried out, "Oh yes!" and bucked like crazy with my cock buried in her to the hilt. It was a long, intense orgasm for both of us. I lay on top of her and panted for a while. When I caught my breath, I kissed my way over one of her enormous breasts and found her nipple. She cooed when I started sucking on it again.

"Oh, baby," she sighed. "My sister was right. You really have grown into an amazing young man."

She unlocked her legs from around me and spread them wide. I heard her gasp. She rotated her hips slowly and then hissed, "You're still hard?"

"Mm-hmm," I replied around her nipple. I pulled back slightly and pushed into her again. I felt her lift her legs high into the air.

"Oh, God!" she cried. "Punish my slutty ass, Daniel!"

I released her hard nipple and rose up onto my knees, reaching down to hold her legs open. Her asshole was now thoroughly lubricated with my sperm, so I decided not to hold back.

"Aunt Cathy, you nasty little slut!" I growled at her. "This ass is mine now."

"Oh God!" she squeaked. She started babbling all sorts of nasty things after that, but I was too intent on pounding her ass as hard as I could to really listen. I was pretty sure she came once more before I reached the point of no return again.

"Here it comes!" I warned her. "I'm going to come so hard in your nasty little asshole!"

"YES!" she cried. I felt her tight asshole squeeze the base of my shaft tightly, so that we could both feel every pulse of my sperm as it shot up my shaft. Aunt Cathy cried out again and again, her body shaking each time I shot another stream of my cum into her ass.

I released her legs and lay on top of her again as we panted. She sounded sheepish when she finally caught her breath and spoke.

"God, I was loud," she said softly. "I hope the girls don't come in to check on us."

She chuckled when she felt my dick lurch inside her.

"Does that turn you on?" she growled. "What would you do if your sister and my girls came in and turned on the light to see us like this?"

She sucked in a breath when I pulled my dick halfway out and pushed it back in to her sloppy, freshly-fucked ass. "Well," I replied, taking another slow thrust in and out, "I would have to tell them that my aunt has a tight, horny little asshole and that I couldn't resist."

Honestly, I could not believe that I wasn't completely soft at that point. Each time I was all the way inside her ass, her sphincter would tighten around the base of my shaft again, and that was just getting me harder each time. After a dozen painfully slow strokes in and out, she had me completely hard again.

"I don't believe it!" she gasped.

I held still, buried all the way in her ass. "Are you too sore, Aunt Cathy? Do you need me to stop?"

I felt her shake her head, and had to smile. Both gestures were wasted in that completely dark bedroom. "Go ahead, I deserve it," she whimpered.

I was too tired and my dick was too sensitive for me to match the pace of that last ass-fuck. I sucked on her nipples and drove my dick in and out of her as fast as I could comfortably manage. That pace was enough to make her come again and again. There was not much left when I finally came into her that last time. Rather than exploding out of me, my sperm came out in a gentle trickle. It still set her off again.

She pulled me up her body and kissed me hungrily, sucking hard on my tongue. "Thank you so much!" she gasped, then kissed me again. "I needed that so bad!" She kissed me again and growled. "You are the best nephew ever."

Within minutes, she was sound asleep. I curled up behind her and wrapped my arm around her. I zonked out immediately.

* * *

Unbeknownst to me, Hope, Annette, and Danielle had stayed up talking for hours—long after Aunt Cathy and I had fallen asleep. I woke up and panicked a bit when I realized Aunt Cathy was naked in my arms and I wasn't wearing any pants. The light of the morning sun lit the room enough that I could finally see my voluptuous aunt in all her glory. My dick was once again surrounded by amazing, hot tightness. I looked down and realized what had caused me to wake up so early.

Aunt Cathy had pushed her ass back toward me in her sleep, forcing my morning wood right into her insatiable asshole. I hadn't moved a muscle, but she moaned and cooed in her sleep as she gently pushed her hips forward and back, taking more of me inside her with each gentle, insistent push. Her ass felt amazing as it took me in, but it was also almost dry. I just lay still and savored the way it felt, imagining that she would wake up at any moment and stop.

Instead, she kept going. She took more and more of my dick, and gradually sped up the pace. She was moaning louder, and occasionally there was a word or two thrown in. "Oh, no," she moaned. A little later, it was a piteous, "Please." "Okay," she gasped, and then, "Oh. Oh!" With one last, hard thrust, she pushed her ass back into me and buried my cock all the way inside her. She shuddered through an orgasm then, and that caused her to finally wake up.

She lifted her head from the pillow and looked over her shoulder at me. "Oh my god, you're insatiable!"

Aunt Cathy wasn't complaining, and I wasn't correcting her. I did take over, though, pulling her up onto her knees so that I could kneel behind her. Her ass looked every bit as incredible as it had felt when I resumed fucking it. I also loved the way she looked over her shoulder with that horny expression, and the way her massive tits looked mashed beneath her.

I only managed to get up to speed for a handful of vigorous strokes before I exploded in her ass once again.

We showered together after that, and she giggled almost the whole time. It was because I could not take my eyes off those unbelievable tits. She wasn't mad, though.

"Oh, Daniel, you make me feel so sexy," she murmured into my mouth.

After we were clean, she pushed me back onto the bed and slurped my dick into her mouth. I knew that I had probably given her all of my come, and said so.

"Aunt Cathy, that feels amazing," I said, shaking my head. "But you don't need to do that. I think your tight little asshole has drained every drop I had to give you."

She pulled her mouth off of me with a wet slurp. "Don't be silly, Daniel," she said. "I'm doing this because I really want to. I love the way you taste and feel in my mouth." She went right back to sucking my dick, and kept at it until she shuddered in orgasm. Only then did I realize that she had been playing with herself while she sucked me.

I suddenly remembered my sister, and worried that I might have upset her again. I pulled Aunt Cathy up for a quick kiss. "I'm going to go fix some breakfast," I said.



"Okay," she nodded. We still couldn't take our eyes off of each other as we got dressed.

I realized with a start that Aunt Cathy was getting dressed up, but only after she had already put on nylon stockings and was buttoning up her dress.

"You look nice," I said. "Where are you planning to go today?"

"Oh, I have to work today," she said. "Your parents got me a great job here. I'd love to spend the day in bed with you, but I've only just started." She stepped over to me after I pulled my shirt over my head and gave me another lovely kiss. "Next time you come to visit, I'll make sure I have the weekend off."

* * *

I cooked scrambled eggs with bacon and pancakes. Aunt Cathy stood in the kitchen and told me about her new job while I cooked. She stopped speaking for a bit, and I turned to look at her.

"Daniel, can you keep a secret?" she asked.

I nodded, thinking of everything I was already keeping secret. "Of course," I said.

"Your parents are really cutting us a break on the rent," she said. She looked thoughtful as she went on. "It's less than half what it should be. I'm not complaining, of course. But..." she leaned close and her voice dropped to a whisper. "I think they plan to move back after they have a long vacation in Florida. I know how kinky my sister is, and I think she plans to turn me into a big-titted cock-slut for you and your father."

She shivered delightfully when she said it. Despite all the intense sex we'd had, I got hard at that thought. She kissed me on my cheek and reached down to feel my dick through my sweat pants.

"Maybe that's just wishful thinking on my part," she sighed.

"What's that?" Danielle asked, causing us to look over at her. She was wearing a fluffy bathrobe, and my sister and Annette were coming up the hallway behind her wearing matching bathrobes. They all looked like they had just woken up.

"Nice bathrobe," Aunt Cathy said. "Where did you get those?"

"Oh, they were in the linen closet. Hope showed us where they were, when it started to get chilly last night."

I turned my attention to the pancakes, flipping them over before looking back up at the three gorgeous women. It was obvious at a glance that all they were wearing were those robes and skimpy panties. Aunt Cathy got a plate and served herself eggs, bacon and pancakes.

"I hope you don't mind," she said to me. "I really need to eat and get going."

"No problem," I replied. I started serving up plates for everyone else, and brought those to the table before starting the next batch of pancakes.

Aunt Cathy made quick work of her breakfast, and brought her dishes out to the sink.

"Just leave those in the sink. I'll get them," I offered.

"Thanks," she said, giving me a kiss before depositing her dishes in the sink. "You guys have a great day!" she said, and then she headed out the door.

I put the last batch of pancakes onto a plate and turned off the skillet. When I sat down and started eating, all three girls were smiling and looking at me. I raised an eyebrow as I chewed.

"Thanks for fixing breakfast, Daniel," my sister said. Our cousins nodded in agreement, but they were all still looking at me and smiling. I swallowed the bite I had been working on.

"What?" I asked them.

They looked at each other, and none of them could stop smiling. Annette finally spoke up.

"Thanks for taking care of Mom, last night," she said softly.

"Oh, geez," I said. "Were we that loud?"

All three of them laughed at that.

"Oh, no," Hope said, resting her hand on my forearm. "It was just obvious, looking at her. She looks like she's walking on air this morning."

"I just thought she looked nice in that outfit," I stammered, blushing furiously. I looked at my sister closely, and smiled at her when I realized she was not the least bit upset. If anything, she looked happy.

"You don't mind?" I asked her. Immediately, I realized that was a mistake, but Hope just shook her head.

"Not at all," she said simply.

I tried not to be too obvious as I ate my breakfast and tried to gage my cousins' reaction to what I had said. Hope lightly patted my arm again.

"It's okay, Daniel," she said. "I told them you were mine."

I did not know what to say to that. I looked from my sister to Danielle, who was nodding and smiling, and over to Annette. Annette swallowed and said, "But she did promise to share, if you don't mind."

I looked at my sister and raised an eyebrow. She actually blushed. "I didn't think you'd mind," she said.

I had to wonder about the conversation those three must have had last night. That was going to be some interesting video, to be sure. I took three more bites of my breakfast before I realized they were looking at me, expecting a response. I swallowed and said, "Hey, I'm obviously going to need my energy!"

It wasn't that funny, but they laughed. I'll take pity laughs from beautiful women any day.

One of the things I love about cooking breakfast is that it isn't hard to make really tasty food that everybody likes. It isn't like I am some amazing cook, but my cousins were impressed with any guy who would cook for them. Right after breakfast, though, I was reminded that I had promised Dad that I would take care of some minor maintenance things around the house. "Take a look at the garbage disposal" had been on that list.

When I rinsed off the dishes and ran the garbage disposal, it didn't sound right. After I quickly stopped it, there was a faint but nasty smell. I also heard a little bit of dripping coming from under the sink. When I opened the cabinet under the sink, it reminded me a bit of the attic before I had cleaned it out. There was all manner of clutter under there. That cabinet had been a catch-all for cleaning supplies, bug sprays, dish soap, rubber gloves (there were six pairs, plus one extra), roach and ant baits, and mismatched plastic containers. I was surprised that the realtor hadn't cleaned that mess out when she staged the house.

I sighed and started pulling all that junk out. Once I had about half of it cleared, I saw that there were a couple of small, funky puddles. The liquid was thick, indicating that the sinks, pipes or garbage disposal had been leaking slowly over a fairly long period. I sighed and called my dad.

That was a quick call, just to let him know there was a leak. I'm not a plumber, and I knew one of my dad's friends was a plumber. He said he'd call his friend to come take a look at it, and I went back to work cleaning out under the sinks. A lot of what was under there had been there for years. I got a plastic garbage bag and tossed a bunch of that stuff into it. Some of what I saved needed to be rinsed off.

I did that, and watched under the sink carefully as the water went down the drain. I spotted where the water was seeping out around the juncture of the sink and drain pipe on the left side. On the right, it looked like the garbage disposal unit itself was leaking, but I couldn't figure out where. I got a big sponge and a small bucket of soapy water and cleaned up the nasty little puddles. When I was done, it smelled much better under the sinks.

I would have been done faster, but Hope could not resist coming up behind me and squeezing my ass when I was bent over with my head under the sink. The first time she did it, I jerked reflexively and banged my head. I pulled out from under the sink and looked at her while rubbing my head. "Sorry," she murmured. "I couldn't resist." She kissed the top of my head where I had bumped it.

The second time I felt her hands on my ass, I was expecting it. I stopped scrubbing and looked back at her. "You know I love feeling your ass in my hands," she growled. I nodded, thinking of all the times she had grabbed my ass while I was fucking her. She gave my right cheek a light slap before walking away.

Not three minutes later, I once again felt soft hands squeezing my butt. I started to get annoyed, but then quickly realized that wasn't Hope. I looked back over my shoulder, and saw Annette looking back at me. Danielle was standing behind her watching. "Hope was right," Annette breathed softly. "You do have a nice ass."

"Thanks," I said.

I went back to scrubbing, trying to ignore those hands sensuously working over my ass. Danielle was a little harder to ignore, since she slid her hands between my cheeks to fondle my balls as well. By the time I finished cleaning out the mess under the cabinets, I was ready to return the favor and do something to their shapely asses. Naturally, that was when the plumber showed up, so I had to put that on hold.

I vaguely remembered Gary, even though I had not seen him in a couple years. He was a really nice guy in his mid-thirties. I pointed out the leak I had spotted on the left side and told him the garbage disposal unit was leaking. He took it from there. It did not take him long to pull the disposal unit out and show me that it had leaking seals. I could see it when he showed me, but I never would have figured that out.

He called my dad to let him know, and then left to get replacement seals. He had already fixed the leak on the left side, so that sink was usable. I went through the other items on the list. None of it was hard work, but my sister and cousins followed me around and molested me the entire time. After Gary finished and left, they stopped being subtle about it.

I was replacing a light bulb in the front closet when Annette came up behind me. She reached her arm around my waist, slid it into my sweat pants, and started stroking my dick while I was on tiptoe screwing in the new bulb. I finished tightening the bulb into place, and came down onto the balls of my feet. When I turned my head to her, she kissed me and groaned into my mouth.

"You've got a really nice dick," she said when she finally released it.

That had pushed me a little too far. I pulled Annette into the closet, spun her around, and pulled her panties down her thighs. She squealed at that, and then groaned, "Ohhh!" when I drove my dick into her pussy from behind. She was very tight.

It did not take long—maybe a dozen hard strokes—before she was coming. All that teasing had these girls even more worked up than I was. When Annette came, her tight little pussy squeezed down and actually ejected my cock. She was trembling and panting, leaning against the wall. I gave her soft bottom a nice swat and watched her suck in her breath.

"There will be more of that later," I promised.

"O-okay," she gasped. Her eyes were wild as she watched me pull up my sweat pants and walk away.

I would have taken that time to fuck the hell out of all three of them, but the last job seemed like the most important one to me. "Fix leaks in attic" had made my eyes go wide when I saw it. I knew that the cameras in the attic were very susceptible to shorting out if they got damp. I had only saved it for last because I had hoped to move the cameras or take them out.

I went into the attic and came back into the house almost immediately. It was really cold, and I put on a long-sleeved shirt and coat before heading back up there. Danielle insisted on following me around in the attic. I could not believe that she wasn't freezing in her skimpy panties and bathrobe, but she looked more comfortable than I felt in my warm clothes. She turned out to be very helpful, bringing me the caulk gun and helping me move the ladder around while I found and patched fourteen very tiny leaks.

I was relieved that nothing had been dripping up there. Once we were done, the attic was noticeably warmer than when we had started. I made the mistake of saying, "Alright! That's the last one!" while standing on the ladder.

"Oh, goody!" Danielle said. She pulled down my sweats and started sucking my dick. I was too busy holding onto the ladder so that I wouldn't fall. I was in no position to stop her. However, I was in a great position to look down and see her huge tits wobbling around as she sucked me.

She was a little rougher than I like, but then she stopped and looked up at my face. "I knew it!" she said. "You taste like Annette's pussy!"

I damn near fell off the ladder. I recovered quickly, though, scurrying down the ladder while I had the chance. Danielle looked like she wanted to protest, but I closed the ladder and turned to give her a grin.

"That was my last chore," I said. "As soon as we put this stuff away, we can play for the rest of the day."

"Oh!" she replied. Her eyes really lit up at that.

* * *

Now, for any of you guys who have that fantasy of being with three sexy women at one time, I don't want to spoil it for you. Let me just say, it looked really hot on video when I watched it later.

We started on Hope's bed, but then moved to my parents' because it had more room. They had me on my back and used me like I was a piece of workout equipment. One of them was writhing on my face while another bounced up and down on my cock. Every time one of them would come, they would slide off of me to give that spot to whoever was waiting.

It was tough for me to keep up with what was going on at the time. They really rode my face hard, and that wasn't as much fun for me as it was for them. I wound up using both hands to grab the ass of whoever was on my face just so they wouldn't crush my lips and nose. Oh, those were some delicious wet pussies. They tasted fantastic, and felt amazing on my hard dick. They controlled the pace the whole time, and I never came even though we went at it for over two hours.

I was parched, and sucked down a huge mug of ice water afterwards. They were all fucked out and watched me with undisguised admiration as I stood in the bedroom doorway chugging down that water. I think that any one of them would have outlasted me, but the three of them all at once meant that I was still raring to go after they were completely done.

That was what Aunt Cathy came home to see.

I felt like some legendary sex god the way that played out. She came up the hallway behind me, to see me standing there covered in sweat, drinking ice water, with my dick still hard as a brick. She looked past me into the room, to see Hope, Danielle, and Annette all lying on the bed. They were exhausted, gasping for breath, and looking up at me in awe.

I had been taken to the brink of orgasm again and again, only to feel them shiver in orgasm and then slide off of my hard dick. After all that sex, I was hornier than ever.

"Oh, thank goodness you're here," I murmured as I kissed Aunt Cathy. "I am so horny right now."

"Jesus!" she whispered.

I helped her out of her dress and panties, but left the stockings on. Danielle slid over to make room on the bed, and I held my aunt's legs open wide when I eagerly fucked her pussy. Even then, Aunt Cathy came before I did. Twice. Later, when I watched the video, I was amazed at how I looked. The muscles in my arms, shoulders and chest were pumped and looked really impressive.

I leaned my head back and bellowed, "Yes!" when I finally came. After being teased all day long, it was a massive load of sperm that I shot into my horny aunt's pussy. She shuddered and came all through my orgasm. She moaned weakly when I released her legs and bent to suck her hard nipples. It gave me the five or six minutes I needed to get my second wind. Her eyes widened and she groaned, "Oh, god," when I rolled her over.

I didn't even get to work my entire length into her tight little butthole before she came. It was an impressive, explosive climax that caused her pussy to shoot my cum all over the bed. Aunt Cathy reached her hand back and pushed at my abdomen feebly. "I can't...I can't..." she panted helplessly.

"I can," Annette panted from my right. Her eyes were wild. Even though she was physically drained, she rolled onto her stomach and spread her ass cheeks. I pulled my dick from Aunt Cathy's tight ass and moved over to lie on my cousin's back.

I have never felt the sensation that I got from her from anyone else. I swear, the way her asshole opened up and took me in felt like a wet, sucking mouth. I gasped.

"Do you like getting fucked in the ass, Annette?" I hissed into her ear.

"It's my favorite!" she groaned.

I couldn't really see it at the time, but watching the video days later I could see Hope and Danielle slowly playing with their pussies and teasing their nipples while I fucked Annette's sweet, horny ass. Her mouth shot open repeatedly when she came, and her eyes rolled up into her head when I filled her ass with my cum. We lay there tangled together in that bed, slowly stroking and kissing each other for a long while after that. Again—super hot on the video but hard to see what was going on at the time.

We took turns using the shower. Hope and I had just enough energy to change out the sweaty bed linens while Aunt Cathy was showering. None of us felt like cooking, so we ordered pizzas. Everyone agreed that they slept well that night. I woke up between Aunt Cathy and Annette. Hope and Danielle had slept in the other room.

The next morning, we all slept in. I had slept a solid nine straight hours, and felt completely invigorated. There was lots of hugging, kissing and gentle touches between us as we woke up and shared another breakfast. Hope and I needed to get going right after breakfast. I got sensuous, lingering hugs and deep tongue kisses from my aunt and both cousins before we left, and so did Hope. If we had not needed to get going immediately, I'm sure it would have turned into an orgy.

I offered to drive first. Hope looked extremely grateful, and she leaned back the passenger seat and went right to sleep. She snored softly in the passenger seat, not waking when I stopped for gas just outside town. I let the stereo play quietly and watched the countryside roll by. I wasn't tired, since I had slept so well the night before. I was surprised when the gas light came on. I'd been driving for almost eight hours straight. My sexy sister had slept the entire time. She didn't even wake up when I stopped and fueled up the car, but she did wake up an hour or so later.

We stopped for dinner then. Hope was surprised—pleasantly—to have gotten so much sleep and to be so close to our apartment already. It was just a quick stop at a fast food place, and then we were back on the road. Despite the fact that I had driven all day, I was keyed up and felt like driving. As soon as we were back on the road, Hope leaned over and unzipped my pants. She looked from my throbbing cock up to my face.

"You are a fucking machine," she murmured before taking me in her mouth.

My sister is so good at sucking my dick. She really enjoys doing it, and it shows. Before I could give her a load of hot semen, though, I noticed a state trooper getting uncomfortably close. Hope growled in annoyance, but tucked my dick away and sat up. We got stuck in a pack of vehicles all going the same way we were, and the state trooper was within a hundred yards of us for the next hour and a half.

We finally pulled off the interstate at our exit. As soon as we were back in our apartment, Hope and I hungrily kissed each other inside the door. She cranked up the heater, and then we shared a nice hot shower. The bathroom was steamy and hot. It felt like it got even hotter when Hope pulled the anal lube from under the sink.

"I need you in my ass," she groaned. She leaned over the sink, spreading her legs and lubricating her sexy little butthole. We both groaned as I slid my hard dick into her. The mirrors were fogged up, and we sweated in that steamy bathroom. By the time I gave my sister the assfull of sperm that she was craving, we needed another shower.

That second shower was quick. We spent the rest of the night in her bed, gently making love until we fell asleep in each other's arms.

* * *

The next evening, Hope brought Amy home with her for dinner and a movie. After we had eaten, Hope and I were doing the dishes when Amy excused herself to use the bathroom. Hope whispered to me, "I hope you don't mind, but I told Amy she could sit in your lap for this movie."



"Okay," I replied. I went back to washing dishes, but she was looking at me. I finished washing the last pan and put it in the rack to dry. Hope leaned up and whispered in my ear.

"Amy needs to get laid. I want you to take her to your bed and give her a nice, thorough fucking." She leaned back and gave me a sweet smile. I heard Amy come out of the bathroom behind me. "Can you do that for me?" Hope asked.

"Sure," I said.

Hope started the dishwasher while I dried my hands. I turned and looked at Amy. She gave me a nervous smile and then walked out into the living room. Amy has what I think of as a "willowy" build. Slender but soft curves make up her body. All of the voluptuous women in my family make her look skinny and small-breasted by comparison, but objectively speaking she was lovely with a very nice body. When she bent over to insert the movie into the DVD player, I was captivated by her tight, heart-shaped bottom.

It felt marvelous when that sweet ass slid into my lap a few minutes later.

I slid my hands onto the tops of her thighs and gave them a soft squeeze. My sister did a magnificent job of ignoring us and watching the movie. I felt like I had a tremendously unfair advantage. I knew that Amy wanted me, and that Hope wanted me to have sex with her. Amy was as nervous as I would have been without that knowledge. I would have been self-conscious about getting hard, but it was Amy who gasped when my erection pressed up between her thighs.

It took a while for Amy to overcome her shyness, but eventually she turned in my lap and kissed me hungrily while grinding her ass on my erection. Hope smiled at us when I scooped Amy up and carried her into my bedroom. Again, I had the unfair advantage. I had been completely satisfied sexually over the weekend, while Amy was desperately horny. I was able to take my time and stay in control while she seemed a bit frantic.

I slid a hand into her panties and teased her pussy while I helped her out of her jeans. She kissed me desperately and moaned into my mouth repeatedly. I picked her up again and gently laid her on her back on the bed. Amy panted and watched me with arousal clear on her face when I slid her panties off of her and kissed my way up the inside of her thigh.

"Oh!" she moaned when my lips found her moist pussy.

Amy has sparse blonde hairs around her pouty pussy lips. Her clit was tiny compared to my sister's, and it was extremely sensitive. I licked it softly, expecting to tease her to a gradual orgasm. She came explosively after just a few tentative licks. After that, she was too sensitive for me to even lick her. Gentle kisses on her pussy lips had her quaking.

I stood and gently unbuttoned her blouse. She unclasped and removed her bra after I had eased the blouse from her body. Amy was shaking when she grabbed the bottom of my t-shirt and lifted it. I raised my hands over my head and let her pull it off of me. She leaned forward and planted frantic little kisses on my chest before licking my left nipple. She had trouble with the button on my pants. I smiled down at her and gave her another soft kiss on her lips before standing to take my pants and boxers off.

Amy gasped and stared when my erect cock sprang into view. That always does marvels for my ego. Her snug little pussy also made me feel far more endowed than I actually am. I was completely in control, and Amy was out of control. She came like crazy, again and again, as I gently fucked her horny little pussy. Her nails raked my back, her legs shook and flailed, and she bit my neck and shoulder hard.

I had to wonder how all of this would have looked if I had recorded it.

I rolled Amy onto her side and slid my cock back into her. That new angle of penetration had her coming in no time, and I nuzzled her neck every time her pussy spasmed and locked down on my shaft. After that I pulled her up onto her knees and took her from behind. My hands palmed and squeezed her soft ass cheeks while I drove my full length in and out of her pussy with long, slow strokes. When I teased her virgin asshole with the pad of my thumb, she screamed and exploded in orgasm.

It reminded me of my teasing oral sessions with Brittany over the summer. Amy was completely spent, but I was still raring to go. Again, I had the unfair advantage. I felt no need to pound Amy until my release. I knew Hope would take care of that once Amy left our apartment. Instead, I held Amy and caressed her gently after her last shattering climax. I planted soft kisses on her neck and earlobe, making her shiver in my arms. I kissed and lightly nibbled her sensitive nipples.

Finally, I sat on the bed and pulled her up into my lap. I slid my hard cock all the way inside her and held her. She wrapped her arms around my head and moaned as I kissed and nuzzled her breasts. She sounded apologetic when she said, "I have to stop."

"It's okay," I reassured her, kissing her lips as I helped her up off of my lap.

Once again, she stared at my hard cock. Her pale blonde pubic hair highlighted just how red and swollen her puffy pussy lips now were. I slid her panties back up her legs and helped her put on the rest of her clothes. I merely wrapped myself in a bathrobe. We kissed several more times as we made our way back to the living room.

Hope smiled up at us when we stopped behind the couch. Amy leaned over and hugged my sister around her neck. "Thank you so much," she murmured.

"You're welcome," Hope replied, reaching up to squeeze Amy's hand.

I pulled Amy to me and whispered, "Thank you," before kissing her and pulling her body into mine for a warm hug. I loved the way she shivered in my arms. She held my hand as I walked her to the door, and she kissed me hotly before leaving. I watched her walk to her car, and she waved before driving away.

I closed the door and walked over to plop down next to my sister on the couch. She dropped her casual façade and dove into my lap, hungrily slurping my cock into her mouth. She moaned around my shaft and popped me out of her mouth long enough to let me know "She tastes so good on you" before licking all that pussy juice from around the base of my shaft.

Just like I knew she would, Hope eagerly took care of my horny dick. She urged me to come in her mouth. We went to bed and she came like crazy while satisfying me with her pussy and ass. She wanted all the details, and I did not hold back. I described everything the best I could, and that just inspired Hope to come even harder on my cock. Clearly, she wanted Amy. She had used my dick as her surrogate to give her friend the thorough fucking that she would love to deliver herself.

Gasping in the afterglow, and with my dick still deep inside her pussy, I asked Hope, "Have you and Amy ever done anything?"

She shook her head. "No, but I think I would really like to. I'm just not sure she'd be into it."

I teased her nipple with my fingertips. "You're planning to use me to find out, aren't you?"

Her pussy lurched around my cock, then squeezed down hard on my shaft. She didn't have to say anything.

* * *

Tuesday was really busy for all three of us. We did have the figure drawing class together, but it was the only time I saw Amy all day and the last I saw my sister until late that night. I was almost asleep when she slid into bed with me. She snuggled her head onto my shoulder and was asleep before I was.

The next morning, right after Hope left for work, I hooked up my laptop to watch the incredible footage from that weekend. I was a little disappointed that I could not see Aunt Cathy seducing me in the dark bedroom, but before that I watched her strip for bed and muttered "sneaky, sneaky" when I saw her grab the anal lube and quickly slide a slick finger into her ass before she turned off the light and slid into bed.

In the other bedroom, though...

Hope came out of the bathroom wearing one of her oversized t-shirts that she normally wore to bed. Annette and Danielle wore their flannel pajamas. The three of them sat on the bed, talking and giggling. Annette was the one who mentioned that they normally didn't wear those flannel pajamas.

"Mom bought these before we came up for Christmas," she explained. "She didn't want us to be embarrassed—or to embarrass anyone else—but normally we just sleep in our panties." She shrugged. "It's just more comfortable."

My sister looked back and forth between them and then she shrugged. "Okay," she said, and she pulled her t-shirt over her head. My cousins smiled and then they happily stripped off their pajamas. I was hard as a rock watching those three busty women bouncing back into the bed. Their breasts bobbed beautifully every time they giggled and laughed.

Hope kept looking at Danielle's hypnotically bouncing melons, and my cousins exchanged amused smiles when they noticed. Finally, Danielle softly spoke up. "It's okay, Hope. You can touch them if you'd like."

My sister blushed, but Annette smiled softly and nodded. "Go ahead. They're really nice."

Danielle arched her back, pushing her breasts out irresistibly. My sister's hands tentatively touched them—at first. She gradually got into it, fondling and squeezing those massive breasts. Danielle sort of cooed, and Annette slid forward to rub my sister's bare back reassuringly. She was also subtly coaxing my sister closer and closer until inevitably her mouth opened to take in one of Danielle's rock-hard nipples.

"Fuuuck," I groaned. I just managed to pull my dick out of my sweats and grab a tissue before I exploded. Watching that action was way too hot, and it only got hotter. I had an unbelievable two-camera view as those three gorgeous, busty women explored each other all over that bed. They never went down on each other, but they did teasingly touch each other through their panties. They did not hold back when it came to sucking each other's tits.

Between rounds of that bawdy play, they would lie in the bed and talk. They shared all sorts of secrets. Annette said that she wished I was there with them. She told how turned on she had been when I had shared the hide-a-bed with her and her mom.

"I know he's your brother, but it felt so damn good when his hard-on slid between my ass cheeks. It was pressing right against my asshole. I have to tell you, anal sex is my favorite. I wanted him in my ass so bad..." She shook her head and shivered.

Hope rolled toward Annette and kissed her softly on the lips, reaching around to squeeze her exposed ass cheeks. I could not help but stare at my cousin's ass in that thong. I jacked off again as I recalled how incredible her hungry asshole had felt when she took me in. I still had that video to look forward to.

Hope released her and then sat up. "You guys have got to promise never to tell anyone..." I found myself holding my breath as she revealed our secret love affair to our sexy cousins. Then I blinked and stared at the time on the bottom right corner of the screen. I had been watching them for three hours! I was late for class!

I unplugged my laptop and dressed quickly. I was not that late for class, and had not missed much. However, I had trouble focusing on the lecture as you might imagine. I sat between Amy and my sister in the next class. Amy kept giving me adoring looks, and every time I looked at Hope I pictured her moaning around a hard nipple. I was barely able to pay attention to the lecture. I can't say I learned much French that day.

After that class, I practically sprinted back to the apartment to watch the rest of the footage. Once again, there was a surprise waiting for me. I came almost immediately when I watched my sister and our cousins tag-teaming me. That was absolutely fucking spectacular footage to watch. The camera in my parents' bedroom was perfectly positioned to catch me stripping and fucking Aunt Cathy. When I fucked Annette's ass, I was barely visible. Her face was close to the middle of the screen, and I could clearly see my sister and Danielle teasing their pussies while they watched.

The surprise came after that. Hope and Danielle tumbled into the bed in the other room after dinner, while I fell asleep between Annette and Aunt Cathy in the big bed. They lay there together, topless, and giggled and whispered as they talked about the amazing experience we had shared that afternoon and evening. They kissed again, and then my sister squeezed one of Danielle's huge melons. "May I?" she whispered.

"Mmm. Please," Danielle purred back. She lay back and my sister leaned over her, eagerly sucking Danielle's sensitive nipples. After a couple of minutes, Danielle reached down and hooked her thumb into the waist band of her panties, lifting her hips to slide them down her thighs. She lifted her legs and pulled the panties off, tossing them to the floor.

Danielle spread her legs and then put her hands on Hope's shoulders, guiding her down until my sister's face was between her thighs. Danielle planted both hands on the back of my sister's head and pumped her pussy into my sister's mouth. "Oh, that's nice!" she moaned. Danielle basically face-fucked my sister until she came.

I came just watching it. I had barely even touched myself. Danielle then turned my sister around on the bed so they could lick each other at the same time. These were two women who clearly loved the taste of pussy. I knew that I didn't have time to watch all of it, so I sped up the footage to see where to start and stop the video for archiving.

It went on for almost seven hours! Every time I thought they were finished, they would gradually start up again. When they finally fell asleep in each others' arms, I realized why Hope had been so exhausted when I drove us home. While I had gotten nine hours of blissful sleep, she had a marathon sex session with Danielle before a two-hour nap.

Now, I have to explain that watching girl-on-girl porn has never been that hot for me. This was different. Not only could I imagine being there with them, but they talked about me several times between rounds of frantic kissing, sucking, and pussy-licking. They evidently thought that I was busy fucking Aunt Cathy and Annette while they were pleasing each other. I had to back up and watch one segment that had caught my eye.

Danielle was face down and ass up on the bed with my sister behind her. The cameras both showed my sister's fingers plowing in and out of Danielle's soaked pussy while my sister's tongue explored her asshole. "God, that does feel incredible," Danielle moaned. "Annette always told me how much she loves having her asshole fucked, but I've never let anyone do that."

She gasped and shook all over, clearly coming hard with my sister's tongue buried in her ass. She lifted her head once she had recovered, looking over her shoulder at my sister.

"Do you think Daniel is going to enjoy fucking me in the ass?" she asked.

Hope pulled her mouth off of Danielle, and I paused the video. I zoomed in on that slightly open, light-brown hole. It was gleaming with my sister's saliva and I could easily picture how amazing it would look to slide my hard dick into it.

Oh, Danielle, I thought, I'm going to LOVE it.

My eyes were glued to her wet little asshole as I stroked my dick furiously. I imagined how good it would feel to fuck her ass. I came hard into another tissue.

After that, I realized that my wastebasket was pretty full of those wadded up tissues. Hope almost never came into my bedroom, but it was probably a good idea to empty that mess anyway. I pulled the bag out of the wastebasket and tied it off. After replacing the liner, I took the bag full of tissues out to the dumpster.

I got a glass of ice water and sat down in front of my laptop again. I zoomed the camera back out, and let the video play. My sister looked at Danielle with fire in her eyes. "Oh, Danielle," she said, "he's going to LOVE it."

I managed not to choke on my water as I laughed. My sister knows me so well.

* * *

Hope looked preoccupied when she came home that evening. She chewed her lip thoughtfully for a while after I asked her what was wrong. Finally she answered, deliberately weighing each word as she told me what had happened.

"I think I may have scared Amy off," she said. "I asked her how it had gone with you the other night. She blushed and said, 'It was amazing. Your brother was just incredible.' But that was it. I asked her, 'What do you mean?' She got embarrassed and changed the subject. Amy was not about to give me any details."

She paused and thought for a bit. "That was yesterday, that we had that discussion. This afternoon, after French class, she asked if she could come over tonight. I said 'Sure, of course' and she looked really excited—to see you again, of course. I said...let me see. I said, 'Daniel must have really been something.' She sighed and got that faraway look like she was remembering it in detail. Then I messed up and said, 'I'd love to watch the two of you together.' She lost that faraway look and stared at me like I was crazy."

Hope sighed a little sadly. "She said she didn't think she could ever have sex with someone watching her. I asked, 'Haven't you ever been in a threesome?' That just made it worse. I think Amy kind of suspected that there might have been something going on between us, and now she thinks I want to drag her into a threesome with my brother."

"Well, you do, don't you?" I asked.

Hope looked at me sharply. Then she grinned and looked down. "Well, yeah. I really wanted to have both of you in my bed. Now I think that's never going to happen."

I pulled out my cell phone. "Give me her number," I said. "Let me talk to her and make it all better."

* * *

Amy sounded uncertain when she answered my call. "Hello?"

"Hey, Amy, it's Daniel."

"I know," she said. "I...wasn't sure I should take your call, Daniel." Her voice was soft and uncertain.

"I'm glad you did, Amy. Hope told me what she said, and she feels terrible about it. She said she didn't realize until after she had said it just how bad it sounded."

"Oh?" Amy replied.

I lowered my voice, but Hope was right there in front of me. She was nervously chewing on a fingernail as she hung on my every word. "I have to tell you, Amy, it was all I could do not to laugh out loud. But, clearly she was upset with herself."

Hope pulled her finger from her mouth and mouthed "asshole!" I grinned and stuck out my tongue. Her expression softened when she heard Amy's relieved laugh over the phone.

"Oh, thank God!" Amy chuckled. "I was really freaked out."

"I totally understand," I said. Then I made sure my voice was serious. "Amy, I have to be honest with you. I was really scared to do anything with you."

"You could have fooled me," she replied. "You didn't seem nervous at all the other night."

"Before that, though, when Hope told me you wanted to date, I told her 'absolutely not.'"

"What? Why?" Amy sounded a little upset.

"Because Hope thinks of you as her absolute best friend, Amy. I didn't want to risk messing that up. I told her that if I messed up and hurt you, or we broke up, that it would ruin your friendship. I didn't want to take that chance. Don't get me wrong, I think you're beautiful. I just thought that it was a bad idea."

There was a long pause as Amy let that sink in. "So, why did you?" she asked. She quickly added, "Not that I'm complaining! It was amazing. Just, if you told her 'absolutely not' then why would you change your mind?"

"Hope talked me into it," I said. "She told me that if I didn't date you, then it would seem like she didn't think you were good enough for her brother. Hope went on and on about what an amazing woman you were, and what a great friend. Um...this is a little embarrassing. She also told me that you needed a good man to make love to you right, and she asked if I would do that for her."



"Oh. Oh, God! I'm so embarrassed," Amy said. I could practically hear her blushing over the phone.

"I loved being with you, Amy," I said, "but if it comes down to me being with you or you being my sister's best friend, I want you to be her friend."

I heard Amy's voice crack. "You're so sweet," she said.

In front of me, my sister looked at me with love and admiration. It was like she was melting—but in a good way.

"Amy, would you please do me a favor?" I asked. "Call my sister so she can apologize to you. She feels terrible and really wants to make it up to you."

I felt like such a manipulative bastard when Amy called my sister minutes later. I mean, I knew that she desperately wanted to be with me again after the way I had given her so much pleasure the other night. She wanted to believe me, so she did. She eagerly accepted my sister's apology for the "misunderstanding." Half an hour after that, she was in our apartment, hugging my sister tightly in our living room. They both had tears in their eyes when they finally released each other.

I leaned in and kissed Amy on her cheek. "Thank you," I whispered. She threw her arms around my neck and pulled me down to her. "No, thank you!" She drove her tongue frantically into my mouth as she kissed me right in front of my sister. Hope smiled at me, then stood right behind Amy and gently rubbed her shoulders.

Amy's eyes were a little wild after that kiss. Hope turned her and asked, "Have you eaten? We were just about to have dinner." Amy shook her head. "Come on," my sister said with a smile. They held hands as Hope led her to our dining room table.

We shared a nice dinner. Amy and Hope talked about their classes, occasionally letting me join in when our French class came up. I just smiled at both of them most of that meal. Twice, Amy reached over and impulsively squeezed my hand. Both times, she repeated the gesture with Hope immediately afterward.

We sat on the couch and turned on the television, even though none of us were paying attention to what was on. Amy sat on my lap and immediately turned around so she could kiss me while writhing on top of me. Hope leaned in and kissed Amy on her cheek. "You two look amazing together," she breathed. She sighed and added, "I'll give you two some privacy," and started to get up.

"No!" Amy gasped, pulling her mouth from me. "You should stay." She only blushed a little when she softly added, "I want you to be here with us."

Amy was all over me after that. Hope was clearly aroused watching us. Eventually, she cleared her throat. "That looks a little uncomfortable. You guys can use my bed if you'd like. There's a lot more room in there."

"Yes!" Amy gasped, but of course she dragged Hope along with us.

Amy was on fire when she kicked off her jeans while kissing me. We were still kissing as she lay back on Hope's bed. Hope stood beside the bed and watched until Amy broke off the kiss and looked over at her. "It's okay, Hope," she said, patting the mattress next to her. "You should lie down and get comfortable. Oh!" Her eyes went wide and she looked back at me as I kissed my way down her tummy.

Hope slid into the bed as I pulled Amy's panties aside and gently licked her soaking pussy. My sister reached over and held Amy's hand gently. Amy was the one who intertwined their fingers and squeezed my sister's hand. "That looks incredible," Hope breathed.

"Oh god!" Amy gasped. Then she pulled Hope's head down and started kissing her. Hope's eyes went wide. Amy frantically kissed my sister for several seconds before Hope "reluctantly" moaned and kissed her back. Amy shuddered and came, moaning sexily into my sister's soft mouth.

She lifted her hips for me so I could slide her panties off of her. As soon as I slid my hard cock into her drenched pussy, I whispered, "You two look so damned hot!" Amy started tugging at Hope's clothes as I slowly fucked her. Hope stripped down to her panties and lay next to Amy, and they kissed hungrily while Amy fondled my sister's big breasts.

I lifted Amy's right leg and slowly turned her onto her side with my cock buried inside her. Hope broke off their kiss and she stroked Amy's cheek. Then Hope gasped, "Oh, Amy! You shouldn't...oh!" She breathed heavily for a while before groaning, "That feels so nice." Amy had taken one of my sister's thick nipples into her mouth and she was slurping on her breast noisily. I was not even thrusting into Amy's tight little snatch. I felt her pussy fluttering and soaking me with her juices over and over. She was so aroused just from having me inside her while she molested my sister.

I leaned over her body and whispered "Wow" into her ear. Then I kissed her neck. Both of them were moaning as Amy eagerly sucked Hope's sensitive nipples. My sister pulled her panties to the side, showing me how drenched she was and sliding one finger inside. I pulled my cock out of Amy, making her groan. Then I knelt behind her and pulled her up onto her knees. That caused her to release Hope's nipple, and it also pushed Hope onto her back.

I pulled Amy's hips toward me, impaling her pussy on my throbbing dick once again. She moaned and kissed her way down Hope's body as I did it. I drove my cock into her, and that pushed Amy's gasping mouth right into my sister's waiting pussy. "Oh, no! What are you doing?" Hope moaned. "Amy, please, you can't lick me there! Oh! Oh, please! You've got to stop or I'm going to—OH! Oh, God, I'm coming!"

That last part was no act. My sister shook as she came all over her best friend's sucking mouth. Amy shook through her own intense orgasm. It was too much stimulation for me. The way that little blonde pussy looked stretched around my cock, the way her shapely little ass shook as she came, the way Hope's tits shook and bobbed as she came..."Amy, I'm going to come!" I cried out.

"Mmm-hmm!" she groaned into Hope's pussy. She finally pulled her mouth from my sister and looked over her shoulder long enough to gasp, "Come inside me!" Then she dove back into Hope's pussy and sucked on my sister's horny, throbbing clit.

Amy actually apologized to us afterwards. She was completely convinced that everything that we had done that night was because she made it happen. She kissed Hope again and again as we all lay naked in that bed. "Oh, Hope, I hope you're not mad at me." Kiss. "I know this isn't what you really wanted. I just love you so much." Kiss. "I'm so happy you let me be with your brother, and I just wanted to share this moment with you. Please don't be mad at me."

Hope kissed her back tenderly. "Oh, Amy, I'm not mad at you at all. You just really surprised me, that's all." Hope kissed her again, tenderly, and her hand found Amy's sensitive breast. "May I?" she asked, lowering her mouth to that pale nipple.

"Ohhh, yes!" Amy groaned appreciatively.

Hope feasted on Amy's sensitive breasts and pushed her back toward me. My renewed erection slid easily into Amy's drooling pussy, and she moaned in almost continuous climax between us until she passed out. I felt Hope's fingers exploring the juncture of my cock and Amy's pussy. She wanted to make sure I slept with my dick inside Amy.

The next morning—way too early—I found out why. Amy had to get up at 3:30 to get ready for her morning shift at Denny's. She kissed Hope and then me, groaning as my cock slid out of her. She got out of the bed and took a quick shower before heading out the door. I think she was trying to let us get back to sleep. As soon as the door closed behind her, Hope dove onto my sloppy cock and sucked it with gusto.

"God, I wanted to do this all night," she gasped between slurps. "Every time you pulled out of her pussy, I wanted to lick her and suck you."

I watched her gobble my dick for a couple of minutes before I spoke up. "Now you just have to make sure you don't sound too eager when she asks to come back over."

I was really too tired to give my horny sister what she desperately wanted. She rode me hard, and I kept dozing off. She managed to get herself off while riding my dick, but it wasn't as satisfying as sex normally was for us. She rolled off of me and pulled the covers over us. "Hey," she whispered.

"Yeah?" I mumbled.

"You owe me a real fuck in the morning."

"Okay."

Four hours later, I gave it to her. I pounded her sweet pussy all over that bed. We showered and I fucked her horny asshole afterward, bending her over the side of the bed. I couldn't help but imagine Danielle's ass, with my sister's saliva coating it, when I first slid into her tight little rectal ring. We ran out of time before I got to come, but at least I had satisfied Hope before she left for work.

* * *

Amy called me right after Hope left for work. She was nervous and apologetic.

"Daniel, I am so sorry," she gushed. "I don't know what came over me last night."

"Amy, it's alright. I wasn't ever upset, just surprised. Hope seemed a little freaked out, but I think that was as much about waking up naked in bed with her brother as it was about what happened last night."

"Oh, God! I didn't even think about that!"

"I calmed her down, though. I mean, it's not like she and I had sex last night. She said she felt guilty, but she really enjoyed it when you kissed her."

"Oh. She did?"

"Yes. We agreed that you are an amazing kisser, Amy." Again, I could almost hear her blush over the phone.

"Thanks," she murmured.

"Hope was obviously a little...confused," I went on. "I don't think she ever had a girl kiss her like that before. She certainly never expected you to kiss her...everywhere like that. But when I asked her about it, she had to admit she really enjoyed it. She blushed when I told her how amazing the two of you looked and how turned on you got me."

"I could tell," she whispered.

"Besides," I continued, "it's not like we were drunk or anything. We were just three adults who got really turned on and pushed our boundaries a little bit. Nobody got hurt. We'll just tone it down a little bit the next time we're together."

"Oh, thank god," Amy breathed. "I am so glad to hear you say that. I was so worried you would think I was some kind of freak, but at the same time I was worried that you might expect me to do more of that. I'm not sure I could deal with either one of those...um...outcomes? No, that's not right. Anyway, I'm so glad you understand."

"I can't wait to see you again," I said. "Do you think I could see you at lunch today?"

* * *

Lunch wasn't feasible, but we did get together on campus at 2:30 in the afternoon for a brief visit. Amy looked nervous until I smiled and hugged her tightly. She melted against my chest. I rubbed her back and felt her relax as I kissed the top of her head.

"You look great," I said as we sat on a bench.

"Thanks," she said. "I felt like a nervous wreck all morning. I could barely look at Hope in our morning class, much less talk to her."

"That's a shame," I said. "I'm sure she is just as nervous about talking to you."

"What do I say, though?" she asked.

"Honestly? Just act like last night never happened. At least until you know you guys are okay, and you've had some time to think about it. Once you get past that, you guys have lots to talk about."

She looked at my face closely. "Daniel...why aren't you freaked out about any of this?"

I swallowed a little nervously at that. Shit! Had I blown this? "What do you mean?"

"Well, I was freaked out, and Hope was freaked out. You seem way too calm about everything."

I felt my face heating up, and knew that I was blushing. I thought quickly. "Amy...I don't want you to think I'm some kind of pervert or anything. If I tell you this, it has got to be a secret between you and me. If it makes you want to break up with me, I'll understand, but you have to promise you will never tell anybody."

"Even Hope?" she asked.

"Especially not Hope," I said. That had her undivided attention. She nodded. "You've got to swear, you will never tell anyone," I said.

"I swear," she replied readily.

"Okay," I said. I shook my head. "I can't believe I'm telling you this." I chewed my lip as I tried to figure out exactly how to put this. "You know how you thought it was odd when Hope sat in my lap, that first time you came over?"

She nodded, and I went on. "Well that started almost a year ago. Hope sat in my lap while our family watched television one night. It wasn't a big deal. Then she did it more often. Colleen, our older sister, started doing it too. The thing is, I've always known my sisters are beautiful. All my life I saw the way guys stared at them. Suddenly, here I was, this horny eighteen-year-old—"

Amy covered her mouth and her eyes were wide. She tried not to giggle, but it came through. I looked at her and spread my hands helplessly.

"Yeah," I said. "I was getting turned on from my own sisters sitting in my lap. Nothing ever happened, of course, but I got turned on and I have to admit, I fantasized about something happening. I always felt guilty about it." I gave her a moment for that to sink in. "So, when I finally got to see my sister naked last night, it was like a fantasy come true. She's my sister, and I would never do anything to hurt her, but you felt how hard I got inside you when you got her to undress. I got even more turned on when you two were...you know."

It was Amy's turn to blush then. I reached out and squeezed her hand. "I've been hiding that from her for so long," I said. "I was terrified they would feel me getting hard when they sat in my lap. I've just kept all of that deep inside and acted like I was calm and cool with everything."

"I see," Amy said softly.

"I was nervous the first time you and I were together," I lied, "but obviously you didn't think I was. Hope was freaked out when we woke up naked in her bed, but I acted calm and managed to calm her down. We got dressed, and then we talked about you."

"Do you still think about Hope like that?" Amy asked softly. "When she sits in your lap, does it still...?"

I thought about it for a bit. "She's my sister," I said with a shrug. "I love her, and that's what counts. I could never do anything that would hurt her like that." Then I looked down and whispered, "But, yeah, I still get hard when she sits in my lap. Every time."

"Oh," Amy breathed. I looked back up at her face. She was flushed.

"You promised," I reminded her. "You can never tell her any of this."

"Oh, I won't," Amy said.

* * *

Hope and Amy apparently did talk that afternoon. The two of them came to the apartment together late that evening, and we shared another nice dinner. After dinner the three of us again went to the couch, and I sat between them. I was surprised when Amy spoke up.

"Hope, why don't you sit in Daniel's lap this time?" she suggested. I turned and looked at her sharply. She looked just a little too innocent as she kept her eyes locked on the television. I turned and realized that Hope was also staring at Amy. My sister looked at me and licked her lips nervously before she slid into my lap.

We caught the second half of a movie that was on network television. It was something all of us had seen before, but I wasn't paying enough attention to tell you now what it was. I was desperately trying to get a read on my sister and Amy.

Amy looked over at us a few times. Each time she had an enigmatic little smile on her lips. Hope's crotch felt very warm, and soon got me hard even though I was trying not to get turned on. Hope let out a little moan when she felt it, and that earned us another brief look and smile from Amy.

After the movie, Amy turned to us. "I don't have to work in the morning. Would you guys mind if I stay with you tonight and snuggle between you again?" Hope and I exchanged a nervous look, and she quickly added, "Not naked, of course! We'll sleep in t-shirts and underwear so nothing crazy happens."

"Um...okay," Hope said. I shrugged. When Hope got up out of my lap, Amy looked at my bulging cock and smiled before looking up at my face.

"Why don't you go get changed and then you can join us?" Amy suggested. I nodded and went to my room, getting a clean t-shirt and boxers and slipping into them.

I walked into my sister's room just as Amy broke off kissing my sister. This had been a soft kiss on the lips. I couldn't help but look at my sister's hard nipples poking out of the front of that t-shirt. I think Amy saw me looking there, and I tried to play it off. I slid into the far side of the bed closest to the wall. Amy crawled onto the bed next to me.

"Turn this way," she said.

I did, and then she faced Hope and pushed her back against me. Her tight little butt was right in my crotch. Hope turned down the lamp so that the room was left in dim illumination, and then she slid into the bed on the other side of Amy. Amy wiggled her butt against me until my hard cock was lodged between her cheeks and then she sighed.

"That's so nice," she breathed. "Thank you guys so much for being so understanding. I'm so happy to be right here tonight."

"I'm glad you're here," Hope whispered.

"Good night," Amy whispered back. She kissed Hope softly on the lips, and moaned when she felt my cock buck against her bottom. "Oh. That feels so good."

I realized that she was talking to Hope, not me. Suddenly I thought I had an idea what was going on. Hope had confided something to her, as I had. Amy knew that there was an attraction between us. She was trying to make something happen between me and Hope. I smiled at that, and my body relaxed. Oh, my dick was still completely hard, but the rest of me wasn't stiff anymore. I kissed the back of Amy's neck a couple of times, then rested my head on the pillow and went to sleep.
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I woke up a few hours later and had to blink and recall where I was and what was going on. In the faint light of my sister's bedroom, I could see Amy's blonde hair in front of my face. She was moaning softly and pressing her butt back against my hard cock. The covers had been pulled down, and I lifted my head slowly. Amy had pulled her shirt up.

Hope was once again moaning as she sucked on one of Amy's stiff nipples. I realized then what had awakened me. Amy had pulled my dick out of the front of my boxers. She had shed her panties, and now she was rubbing the head of my cock between her moist pussy lips. Hope saw my face, and she closed her eyes briefly before looking at my face expectantly.

She wanted me to act like I was asleep? I closed my eyes and carefully lowered my head back to the pillow. I realized I had been holding my breath, and tried to breathe evenly.

I heard Amy whisper, "Oh, he's so hard right now. It feels so big pressing against my wet pussy."

Hope moaned and released Amy's nipple. "Oh, you're so bad, Amy! He's my little brother."

"He's not so little anymore," Amy growled back.

I bit my lip and breathed out through my nose when I felt the head of my cock slide into Amy's wet pussy.

"Oh! He's inside me!" Amy hissed.

I heard Hope moaning softly as Amy pushed her head under the covers. I felt her hot breath on the shaft of my cock and my balls. Her breathing quickened, and I heard and felt her taking a whiff of Amy's wet pussy.

"Does that look hot?" Amy whispered. "Does your brother's cock look incredible stretching my pussy like that?" Amy held the base of my cock steady, and then she moved her hips so that just the head of my cock slid in and out of her. "How does that look?" she hissed. Then she groaned.

I felt the wet tip of my sister's tongue as she licked Amy's clit. Amy shifted her hips and her grip, and then I felt my sister's hot mouth taking in the head of my cock. "Oh, fuck!" Amy gasped. "That is so hot!"

Hope sucked my cock noisily for a few seconds before she reached up and pressed me back into Amy's pussy. Her hand reached around and she pressed my ass forward. I started pumping my hips forward, and Amy gasped as she lost her grip on the slippery shaft of my cock. It was buried inside her two strokes later. I moaned and thrust in and out of her tight, slippery channel.

My sister's head popped up out of the covers and she kissed Amy on the lips again. "You are so bad," Hope growled. Amy just panted as she came all over my invading dick. Hope snaked her hand down and teased Amy's clit, pushing her to a new level of climax. Her pussy spasmed and squeezed my dick.

It took all of my self-control not to come inside her right then. I groaned and "woke up" then, acting confused.

"Amy? What are you..." my hand slid down her side, stopping on her naked hip. "Where are your panties?"

"Oh, Daniel," she moaned, turning her head to kiss me on the mouth. "Please fuck me!"

Hope's eyes met mine then, and she nodded enthusiastically. I groaned and thrust into Amy's drenched pussy, and she moaned into my mouth. She was planting fluttering little kisses on my mouth and panting as I drove my hips forward and back.

"You guys look incredible," my sister breathed. Then she went back to noisily sucking Amy's nipples.

Amy cried out and shook like crazy when I came inside her. After that, I held her in my arms and kissed her. I fell asleep soon after.

* * *

We slept in and then lounged around the apartment in bathrobes as we enjoyed a late breakfast together. Eventually we had to get dressed and go to class, but everything had changed. We were so comfortable around each other. The tension of the previous day was gone.

Amy needed to head back to her apartment to change before class. She talked to us while she shed her robe and pulled on her clothes from the previous evening. It was only after she pulled the t-shirt over her head and turned to us that she realized we had watched her. She blushed slightly, but then shrugged it off and kissed us both before leaving.

"I have to work tonight," she said, "May I come over after that? It will be pretty late."

Hope said "Sure" at the same time I said, "Of course."

We did not have that much time after Amy left, so we talked in the shower. I told Hope that I had admitted to Amy that I would get hard when she and Colleen sat in my lap, and that I had fantasized about something happening. "Of course, we never actually did anything," I said with a grin. "You are my sister after all." While I said it, my soapy cock was in the cleft of her buttocks, and my hands were spreading sudsy foam all over her breasts and belly.

"Of course," she chuckled. She leaned her head back and kissed me. Then she revealed that Amy had asked her if it turned her on to watch while we had sex on Wednesday night. "I told her it was really hot to watch that, but of course, you're my little brother. It's not like we could have sex or anything. I did admit that sometimes when I sat in your lap I could feel you getting hard, and that it turned me on. Did you realize that she actually pushed your dick into my mouth last night?"

"I thought so, but I couldn't see it."

Hope shook her head and then turned around to face me. She was grinning. "I have to say, this is incredibly fun. But it's tough for me to act reluctant. Amy gets so turned on just thinking about getting the two of us to do something naughty."

We did not have enough time, or we would have done "something naughty" right then and there. Instead, we scurried around to get dressed and off to class. Amy and Hope had the same class, and I walked my sister to that building and gave Amy a quick smooch before heading on to my own class.

* * *

That afternoon, I had some time to catch up on the video feeds from the house. Annette had gotten a part-time job, but she did not care for it. She was already looking for something better. Danielle was in high school, and it was my old high school. I recognized some of the people she talked about when they shared stories from their day.

I had gotten some fantastic videos of the three of them showering and walking around their rooms naked or wearing only panties. However, they never did anything overtly sexual with each other. I thought that was odd after the way they had acted during our visit. What they did do regularly was spread some kind of high-end moisturizing lotion all over their massive breasts. That was always a treat to behold.

Clearly, they loved each other dearly. They were comfortable being naked or mostly naked around each other. They just didn't have sex the way I did with my mom and sisters. I imagine it would have been different if one of them had been a guy.

I realized that afternoon that I was rapidly running out of storage space on the two hard drives installed in my laptop. I had been saving so many high-definition video clips over the past year that I had almost filled my computer with them. I hated to get rid of anything that I had saved, but I was going to have to either do that or invest in some other sort of storage.

It never crossed my mind that maybe I should just delete all of it to get rid of the evidence. I was too addicted to my illicit peep-shows to consider it. My laptop was over ninety percent full of those videos now. Even though they were all password-protected and hidden, anyone with any sort of computer skills would be able to see right away what was on my computer.

It was only much later that I even thought about any of that. My life could have become a living hell if that laptop had fallen into the wrong hands.

* * *

Amy spent more and more time at our apartment over the next week. She gave me a blowjob for the first time, and refused to stop when Hope came into the room. She only moaned louder when I whispered that my sister was watching. Amy loved riding me while Hope watched, and she was just as turned on when I watched Hope lick her pussy. Her favorite was still when I took her from behind and teased her sensitive little asshole while she slurped on my sister's pussy. I think that was everyone's favorite, really.

Amy kept pushing. On Tuesday night, she took my hand and filled it with my sister's soft breast. "Doesn't that feel nice?" she whispered in my ear. Later, she urged me to kiss my sister while her fingers were buried in Hope's pussy. When I "reluctantly" bent to kiss her, Hope fervently returned the kiss. "Oh, damn, that's so hot," Amy hissed.

Wednesday night, Amy rode me "reverse cowgirl" and pulled my sister's mouth into her pussy. My sister's tongue was all over Amy's pussy and my shaft. After Amy came, she lifted her hips and pushed Hope's head down. My sister moaned in protest around my cock. "Oh, fuck!" Amy hissed. "That's so hot! Suck his cock!"

I had already been close, and that pushed me over the edge. "Oh, God, I'm coming!" I gasped.

I think Amy actually had an orgasm just watching me come in my sister's mouth. Hope sat back after that. "Amy! I can't believe you did that!" she whispered. She actually looked shocked, even to me. Amy crawled between Hope's thighs.

"Let me make it up to you," she said. While she licked my sister to another climax, I lay on my side next to them. Hope just moaned helplessly and Amy's eyes were on fire when my sister's mouth once again closed on my dick.

I stroked my sister's cheek afterward, while she savored the semen in her mouth. "I'm sorry, Hope," I murmured. "I should have stopped you, but it just felt too good."

"That's okay," she whispered back. "I think I always wanted to try it."

Friday evening, Amy joined me in the shower. She urged Hope to join us and had me wash both of them. We ran out of hot water—I had to rinse in the bitterly cold spray. Afterward, we lounged around in bathrobes. Amy stretched and leaned over the back of the couch, lifting up the back of her robe. "Daniel, I've got something for you," she cooed, spreading her feet. Hope came over and stood beside us while I fucked Amy from behind.

"Can you see his cock going in and out of my pussy?" Amy asked my sister.

"Yes," Hope replied, gently rubbing Amy's back.

Amy shuddered and came. She turned her head and kissed Hope deeply. "Your turn," Amy hissed after that kiss.

Hope and I both balked at that. "Amy! He's my brother!" Hope gasped, stepping away.

"Come on, Amy," I said, shaking my head. "That's just too much."

We had discussed it that morning after Amy left for work. We agreed that we were going to make Amy work for it. She was going to have to find a really creative way to get us to fuck "for the first time."

That night Amy did get my face between Hope's thighs. Hope gasped when I started licking her. Amy kissed my sister and asked, "How does it feel to have your brother licking your pussy? Isn't he good at it?"

"Oh, Amy, that's just so wrong!" Hope protested. Then she shuddered and came on my tongue.

* * *

Saturday afternoon I was at the apartment alone. Amy and Hope were both at work, and I was on my laptop. I realize that I have made it sound like all I did on my laptop was look at those video feeds from the attic, but I was actually doing online research for an assignment when there was a knock at the door. I glanced at the clock and knew it couldn't be Amy at the door. She still had two more hours on her shift at Denny's.

I opened the door, and there was my oldest sister, Colleen. I had not seen or talked with her since New Year's Day, so it was a real shock to see her standing there. I recovered and let her inside, giving her a big hug. I leaned back and looked at her face.

"What are you doing here?" I asked.

"Dave broke up with me," she said. "I dropped by the house to visit Aunt Cathy. I figured I would stay with them, but then I saw that my old bedroom was..." Colleen spread her hands helplessly. "She told me you guys had visited, and she apologized for the mess. When I saw all that furniture piled up in my room, I just didn't feel like telling them that we'd broken up. It didn't feel like home any more. I got in my car and drove here. Can I please stay with you guys for a while?"

"Of course!" I said. "There's not a lot of..." I suddenly remembered Amy and Hope would be back in a couple of hours. Our little apartment might get awfully uncomfortable in a hurry.

"What's wrong?" Colleen asked.

"I'm not sure where to start," I said, sitting down on the couch. My sister sat her perfect ass in my lap and wrapped an arm around me. I looked up at her face.

"You could start by kissing me," she said softly. "I could really use a good kiss right now."

I wrapped my arms around her while we kissed. It was a soft, lingering kiss. The way that she kissed me let me know that she needed to be loved and held rather than filled with my dick. I hugged her, just enjoying the marvelous warmth and smell of my sister in my arms before leaning back and looking up at her again.

"What happened?" I asked.

"My slutty past caught up with me," Colleen replied bitterly. "Evidently Dave ran into a couple of my ex-boyfriends around town. Those guys ran off their mouths. Dave started asking around, and there were just too many big-mouthed assholes that had been with me. They bragged about all the things I had let them do to me, especially when I was drunk." She shook her head. Colleen was sad and still upset, but she'd had days to dwell on all of this. She sounded depressed rather than really angry.

"Instead of coming to me and asking me about it," she continued, "Dave called his mother and asked her for advice. He told her everything." She colored again as that humiliation replayed in her mind. "She called me a dirty slut and said I wasn't good enough for her son."

"What a bitch!" I spat. I was furious. Nobody talks that way about my sister, dammit!

Colleen kissed me and then she started crying, burying her face in my neck and just bawling. Her body was wracked with sobs, and tears streamed down her face to soak my neck. I hugged her fiercely until the worst of that passed. Then I murmured in her ear, "Do you want me to kick his ass?"

She chuckled at that and sniffled. I leaned forward and snagged a tissue from the coffee table and handed it to her. "Thanks," she said. After she blew her nose, I gave her a fresh tissue for her eyes. I had to lean way over to reach the little waste basket that we kept beside the coffee table. I held it for her and she dropped the tissues into it after wadding them up. It took a few more tissues before she was done.

"He was a fool," I whispered.

"Thanks," she said again, giving me a sad smile.

"No, I mean it," I said. "You are the most beautiful woman I have ever known. And you know I'm not just saying that because you're my sister. If Dave had worked at it every day, he might have been able to be worthy of you, and he blew it. He'll never be with anyone as good as you, ever."

My voice was fierce when I got to the end of that. My sister looked at me the whole time and then her eyes welled up again. She hugged me tightly and sobbed into my neck, "I love you so much!"

"I love you too," I whispered, but of course she knew it.

Colleen was physically exhausted after the long drive as well as being emotionally drained. I carried her bags up from her car and curled up with her in my bed until she fell asleep. I got up carefully and tucked her in. After quietly closing my bedroom door, I paced around the living room and tried to figure out what I should do.

After a bit, I pulled out my phone and texted Hope. "Colleen is here. She and Dave broke up."

I wanted to call Dave and chew him out, but I knew that Colleen didn't want that. Of course, what I really wanted to do was beat him senseless. That wasn't going to help anybody, but it was going to take a long time for that feeling to pass. Six years later, I'm still waiting for it to pass.

Hope called then. "What happened? Should I come home now?" she asked.

"No," I said, blowing out a long breath. "She's asleep in my room. Dave broke off their engagement. She went to the house, but couldn't bring herself to tell Aunt Cathy. So she packed up her car and drove here. I told her she could stay with us. I hope you don't mind."

"Oh, that's fine. She can stay as long as she likes." Hope thought for a bit. "Oh! What about Amy?"

We knew that Amy didn't have her phone on her while she was at work. "I'll try to call her at work," I said. "If she's busy, I'll just have her call back when she can."

"Okay," Hope replied. "I'll be home right after work."

I called Denny's and the manager said she would get Amy.

Amy was breathing hard when she got to the phone. "We're pretty busy. What's up?"

"Our sister Colleen just showed up unannounced. Her fiancé dumped her. She's zonked out in my bed right now. I just thought I should give you a heads-up before you come over."

"Oh no!" she said, "Is she alright?"

"I'm sure she'll be fine. We just haven't seen or talked to her since New Years, so she doesn't know anything about us."

"Oh, okay. Do you still want me to come over?"

"Yes. Just...you might want to call first. Sorry to bother you at work, Amy. I just didn't want you to get blindsided."

"Oh, no, no; that's fine. I'll call you as soon as I get off work, okay?"

"Sounds good."

I hung up and paced around the living room some more. There wasn't anything else I could think of that I could do, so I got back to work on my computer. I was still seething the whole time.

Amy called me before Hope got home from work. Colleen was still sleeping. She looked peaceful and happy lying in my bed, and I did not want to disturb her. I told Amy everything, and how Colleen had cried after she told me. My anger was obvious over the phone.

"Daniel, you need to calm down and take care of your sister," Amy said. Her voice was soothing, and I stopped pacing and sat down on the couch. I blew out a long breath of frustration.

"I know," I said. "It's just so damned infuriating! Those assholes hurt my sister, and I can't just let them get away with it."

I heard her park her car and realized that she had been talking to me while she drove. I heard her car door close and could tell that she was walking.

"Daniel, you want to come open the door and let me in? I promise I'll help you calm down."

I walked over and unlocked the front door. Amy hung up her phone and smiled as she stepped in. She hugged me, wrapping her arms around me and rubbing her hands over the tense muscles of my lower back. I closed the front door and kissed her. My muscles remained stubbornly tense.

Amy managed to completely surprise me. It was a side of her I had never seen and didn't even know existed. Prior to that afternoon, she had been shy, horny, easily embarrassed. I knew she was Hope's best friend, but that afternoon I got a glimpse that showed me why Hope thought so highly of her. Amy stepped into our apartment and completely took charge.

When rubbing my back and kissing me did not calm me down, she hustled me into the bathroom. "Let's get a nice, warm shower," she said. Her voice was calm and controlled and at the same time she was stripping off her work uniform. That distracted me, and the next thing I knew we were both naked in the shower. Between the soothing warm water and her sexy body rubbing against me, Amy made me forget that I was mad.



She kissed me under the warm spray and stroked my soapy cock. Unlike most of the times we had been together, there was nothing frantic in her kiss. Instead, this was a slow, sensuous kiss that was full of promise. We got out of the shower and she toweled me dry. She kissed me on my chest, then on the head of my cock, and nuzzled my shoulder while gently working the towel over me. After that she wrapped a bathrobe around me. I was completely calm when we emerged from the bathroom.

Hope was there, looking tense, and I was ready to hug her gently and calm her down. The three of us were sitting on the couch talking quietly when Colleen emerged from my bedroom. She was blinking and stretching when she stopped and looked at us. Amy was wearing one of our fluffy white bathrobes, like I was. She was the one who stood and strode over to Colleen, embracing her in a warm hug. After a moment of confusion, Colleen hugged her back.

"Colleen, it's so nice to finally meet you," Amy murmured. She gave Colleen a radiant smile and then led her over to the couch. Amy guided Colleen into my lap and then settled beside us. She was still holding Colleen's hand. Amy patted Colleen's hand softly and prompted, "So, how was your drive?"

"Um...it was okay." Colleen looked at me, then Hope, and then Amy. "I'm sorry—who are you?"

"Oh, I'm Amy. I'm Hope's friend, and now Daniel's friend. I hope I'll be your friend, too." Amy gave Colleen's hand a soft squeeze. I saw that clearly, since it was right in front of me.

Colleen could not help but smile at the warm look Amy gave her. "Thanks," she replied softly.

"Oh! How is Aunt Cathy doing?" Amy asked. That was another surprise. We had barely mentioned Aunt Cathy to Amy. At least, I hadn't. I turned to look at Hope, but she also seemed surprised.

"She's doing great," Colleen replied. "She absolutely loves her new job. It's at the same company where our mom used to work, so she already had some friends there. Can you believe they already gave her a promotion?"

"Really?" Hope breathed. "That was fast."

Colleen nodded, and went on to tell us how Danielle was fitting in nicely at our old high school. "Annette quit her job this week," she added. "I think she's going to be getting an internship at Mom's company, though, so that will work out nicely." She shook her head. "I wish I had thought of that. I could have applied for an internship there two years ago. It just never crossed my mind to do it."

"Well, what do you want to do now?" Amy asked.

Right then, Colleen's stomach gurgled loudly, and we all laughed. Amy stood up from the couch. "I'll get dinner. Let me get dressed and make a phone call. Hope, will you come with me to pick up the food?"

"Sure!" Hope said, hopping up from the couch.

I wrapped my arms around Colleen's waist and squeezed her. "I'm so glad to have you here," I murmured, kissing her neck.

She rubbed her bottom in my lap and leaned back against me. "I'm so glad I came," she sighed.

I could never help myself with one of my sexy sisters in my lap. I got hard, and of course Colleen could feel it. She stretched her body sinuously against me, letting out a soft "hmm" as she planted the head of my cock against her hot pussy. Even through her jeans, that moist heat was obvious.

"I've missed you so much," she sighed.

Amy and Hope came out of Hope's bedroom. Amy once again wore her Denny's waitress uniform. "We're going to go pick up dinner," she said. She glanced at the time on the microwave. "We should be back in twenty minutes or so. The water heater should be full again if you'd like a shower, Colleen."

She bent and kissed my cheek. After a brief pause, she kissed Colleen's cheek as well. She stepped back, and then Hope bent over the back of the couch and wrapped her arms around both of us in a nice hug.

"See you guys in a bit!" she said, and then they were out the door.

As soon as Hope locked the door behind them, Colleen turned in my lap and drove her tongue into my mouth. She clawed at my robe as her tongue aggressively attacked mine. When she had my robe open fully, she slid back on my thighs. She sighed when my boner sprang up between us. She wrapped her hand around it and looked up into my eyes.

"It was so tough for me to keep this a secret," she murmured. "After Dave broke up with me, I wanted to tell him he would never be half the man that my little brother is."

I cocked my head at that. Seriously, these women keep telling me things like that, but I know I am just not that well-endowed. A little above average, maybe, but not porn-star material. Oh, it looks really thick when it first spreads open a tight pussy or sphincter—especially the first time. When Colleen slid to her knees in front of me, she had no problem taking the whole thing down her throat.

"You're amazing," I breathed. I could not help but shake my head in disbelief.

"Gluk! Gluk! Gluk! Gluk! Sluuuurp! Mmmm," Colleen replied, fucking my cock in and out of her throat before taking me to the root and moaning happily. My knuckles were white as I grabbed the edge of the couch cushion. She had taken me to the brink of orgasm just like that. Colleen knew it, too. Her eyes twinkled wickedly as she looked up at me and savored the way my dick throbbed in her gullet.

Even though she was the one on her knees, I was the one who was helpless and in her power. She kept her eyes locked on mine as she carefully worked her throat muscles over the head of my cock. She was swallowing my pre-cum as it drooled out, without quite pushing me over the edge. I moaned and shivered, which just encouraged her. Colleen's mastery of her talented throat was incredible. She sent waves of pure pleasure over the length of my erection again and again, stimulating me and making me harder and thicker. I could feel pre-cum pulsing out of me and watched her smile around my shaft as she swallowed it.

Both times I had been with Colleen before we had been in a hurry. Now, she was taking her time and giving me a glimpse of what she was capable of doing to me when she wasn't in a rush. Unfortunately, we ran out of time. Colleen's eyes went wide when we heard Hope and Amy returning. At first, I thought they must have forgotten something, but when I whipped my head over to look at the microwave, I just stared in disbelief.

There was no way that was twenty-five minutes! my mind screamed. I looked down at my lap as Colleen reluctantly released me from her throat.

"I guess I should get that shower," she said. She stood slowly, but as soon as we heard Hope's key in the lock, she bolted into the bathroom.

When I stood up, my dick was glistening with Colleen's saliva and was as swollen as I had ever seen it. Every vein stood out clearly and the entire length was throbbing. It really did look big in that instant before I wrapped and tied the robe around me and walked to the front door.

A blast of cold air preceded Hope and Amy, swirling around my ankles and making me shiver. They hustled inside and quickly shut the door behind them.

"Brr!" Hope said with a shiver.

Amy nodded in agreement. "It got cold in a hurry!"

They went over to the dining room table and began opening the Denny's bags. As they pulled the little "to-go" containers out, the smell of that food had me salivating.

"This is Denny's?" I blurted out. Amy cocked her head. "Oh, I'm sorry! It's just that this..."

She laughed prettily and put her cold hand on my forearm. "It's okay, Daniel. One of the guys who works with me is going to the culinary institute. He has been bragging for months how he could cook incredible stuff if they'd just let him put it on the menu. A couple of weeks ago, I had him cook something for me. It was amazing. When I called over there before we left, I told him I had a friend who—"

She broke off abruptly, looking for Colleen. Then she heard the shower running and lowered her voice. "I told him my friend had been dumped by her fiancé and she needed something special to cheer her up."

Hope frowned sourly. "I can't believe he told his mother," she spat. She shook her head angrily. Amy wrapped a reassuring arm around her.

"Hey, this really is for the best," Amy said softly. Hope looked at her, and Amy went on, "Just think, she could have actually married that guy. Even if he hadn't run into Colleen's big-mouthed ex-boyfriends, he wasn't the guy for her. I mean, if he was going to run to mommy as soon as anything went wrong for him..." She shook her head dismissively, and I found myself nodding along with Hope.

Oh, I still want to kick Dave's ass. But it isn't like I obsess over it.

As soon as Amy opened that first container of food, we all groaned and salivated. Now, I'm no foodie, so I could not even pretend to tell you what the dish was. Only the Chicken Cacciatore was one I was familiar with, and none of the other dishes were Italian. Colleen stepped out of the bathroom and took an appreciative whiff.

"Wow!" she said. Her hair was still damp and she was wrapped in a towel.

Amy looked over at her and grinned. "Hope, let's get some of those warm fluffy bathrobes for all three of us." She fixed me with a mock-serious look and a pointed index finger. "Don't you dare eat without us."

I held up my hands defensively. "I won't!" I promised. I had to close the plastic containers though. You know I have never been any good at resisting temptation.

When those three gorgeous women emerged wrapped in the fluffy white robes, Colleen was blushing. She was smiling, though. As they hustled over to the table, I caught a brief flash of Amy's pussy when the bottom of her robe gaped open slightly. All four of us were naked beneath our robes.

One nice thing about our little apartment was that the heater was very efficient. All through the winter it was nice and toasty, and our electric bill was never that bad. Lounging in the dining room in those fluffy robes was perfectly comfortable and sexy, rather than the shivering misery it could have been. Hope and Amy guided Colleen through the kitchen.

As they grabbed plates, silverware and glasses, they showed her where everything was. I stayed out of their way and opened all the plastic containers of food again, arranging them so that everyone would be able to reach them. I got the paper bags out of the way.

When the four of us sat down, I commented, "If we ever invite someone else over, we're going to need another chair."

"No we won't," Amy replied. "One of us will just sit in your lap."

All three of them smiled at that thought.

Rather than each of us selecting one of the dishes, we shared all of them. Everything was just spectacular. While we ate, Amy told us more about Antwaan, the student chef who had so generously cooked for us. His family had been refugees from East Africa. They had moved to France before coming to America. He had first learned to cook from his mother when she was a prep cook in a French restaurant.

Amy sighed as she swallowed another delectable morsel. "I'll bet he's a famous chef in five years. Seriously, he made all of this from ingredients that were already there in the restaurant. He only added some spices that he'd brought in."

After that delicious dinner...hell, "delicious" doesn't do it justice. Antwaan was one world-class master chef. I felt like I had been blessed with works of art—masterpieces—that evening. Anyway, I volunteered to do the dishes after dinner. I didn't quite get to finish.

"Hope, would you mind taking over the dishes?" Amy asked politely. "I have to go soon, and I really need to steal Daniel for a little bit before that."

"Sure," Hope replied. She came out to the kitchen as Amy dragged me toward my bedroom.

I heard Colleen say, "I'll help you."

Amy closed the bedroom door behind us and turned on the light. She kissed me and opened my robe, easing me onto my bed. She untied her robe and let it drop from her shoulders before sliding into my lap. We groaned around each other's tongues when my cock slid into her tight, wet pussy. Amy moaned continuously as she drove her hips back and forth. It only took her a couple of minutes before she was shaking and her pussy spasmed around me.

"Thanks," she murmured into my neck. "I really needed that."

"You're welcome," I replied.

Amy leaned back a bit so that she could look into my eyes. "I promised to keep your secret, and I will," she said. "Now I am going to tell you something, and you have to promise me you will keep it to yourself. Can you do that?"

"Of course," I nodded.

"You need to take care of Colleen tonight. She really needs to be loved, and I know you will do that. You also need to let your sisters know that you're sleeping with both of them. This apartment isn't big enough for you to keep that secret anymore."

I just stared at her for several seconds. My mouth was working, and finally I heard the words, "How did you know?" come out of my mouth.

Amy patted my cheek and gave me a soft kiss. "I would stay and help you through it, but that would spoil this fun game you, Hope and I have been playing. I don't want to give that up. Do you?"

I shook my head. The enormity of what Amy had said hit me then. This was a dangerously smart woman. She slid from my lap with a delicious shiver of her sexy body. When she put her robe back on, I finally found my voice.

"We're going to have a tough time continuing that game with Colleen here," I whispered.

Amy grinned. "It will just make it more interesting," she whispered back. She returned to a regular speaking voice as she helped me to my feet and tied my robe. "I do have the morning shift at Denny's tomorrow, so I won't see you again until tomorrow afternoon. If you need more time alone with your sisters, just text me. I have got some school work I can do."

She kissed me again, and once again smiled at me. "I have to admit, I am tempted to stick around. Whatever happens tonight is going to be so fucking hot. But whatever you do, keep it to yourself. When I finally get you to slide your dick into your sister...mmmh! That is going to be amazing."

I just watched her in awe as she walked out of my room. She ducked into Hope's bedroom and emerged once again wearing her waitress uniform and wrapping her coat around her. She kissed Hope and Colleen briefly on their cheeks. "You guys have a great night. I have to work early in the morning. Hopefully I'll get to see you in the afternoon. Colleen, I can't say enough how happy I am that you're here."

"That is so sweet," Colleen replied, hugging Amy warmly. "Thank you so much, Amy, for everything."

I gave Amy a hug as well, and then headed into the bathroom. I knew I had to work on getting my expression under control before I sat down with my sisters. Amy had just blown me away.

When I got to the bathroom, I realized that I also had to figure out what I was going to say. Amy was right, of course. This apartment was too small for me to keep sneaking around with my sisters. I had only kept it secret because I hadn't wanted to hurt their feelings. Hope was the one who had let our mother know that we had been having sex. Maybe I should tell her first?

I thought that over for a bit and knew that it was the right choice. I was hers, after all. I thought about going back on my word to Amy, but dismissed that idea immediately. I had promised her, and it would only take away from Hope's enjoyment if she knew that Amy knew. I had to think that over a couple of times. Yeah, that was right.

"Hope, can I talk to you for a second?" I asked when I came out of the bathroom.

"Sure," she said, popping up from the couch.

I smiled at Colleen, but she looked a little nervous as Hope and I went into Hope's bedroom. I closed the door softly and sat on the bed, patting the mattress next to me. She sat and looked at me expectantly.

"I have been keeping a secret from you," I said. "When we were home for the Christmas break, I had sex with Colleen. Twice. The only reason that I didn't tell you then was that you and I never got the chance while we were there, and I didn't want to upset you. I never told her about us."

"Oh," Hope said. She looked thoughtful for a moment. "Why are you telling me this now?"

"Because I don't think we can keep sneaking around—and I don't think we should have to. I want to tell her about us. I don't know how to tell her without hurting her feelings. I mean, we've been...a couple, now, for quite a while. I wanted to tell you first. But I also thought you could help me break it to Colleen. After what she's been through, I don't want to hurt her."

Hope nodded and her eyes searched mine thoughtfully for a while. "Is there anyone else, Daniel? Have you been sneaking around with anyone else since we've been together?"

"Nope. I've told you about everyone else that I've been with. Brittany, Mom, Aunt Cathy, Annette and Danielle. Oh, and Amy, but you were there for most of that. God, I am a slut, aren't I?"

Hope laughed at that. It was a beautiful laugh, but it also made her robe open up enough to remind me that my sexy sister was not wearing anything underneath it. I couldn't help myself. I kissed her, pushing her back on the bed. Then I kissed my way down her body.

"While you're thinking about what we should say to Colleen, I'm going to—" I drove my tongue into her tangy pussy. She gasped softly and tangled her hands in my hair. I looked up at her face as I savored her with my mouth. She closed her eyes and bit her lip when she came.

"I love you so much," she murmured afterwards. She sat up and secured her robe around her before standing up and opening her bedroom door. "Colleen? Could you come in here please?" she asked.

Colleen looked very nervous as she came in, but Hope slid over and patted the mattress between us. As soon as Colleen sat, Hope wrapped her arms around her and gave her a tight hug.

"You know I love you, right?" Hope asked.

Colleen nodded. "I love you too, Hope."

"I know," Hope sighed. "Please don't be mad. Daniel just told me that you two had sex over Christmas break. He had been keeping it a secret."

"Oh!" Colleen gasped. Her eyes were wide as she looked over at me.

"He told me because he didn't want me to be jealous. You see, Daniel has been the only man in my life for the last year."

Somehow, Colleen's eyes got even bigger as she looked from me over to Hope. Before Colleen could find any words, Hope continued.

"I'm not jealous, Colleen. I love both of you so much. Also, I haven't minded sharing Daniel. We've been having so much fun lately with Amy."

Colleen sucked in a breath at that. "Really?" she breathed.

"Yes," Hope nodded. "But tonight it's just the three of us. Daniel is going to make love to you so good, and then the three of us will cuddle and sleep together right here. This is our home now, Colleen, and you are welcome to stay as long as you like. We love you so much and we have always looked up to you and thought you were amazing." She shook her head. "That's not right. We know what an amazing woman you are. If you want your privacy, I'll leave you two alone, but I would love to watch you."

My sisters looked into each other's eyes, and I realized that they were holding hands. That was an intense gaze that they shared. For me, it went on for an uncomfortably long time. A tear rolled down Colleen's cheek then. She sniffed.

"So, you guys have been...together this whole time?"

We both nodded.

"If I hadn't been wasting my time with Dave...do you think the three of us would have been together?"

Hope and I looked at each other. I finally cleared my throat and spoke up.

"It's not something we ever talked about," I said. "But when I think back to that sexy swimsuit show you two gave me before last summer, I would have to say 'Yes.' That was before you and Dave started seeing each other. I wanted both of you so badly right then."



Hope nodded. "Oh, I remember that! I thought the two of us would lie out in those tiny bikinis and tease Daniel until something happened. You know, as badly as I wanted him, I think I wanted to see him with you almost as much."

Hope's eyes were on fire as she stood and pulled Colleen's robe open. "Show me," she whispered hotly. "Show me how amazing you two are together."

I dropped my robe to the floor, and Colleen shrugged hers off. Hope pulled that robe out of the way as I slid into the bed between Colleen's legs. I had planned to lick her pussy, but she shook her head and reached her arms out to me.

"Please, Daniel," she sobbed, "I just need you to fuck me hard right now. I haven't had a decent fuck since Christmas!"

It was not what I had in mind. I had expected to make slow, sensuous love to my sister all night long. I slid up her body and pushed my hard cock into her waiting pussy. She was drenched. Still, she was incredibly tight. I savored that marvelous sensation for all of three seconds before she wrapped those muscular legs around me and drove her hips into me.

"Fuck me!" she cried out. "Fuck me like you mean it!"

Let's face it, with her legs wrapped around me like that, she was the one that was doing all the fucking. I mean, I thrust my hips and tried, but mostly I was just gripping the sheets to hold on for dear life while my sister drove my full length in and out of her. Hope's head came between us then. I heard Colleen moan helplessly as Hope kissed her mouth.

"Relax, Colleen," Hope whispered. "You've got all night. You have all the time in the world. Enjoy it."

I felt Hope's hand gently easing Colleen's leg from my lower back. When Hope moved her head out of the way, I saw tears streaming from Colleen's eyes. I kissed her and drove my cock into her to the hilt. Holding it there, I shifted my hips slightly and savored the way her pussy gripped my shaft. I pulled back and drove back in, which got an appreciative moan from Colleen.

Hope moved around behind me, and I felt her weight shift as she settled in to enjoy the show. I felt her breath on my asshole when she hissed, "Oh, that looks incredible. Daniel's dick looks so thick going in and out of your tight little pussy."

"Oh, God!" Colleen gasped. After three more strokes, she shuddered and cried out as she came. "Please! Don't stop!" she gasped.

I nodded and then kissed her mouth as I drove my hips forward and back. Each time, I was pulling almost all the way out before pushing my full length back in. We both gasped when we felt Hope's fingers stroking Colleen's pussy lips around my engorged shaft. My strokes became erratic when Hope teased my balls with her fingernails. I had already been taken to the brink of orgasm, and that was just too much.

"I'm going to come!" I gasped. At that, my sisters both groaned a reply.

"Do it!" Colleen groaned.

At the same time I heard Hope's, "Yes!" from behind me.

My balls clenched up and I gasped, "Fuuuck! Fuck!" as I exploded into Colleen's clinging pussy. She shook her head from side to side as her own climax consumed her.

"Oh my God! I can actually see his cum shooting up his shaft!" Hope announced. Her hand lightly stroked my ass cheek as it flexed. This was a pretty substantial load that was shooting out of me, and it took a while before I was done.

I collapsed on top of Colleen's heaving breasts when I finished coming inside her. I smiled at her beaming face. "Give me a minute," I panted.

Hope started pressing my right hip insistently. I looked down at her face and rolled onto my back next to Colleen on the bed. Hope looked possessed.

"No! Give me a minute!" she insisted.

Colleen cried out in surprise when Hope began noisily slurping her freshly-fucked pussy. Her whole body arched up from the bed. She had just come around my cock, but Hope's mouth quickly launched her to a whole new and unexpected level of orgasm. Colleen's nipples stood straight up atop her swelling breasts, as hard as I had ever seen them. My watering mouth could not resist them.

Colleen was very vocal but not coherent at all as Hope and I tag-teamed her with our mouths. When Hope had drained every drop of my semen out of Colleen, she shifted over and licked Colleen's tasty pussy juice from my shaft. Then she helped Colleen lie on her back on top of me. Hope's fingers guided my dick back into Colleen's pussy, and then Colleen was gasping helplessly on top of me as Hope licked her through orgasm after orgasm. I felt those pussy muscles rippling around my shaft, even though we weren't thrusting our hips. Occasionally, Hope's tongue lapped at the base of my shaft.

Like I said, I had expected to make tender, slow love to Colleen all night. Instead, she was the center of all the loving she could handle. I had not expected Hope to be such an active participant. Later, she would admit that she hadn't planned to. "I just couldn't resist, once I saw your dick in her pussy. I had to taste you both."

I couldn't begin to guess how many times Colleen came that night. She was completely satisfied when she fell asleep between us on the bed. Hope and I shared a smile and a soft kiss as we pulled the covers over the three of us. After the emotional intensity, the world-class cuisine and the amazing sex, I was out like a light.

* * *

The morning sun woke Hope up before me. She gently shook my shoulder until I opened my eyes, and then she nodded her head toward the bedroom door. Colleen was still blissfully asleep with a smile on her lips. We carefully got out of bed, picking up our robes and taking them with us to the living room.

Hope carefully closed the bedroom door and pulled her robe over her sexy body. I pulled mine on as she whispered, "I figured we should let her sleep in. She had that long drive here."

I nodded. We went out to the kitchen and grabbed some cereal and milk. As we sat at the dining room table and ate, we talked quietly.

"Are we okay?" Hope asked.

"What do you mean?"

"Well, I kind of took over last night. I was all over Colleen. I wasn't trying to make you jealous. I just wanted to make sure I hadn't ruined it for you."

"You're kidding, right?" I asked. "Last night was incredible. Hope, you were just...incredible. Hell, I'm sure every straight guy in this town would give up an arm, a leg, and a testicle to have switched places with me last night."

Hope nearly shot milk out her nose at that. She slapped me lightly on my shoulder. Then she rubbed that shoulder and smiled at me. "Thanks," she murmured.

I leaned forward and we kissed. Then Hope pushed me back from the table so she could slide her shapely ass into my lap. Her pussy was wet and welcoming as it closed around my morning wood. She leaned back against my chest, opening the top of her robe so I could fondle her tits while she rode me.

"Mmm. I'll bet Amy would love to see this," she moaned.

"I don't know," I murmured into her ear. "I think Amy wants to have her fingers wrapped around my dick, so she can feed it into my sister's pussy just like you did last night."

I could see her eyes and mouth shoot open as she pictured that vivid close-up from last night. "That was so hot!" she gasped. I felt the familiar fluttering of her pussy around me when she came. I kissed her neck and patted her sexy bottom when she got out of my lap. She slid back into her seat, and we finished our cereal. I smiled at her and she smiled back.

This was so comfortable and perfect. I could not imagine my life without Hope in it.

Hope rinsed the dishes while I emptied the dishwasher. After we finished that, we got our French notes and sat down to quiz each other so we would be ready for the next vocabulary test. We were still doing that when Colleen opened the bedroom door.

"Hey," she croaked. Then she cleared her throat and tried again. "Hey. Good morning."

"Good morning!" we chorused back.

She was still naked, leaning against the door frame for support. "I had the craziest dream last night," she murmured. "Both of you guys were there."

I stood up, and Hope was just seconds behind me. We kissed Colleen and dragged her back into the bed. I did not hold back this time as I slid my hard dick into her and fucked her tight pussy hard. "Just like that," she muttered. "Yes! Just like that!"

In no time at all, I was coming inside her again. Colleen kissed me through my orgasm, and then she playfully rolled me off of her. She spread her legs wide and held her pussy open with two fingers. "Oh, Hope," she growled, grinning wickedly, "I have a treat for you!"

When Hope hungrily slurped up her "treat," Colleen groaned, "It's like a dream come true!"

Then she spied my semi-erect dick, glistening with our combined juices. "Mmm. Bring that over here," she said. Hope's eyes went wide when she watched Colleen inhale my entire dick for the first time.

Hope pulled her face back, swallowing and licking her lips. "How did you do that?" she gasped.

Colleen groaned around my shaft and then slowly let it slide from her lips. "Don't worry. I'll teach you how to do it," she said. Then she took me right back down her throat.

I could not wait for that lesson!

* * *

I neglected to send that text to Amy. She came over after she got off work, and I answered the door out of breath and still only wearing my robe. She narrowed her eyes and pursed her lips. She didn't have to say a word to tell me that I needed to try harder. I nodded, to let her know that I understood, and hugged her. "We lost track of the time," I whispered into her ear. "It won't happen again."

I turned and spoke up, "Hope! Amy's here! Are you decent?" I knew that she wasn't.

Amy did a masterful job of playing it off, but it was pretty obvious that we had been having sex all day. While Colleen and Hope were getting showered and changed, Amy pulled me into my bedroom. She slid to her knees and took me in her mouth, then looked up at me in surprise.

"Both of them?" she whispered.

I nodded. "Wow," she breathed, and then she slurped all of my sisters' tangy pussy juice off of my dick. After she was done cleaning me, she giggled when I threw her onto my bed and stripped off her pants and panties. "I'm surprised you have anything—oh!—anything left to give me after that," she hissed.

"Oh, I saved some for you," I whispered. I started pumping my cock into her pussy. "After all, if it wasn't for you, last night would not even have happened. At least, not the way it did." I leaned down and drove my cock into her to the hilt, growling into her ear, "It was fucking amazing, Amy."

"Oh!" she moaned. She could feel my rampant erection throbbing inside her.

"We could just drop our little charade—" I started.

"No!" she hissed back. She patted my cheek and panted as I resumed fucking her. "Anticipation, baby. It's worth it. You'll see."

"Okay," I said, teasingly slowing down my strokes into her.

"Don't you dare!" she hissed.

I smiled and kissed her. We moaned and kissed as I pounded her pussy, and then we came together. I had saved that for her, but after I came I had nothing left for a while. It was a good thing I wasn't expected to do anything right away.

Hope and Colleen were happy and bubbly once they emerged from Hope's bedroom. Amy had pulled her panties and jeans back on. Every so often she would shiver just a little, and I knew some of my cum had trickled out of her pussy. It gave me a small thrill, but it seemed like a waste. Either one of my sisters would have happily slurped out every drop if she'd let them.

The weather was nice for a change. The sun was out, and we went for a drive around this historic town and our campus. It was fun to share our experiences with Colleen. I also learned a few things in the process. Hope and Amy had a few favorite hangouts on campus that I had been unaware of, for example.

We stopped for pizza at lunch time. The pizza joint was one of those places you would never find where we had grown up. All we had back home were the nationwide chain pizza places. These guys had been making "real pizza" for almost a hundred years in this family-owned pizzeria. Colleen savored her first taste of it just as Hope and I had right after we arrived last September.

After lunch, we parked the car and walked around on campus for a while. We ran into a few students we knew from various classes. Whenever we did, they welcomed Colleen as soon as we introduced her. The two guys that had been in my Chemistry class the previous semester practically drooled when they met my sisters for the first time. As soon as they walked away, we all chuckled.

Colleen felt welcome and appreciated in a way we could not have scripted if we tried.

We also stopped by the student services center where Hope worked on campus. I had only dropped by to visit her there a handful of times, and really did not know the people that Hope introduced. What really stuck out to me were the seven or eight guys who lit up with love-struck expressions when they saw her. Hope seemed oblivious to the attention. Colleen and Amy certainly noticed.

When we got back to the apartment, though, they pointed out that I had been equally oblivious to young women who "practically swooned when they saw you coming." I thought they were just kidding—giving me a hard time. After they had brought it up, though, I would notice over the next couple of weeks that these girls I had thought of as friends had more than friendly interest in me.

We cooked dinner and could not help but joke that not one of us could hold a candle to Antwaan. After dinner, Amy and my sisters changed for bed. They giggled and talked for hours. I had let my homework slide, and had to knuckle down to finish two assignments before my Monday classes. I smiled often as I listened to them talking in the next room. I finally finished my homework just after midnight. I peeked into Hope's room and saw the three gorgeous women all sleeping soundly in a tangle of sexy flesh.

I smiled and retreated to my room. They had worn me out over the weekend. I was sound asleep in my bed within minutes.

When my alarm went off the next morning, I had one of those crazy moments where I was certain there had been a mistake. My alarm was not set to go off until eight, and there was no way I had slept that long! Of course, I had. When I blearily stumbled out of my room, Hope and Amy were quietly talking over breakfast. I grabbed cereal and joined them. We did not have much time to eat and get going. By the time we had gotten dressed and were ready to go, Colleen was awake. We all kissed her before we left.

Because of my Monday evening labs, it was the one day of the week that I was around the apartment the least. When I got back to the apartment after nine, I was pretty drained. It was a little spooky. Nobody was there and the lights were all turned off. I checked my phone and saw that Hope had texted me a few hours earlier. "We're going out," was all it said.

I shrugged and fixed myself a late dinner. I knocked out the little bit of homework I had and went to bed. I did not even wake up when my sisters returned. Amy stumbled into my room before the sun came up, and that finally woke me. She looked a little ragged when I turned on my lamp. Her lips were a bit swollen, and she had a wild look in her eyes.

"Are you okay?" I asked.

She nodded and shed her robe before sliding into bed with me. Her nipples were as hard and as red as I had ever seen them, standing out in stark contrast against the pale skin of her breasts.

"Wow," she breathed. I could smell the faint trace of alcohol on her breath. "I took Hope and Colleen out to a club," she whispered. "When we got back, they were all over me." She shivered at the recollection, and I could only imagine what I had missed while I slept.

I turned toward her and she quickly whispered, "Please be gentle! It was amazing, but I am really tender right now."

I lifted the sheet and looked over Amy's ravaged body. Now that I was looking for it, I could see the hickeys and bite marks on the skin of her breasts, neck, and inner thighs. Her pussy mound was swollen and looked like it had been on the receiving end of a gang-bang. "Damn," I whispered.

Amy turned her head and smiled as she looked at my aroused expression. "I thought I would get them a little tipsy and bring them back so we could fool around. I figured I would get one of your sisters to sit in your lap, and I would have them both watching while I sucked your dick." She shook her head and her gaze was distant. "You were zonked out when we got here. I was trying to think of what I should do when Colleen started kissing me. Hope had most of my clothes off before I even knew it. The next thing I knew, they had me in bed and I could not stop coming."

She shivered and moved into my arms. I held her, but I didn't know what to do. I was rock-hard after hearing that story, but clearly she was too sore for me to do anything with her. I heard her snoring softly against my chest and smiled down at her. Carefully, I reached over her head and turned off the lamp. I held her gently while she slept, but I was far too aroused to fall asleep myself.

I was still awake two hours later when my alarm went off. Amy was grateful when I took her to the bathroom and gently washed her body in the shower. After I dried both of us, I whispered, "Would you like me to make you some breakfast?"

She shook her head. "I'm working this morning. I'll eat there." She reached up and stroked my cheek before kissing me softly. "Thank you, Daniel."

"You're welcome," I replied. I watched her tight bottom sway away from me as she headed to her car.

Hope came up behind me and wrapped an arm around my waist. I had heard her approach, so I wasn't startled. "God, she's so sexy," Hope murmured. We both waved back when Amy turned to wave goodbye.

Hope tugged me along with her to the bathroom. We did not have a lot of time, and she desperately needed my cock in her ass. I had been hard for hours and was happy to give it to her. Hope may have actually been more worked up than I was before we started. As I slid my cock into her welcoming little asshole, I could not help it. I was still picturing what I had been lying in bed and imagining for hours—my sisters all over Amy as she gasped helplessly through orgasm after orgasm.

Hope shook and gasped almost immediately. My cock gave her the release she had been craving, and she came a second time before I even got up to full speed. I did not last long once I got there. Before she got into the shower, Hope bent over and spread her cheeks. She grinned over her shoulder at me. My sister knows how I love watching my cum drooling out of her freshly-fucked asshole.

It was too much for me to resist. I growled and stepped into the shower behind her. Before she could even turn on the water, Hope was gasping as I took her sweet ass again. I reached around her and mauled her breasts with my hands, pinching her nipples as I drove in and out of her. I bit her neck pretty hard when I came that second time. Hope was a little loud when that triggered her orgasm.

We turned on the water, finally, and I rinsed quickly and got out of her way.

Colleen was still sound asleep when we left for class.

* * *

Amy did not come over that night. She was wiped out and desperately needed sleep. She did call to let us know, and she sounded apologetic on the phone.

"It's fine, Amy, we completely understand," Hope said, fighting back a yawn. "We'll see you tomorrow? Okay, have a good night!"

I was also fighting not to yawn as I finished cooking our dinner. It had been a long day for all of us...except Colleen. She frowned as she looked from Hope to me and back.

"Oh, this sucks," she said softly. We looked at her. "I've been here alone all day. I was looking forward to you guys coming home so we could do something."



I smiled and kissed her. "What did you have in mind, Colleen?"

She licked her lips and looked me over as I stood at the stove. "Well, I really wanted you to fuck me in the ass after dinner—if that's alright with you," she quickly turned to Hope.

Hope leaned in and kissed Colleen. "Oh, I would love to watch that. I don't care how tired I am."

I chuckled as I drained the pasta.

"What's so funny?" Colleen asked. I looked over and saw she had that sexy look with her eyebrow arched.

"Oh, it's just the way you asked Hope for permission. Like I don't have any say in the matter."

"Are you saying you don't want to?"

"No, no, that's why it's funny. I really don't have any say in the matter. If either one of you wants to take my dick anytime, anywhere, all I'm going to say is 'Okay!' If I ever said 'no,' it would be time for me to be locked away." I grinned at them and loved the way they smiled and giggled.

* * *

Colleen looked dubious when Hope came into the bedroom with the little bottle of anal lube.

"Don't you guys have Vaseline?" she asked.

"Oh, Colleen, this is so much better!" Hope assured her.

I was lying on my back in the middle of Hope's bed. Colleen had enthusiastically sucked my cock and it was standing proud and glistening with her saliva. Hope dribbled a little of the lube on the head of my dick and then spread it over the shaft with her hand. Colleen gasped when Hope pushed her over onto her knees and spread the lube around her asshole, but she didn't protest.

Colleen was facing away from me when she slid her butt down on my cock. I could not see her expression, but her voice gave away her surprise.

"Ohhh, wow. That's so fucking good," she moaned.

My eyes were glued to the sight of her sphincter spreading around my mushroom head and then swallowing my shaft. Her shapely bottom slid smoothly down into my lap until it was pressed against my abdomen. She shivered sexily on top of me and then slowly lifted her hips back up. I watched my cock slide out and back in three times, and then she was picking up speed.

As impossibly hot as that looked, it felt even more amazing. Colleen's tight little asshole gripped my entire length as she groaned and drove me in and out of her. Hope had an even better view as she lay between our spread thighs. I could feel her hot breath on my balls as she muttered, "Oh, fuck!" over and over.

Colleen's incredible asshole had me on the verge of orgasm so quickly that I was worried I would come too fast. Then Hope snapped.

I heard her growl, and Colleen cried out incoherently. Colleen's ass was pressed firmly into my crotch when Hope attacked her vulnerable and exposed pussy. My cock throbbed in Colleen's ass as she shook through orgasm after orgasm. I couldn't really see what was happening, but the sounds were fucking amazing. Eventually Colleen's ass gripped my dick and forced me to come inside her. I wrapped my arms around her as she shook and babbled.

I came so hard that I blacked out. It had happened before, but not often. It wasn't like I woke up hours later and didn't remember anything—it was just a few seconds of darkness as overwhelming pleasure coursed through my entire being.

"Fuuuck," I groaned, right into Colleen's ear.

"Tell me about it," she gasped in reply. She was still trembling and I could hear Hope's lips smacking as she savored Colleen's sweet pussy juice. Colleen's legs shook on top of mine as she came again.

It took a while for us to come down from that and especially for me and Colleen to catch our breath. When Colleen rolled off of me, I was treated to the sight of Hope grinning up at me from between my legs. She was still savoring the taste of Colleen's pussy, licking her lips and sucking on two fingers. That was the first I was aware that she had even slid those fingers into Colleen.

Bathed in the glow of that bedside lamp, my sexy sisters looked impossibly arousing. Colleen's gasping body was lightly covered with a sheen of sweat, and her nipples stood out enticingly. Her breasts heaved with each breath and her pupils were huge with her arousal. Her eyes went from my still-hard cock to Hope's satisfied face and then she licked her lips.

"Your turn!" she growled at Hope.

Hope squealed and giggled as Colleen leaped onto her and turned her onto her side. "Oh!" she cried out as Colleen spread her thighs and latched onto her pussy.

I pushed myself up onto my knees so that I could see better. Colleen's hands seized Hope's soft ass cheeks and spread her open right in front of me. I could see Colleen's eyes between Hope's legs. Her gaze locked on mine, wordlessly encouraging me. The way she was holding Hope's ass and looking at me, I knew what she wanted. My eyes settled on Hope's throbbing little pucker, and I wanted it too.

Hope's sweet little asshole felt every bit as amazing as Colleen's had minutes earlier, but this time I could see everything. Hope gasped and looked over her shoulder at me when I pressed my rubbery tip into that tight little knot. I grinned at her. "It is your turn," I said.

"Oh God!" she gasped.

It was indeed her turn—her turn to gasp helplessly as Colleen devoured her pussy, and as I pistoned my cock in and out of her sexy ass. Hope shook and cried out. She bit down on Colleen's thigh once, and that just seemed to make Colleen slurp her harder. It was the first time I had ever seen Colleen lick a pussy, but it was obviously not the first time she had done it.

I would not have lasted a minute, except that I had just come a few minutes earlier. I was really able to savor everything as I drove my full length in and out of Hope's helpless and sexy bottom. When I finally threw my head back and filled my sister's ass with come, we were both drenched in sweat.

It took a while for us to recover after that. Colleen finally pushed us toward the bathroom while she offered to change the sheets. After a rather perfunctory shower, we tucked Hope into her bed. She was out like a light. Colleen and I stood next to the bed and smiled down at her. Then Colleen took my arm and led me out to the living room.

She kissed me and then pushed me onto the couch. She opened my robe and slurped my freshly-washed dick into her throat. It felt amazing, but my dick was stubbornly soft.

"I'm sorry," I whispered. "You two completely wore me out."

Colleen smiled up at me after releasing me from her mouth. "That's okay. You still taste good."

After she had sucked on my cock for a few more minutes, I pulled her to her feet and then pushed her into the couch. She groaned appreciatively when I knelt between her thighs and finally got my own taste of her tangy pussy. She came twice and then pulled me up for a kiss.

"Thanks," she whispered. "Now I need to get a shower before we go to bed. I'll join you in your room in just a minute."

It took her more than a minute to shower, of course. By the time she slid into my bed with me, I was sound asleep.

* * *

Colleen shook me awake the next morning. "Daniel!" she said, sounding a little frantic, "You overslept!"

It took me a moment to get my bearings. I got out of the bed and blinked as I looked at the clock. It was eight-thirty. I looked at Colleen, kneeling on the bed and looking apologetic.

"Hope got up and left early," Colleen said. "I was enjoying snuggling up with your warm body and fell back asleep. I'm so sorry!"

"Wait...it's Wednesday, right?" I finally muttered. Colleen nodded uncertainly. My shoulders immediately relaxed. "I only have two classes on Wednesday and Friday, and the first one doesn't start until ten. I normally sleep in."

I watched Colleen's shoulders relax, which caused her big tits to wobble enticingly. "Oh, thank goodness," she said, letting out a sigh of relief. Her eyes landed on my morning wood, then, and she licked her lips hungrily before looking back up at my face. "So we have some time, then?"

"Yes. Yes we do," I replied.

"Do you think Hope would mind if we use some more of her lube? I really want you in my ass again."

"I'm sure she'll understand." I practically sprinted into Hope's room to grab that bottle.

When I sank my lubricated cock into her ass, Colleen groaned, "We need to buy a gallon of this stuff. It's fucking fantastic!"

She groaned happily when I started pumping in and out of her ass, craning her neck so that we could kiss.

"Ohhh! I love this so much," she moaned. "I love feeling how hard you get when you fuck my ass!"

"I still can't believe we're doing it," I gasped in reply.

As amazing as it felt, there was something about the knowledge that it was my impossibly sexy sister's ass that was welcoming every thrust that just made it so much hotter. Her mouth opened wide when she felt my cock swelling in her snug tunnel, and I felt her entire body quivering beneath me. It was just too much. I gasped for air when my nuts tightened up and then I was breathless with pleasure as my orgasm shook my world.

We both panted and shook as my molten semen rocketed out of the sensitive tip of my cock to spray inside my sister's sexy ass. I felt an incredible sense of fulfillment and completeness when the last of that cum trickled out of me. I kissed Colleen's neck and earlobe.

"That was amazing," I breathed into her ear.

"Yes it was," she moaned. Then she shook again. "Oh! It still is!"

I love that look on my sister's face when she comes on my hard dick.

We lay there for a while and then Colleen coaxed me off of her back and onto the bed. She rolled to her side to face me. Her hand reached out to stroke my cheek gently and she shook her head.

"Unbelievable," she whispered.

"Mmm. I agree," I murmured back.

Colleen reached behind her and shivered as her finger explored the gooey mess I had left in her ass. She made a slightly annoyed face.

"Dave wouldn't fuck my ass," she sighed. "I asked him twice, and both times he acted like I was disgusting for even bringing it up."

"Yeah, well we've already established that Dave was an idiot," I replied.

Colleen looked sad as she nodded. It made me angry to see that, but then I decided to change the subject instead of dwelling on it.

"You and Hope really wore Amy out the other night," I said. "By the time she crawled into my bed, she was too sore to do anything but cuddle."

Colleen blushed and looked up into my eyes sharply at that. "Oh, damn," she murmured. "I still can't believe that happened." She shook her head and her blush deepened as she remembered it. "I was drunk, but Hope...I never thought Hope and I would do something like that."

I was intrigued. Hell, who am I kidding? If I had spy cameras on Hope's bedroom here the way I did back at our parents' house, I would have been all over that footage as soon as Amy left the apartment. I wanted to see it for myself.

Colleen really didn't want to talk about it, though. She was embarrassed, even though I wasn't sure why. We talked for a little longer before sharing a warm shower. Afterward, Colleen welcomed me back into her snug, wet pussy and I savored the way her sexy body shook when I spread her legs wide and pounded her. She came explosively, but insisted on finishing me in her throat.

My legs were a little shaky as I made my way down the stairs to head to class.

* * *

Colleen was waiting for me when I got back that afternoon. She kissed me at the door. Her long, sexy legs were bare and she wore a long t-shirt. Her nipples stuck out proudly, letting me know she wasn't wearing a bra. As soon as I closed the door behind me and locked it, she had a request.

"Would you mind changing into just boxers and a t-shirt?" she asked.

"Um, sure," I replied.

It did not take long for me to drop my books and laptop on the desk in my room and shed my jeans and socks. I felt a little pang as I folded my jeans, and it took me a moment to figure out what was bothering me. It was the laptop. Wednesdays and Fridays had been the time for me to catch up on the video footage from the house. I had not viewed my sexy cousins and aunt in a week now.

I know, I had been having the most amazing sex I could imagine in that span. Still, it was a completely different turn-on that I got from those videos. I was going to have to figure something out or I was going to start losing whole days of that footage.

Colleen was sitting on the couch waiting for me. She patted the middle cushion and handed me the remote when I sat down. I thought that there was something she wanted to tell me, and that she was thinking it over. I flipped through the channels for a bit and settled on an NCIS rerun. I knew it had been one of Colleen's favorite shows, and I didn't think it was an episode I had seen before. As soon as I set down the remote, Colleen slid over into my lap.

As always, I got hard immediately. Colleen reached between her thighs and eased the head of my cock out of the opening in the front of my boxers. She shifted her hips a couple of times, and I sucked in a breath when I felt the warm wetness of her pussy taking me in. I leaned back and lifted the back of her long t-shirt, gazing at her lovely naked bottom in my lap.

"Colleen! You aren't wearing any panties!" I growled at her.

She turned and looked over her shoulder at me. My sister actually looked a little sad. "I should have done this a year ago," she breathed. "If only I hadn't been so chicken..." She shifted her hips again, working a little more of my length into her.

I flexed my buttocks a couple of times, which pushed a little more of my dick into her and also caused the length of it to throb. "That's nice," she whispered.

This was slow and teasing penetration. I had to imagine how it would have been if we had done this at the house, with Hope sitting next to me and our parents sitting on the loveseat. Then I remembered that Hope and I had done this. I had sat beside Colleen and talked to her with my dick buried to the root in Hope's drenched pussy.

"Did you know?" I whispered. She turned and looked at me, uncertain what I meant. "Did you know that Hope sometimes sat in my lap with no panties, just like this?"

"Oh, damn," she groaned. The last three inches of my shaft slid into her and she shuddered. "I just thought she was teasing you, like I was. Like Mom was." Her eyes widened when she felt my dick throb inside her. Her mouth opened in disbelief. "No way," she whispered. "You and Mom?"

I bit my lip, but I couldn't deny it. After a long moment, I nodded.

"Not on purpose, I think," I finally said. "Mom was wearing that little pink robe thingy, and she wasn't wearing panties. She assumed that I was wearing shorts, but all I had on was boxers. I came out to the living room and sat down. As soon as she slid back in my lap, my dick went right into her wet pussy."

As I told her this tale, Colleen started pushing her hips back and forth. Her eyes were on mine the whole time. She licked her lips when I stopped. "What happened then?" she asked breathlessly. "Did she jump out of your lap?"

I shook my head. "No. She sat there and gasped and looked back at me. Like she could not believe it had happened. I started to apologize, but she just shushed me." Colleen's breathing was heavy as she slid my cock in and out of her, hanging on every word. "Mom said that it was her fault. 'I should have been more careful,' she said. 'I understand that you are a young man with certain needs. If you can't stop, I understand.' But while she was saying that, she was sliding her hips forward and back, fucking herself on my hard dick."

"Oh God!" Colleen groaned. She shivered deliciously in my lap and her pussy spasmed and coated me with her juices.

I kissed Colleen's sexy neck and wrapped my arms around her waist. "She felt guilty about it afterwards," I continued. "But it wasn't the last time that it happened. The crazy part is that she and Dad had apparently had this fantasy of her fucking her own son. When it actually happened, she told him."

"Really?" Colleen gasped. I nodded.

"Dad and I never talked about it, but he loved taking her after I had been with her. Our mom has got the filthiest dirty talk I have ever heard."

"You saw them together?" Colleen asked.

"Only a couple of times," I lied. "There was that one time you were in my lap in the living room and we saw them."

"Right," she hissed. She shivered in my lap again as she remembered it. After that passed, she shook her head. "Damn. This was really hot, Daniel. Everything I hoped it would be. But now I feel like I missed out on so much. It's not that I'm jealous of Hope—I love her. But I am jealous of what you two have had for the past year."

I hugged her tightly. "I know what you mean," I breathed into her back.

We sat there like that and watched the rest of the episode, savoring the way it felt to have my throbbing dick in her snug pussy. Shortly after the show ended, I got a text from Amy. She was on her way over for a visit. Colleen reluctantly got up from my lap. I had an amazing view of her ass and wet pussy when she was bent over in front of me.

I wanted to follow her into Hope's bedroom, to bend her over and fuck her from behind. However, I knew that Amy wanted to continue our teasing little game of brother-sister seduction. I went into the bathroom and quickly rinsed the evidence off of my still-throbbing cock. I also had to change my boxers—they were drenched with Colleen's juices.

When Amy arrived, the three of us shared a late lunch. I quizzed Amy on the French vocabulary, which was something Hope and I did regularly. It quickly became apparent that she had the terms down far better than I did. She wound up giving me pointers to help me remember them better. We watched television until Hope got home from work, with Colleen sitting in my lap.

It gave Amy a wicked thrill when she noticed Colleen shifting atop the obvious bulge in my boxers. She glanced at my sister's hard nipples protruding in the front of her t-shirt and licked her lips. I did my best to keep my eyes on the television screen and to act like nothing was happening.

Amy dragged Hope into the bathroom for a shower while Colleen and I cooked dinner. They emerged looking flushed with arousal, their bathrobes barely concealing their naked bodies. Colleen arched an eyebrow at me when she saw the look on my face. I cocked my head in the direction of Amy and Hope. Colleen looked at them and said, "Oh."

After dinner, Amy playfully pushed Hope into my lap on the couch, while Colleen sat next to me and curled her legs up underneath her. Amy pulled Hope's robe open and tickled her, and then she grabbed my hands and put them on my sister's heaving breasts. Hope was giggling and wriggling around in my lap. Her open, fluffy robe was long enough that it covered the tops of my legs entirely.

I could barely see anything. Hope's hair was in my face. Oh, it smelled great. It was slightly damp and smelled freshly shampooed. I could not see Amy at all. I could see Colleen sitting to my right. She had pulled her panties aside and had two fingers thrashing her clit from side to side as she watched Amy. It sounded like Amy was licking Hope's pussy. I thought I felt Amy's shoulder brush the inside of my leg.

Colleen shuddered and then got up from the couch. I lost sight of her when she walked around behind the couch. Amy let out a surprised moan, and I thought I heard Colleen murmur something as she lapped at Amy from behind. I was trying to figure out how to move my head so that I could see what was going on, when Hope finally shifted her head so she could turn and kiss me.

I kissed her, and over her shoulder I could see Amy on her knees between our spread legs. She was completely naked now, and Colleen was kneeling behind her and absolutely devouring Amy's exposed pussy and asshole. Hope had her hands on the back of Amy's head, holding her face tightly against her pussy. Amy's eyes were wild and had a helpless look in them as she groaned into Hope's pussy.



I realized what was happening and broke off the kiss.

"Colleen, stop," I urged. My voice was serious enough that she lifted her face and looked at me.

Sure enough, Amy's asshole was throbbing, spread open and soaked with Colleen's saliva. Colleen did not know, as Hope and I did, that Amy had been saving her virgin asshole. My sister had been getting it ready to take my cock. Hope was confused as well. When she looked down at Colleen and she saw what I did, she gasped. She released Amy quickly.

"Oh, Amy, I am so sorry!" she babbled. "I was so caught up in—I didn't realize—I'm sorry!"

Colleen looked at us and then back down at Amy's delectable ass. She bent and gave it another long lick. Amy shuddered at that and let out a helpless moan. Colleen looked up at Hope's face and she said, "What? What's wrong?"

Hope got unsteadily to her feet, and then she pulled Colleen up and led her to Hope's bedroom. I heard them whispering intensely until Hope closed the door. "What, Daniel's not special enough—?" Colleen's voice carried. Hope quickly cut her off. "No! No, it's just that..."

I pulled Amy up into my lap and wrapped my arms around her. She was still shaking.

"I'm so sorry," I whispered to her. "I couldn't see anything but the back of Hope's head there. I would have made her stop sooner."

Amy shook her head and looked into my eyes. Her expression was still wild. "I didn't realize what she was doing," she whispered. "By the time I did, I didn't have the strength to say anything. Oh my god that was intense! I never knew it would feel like that..." She shivered again, and I reached for her robe.

Her eyes were wide with an expression I could not read when I wrapped that robe around her and hugged her gently. It was like a mix between surprise, amazement, and there was some loving admiration there as well.

"You knew what she was doing as soon as you saw her?" she asked in a whisper.

"I thought so," I said. "She was really driving her tongue in and out of your asshole, and then she kind of teased it with the tip of her tongue. It looked like she was getting your virgin asshole ready to take my cock."

"Has she done that before?" Amy asked. I shook my head.

"No. At least, not for me. I've never seen her do that before; but I knew that she didn't know you were saving your virgin ass for marriage or whatever."

"Not for—" she stopped and gave me a thin smile when she saw my teasing expression. We both knew that wasn't what she had said. She shivered again and snuggled into my chest. "Well, it was working," she whispered. "Colleen really had my asshole primed for you. I'm tempted to ask you to fuck my ass right now."

I froze, and she felt it. She also felt my throbbing boner pressed against her shapely bottom under that robe. "You really want it, don't you?" she whispered.

I didn't trust myself to speak. I swallowed and nodded my head.

"Why did you stop her then?" she asked. She was looking intently into my eyes. I shrugged as I searched for the words.

"I know it's important to you. You have been saving that so it would be a very special gift for the guy that deserved it. I was not about to take that away from you in a moment of thoughtless lust. I love—" I stopped myself and chewed the inside of my cheek thoughtfully. Amy's eyes were wide pools that showed me my reflection. I shrugged and smiled. It was true. "Amy, I love you too much to do something so thoughtless to you."

"I want you in my ass so bad right now!" she hissed. Her soft moans were indescribably sexy when she kissed me and wiggled that tight little butt in my lap.

It was my turn to shudder. Come on, if she was going to push the issue there was no way I could resist! I would be every bit as helpless as Amy had looked minutes earlier.

My sisters emerged and came up behind us. "I am really sorry, Amy," Colleen murmured, reaching down to rest her hand on Amy's shoulder. "I had no idea that was..." She was lost for words, but Amy smiled in understanding.

"Oh, Colleen, you have nothing to apologize for," she said sweetly. "What you did felt amazing. I loved it. But more importantly, you managed to show me a new side of Daniel. I knew that he was a really sweet guy, and a stud in the bedroom," her eyes were radiant as she looked at my face again, "but now I know that I really love him."

They all chuckled when they saw how furiously I was blushing. I have never taken compliments well.

Amy slid to the floor and eased my boxers down my legs. Colleen and Hope came around the couch to sit next to me on either side as they watched her suck my dick. Colleen finally grabbed the remote and turned off the television, ending the pretense that any of us had ever been watching it. Hope was practically drooling as she watched Amy suck me. Amy released my dick and kissed her hungrily. Then she pulled Hope's head down into my lap and fed my dick into my sister's cock-hungry mouth.

Amy slid up into Colleen's lap and the two of them kissed as they ground their pussies together. They smiled and looked over when they heard Hope moan happily. I was coming in her mouth.

* * *

Things escalated rapidly after that night. Friday evening, Amy was alternating between sucking my cock and licking Hope's pussy while Colleen molested Amy from behind. Amy was sucking on Hope's clit and teasing both of us by sliding the head of my cock between the wet folds of my sister's pussy. Amy released Hope's clitoris with a gasp. She looked over her shoulder at Colleen and then turned back to lick up my shaft and onto Hope's swollen button. She did that three times, and then I felt the head of my cock slipping inside my sister's drenched pussy.

Hope and I both groaned when we felt it. I started to say something, but then Hope turned her head and buried her tongue in my mouth. Two thrusts later, I was buried in her to the hit. Hope bumped her hips forward and back as Amy continued licking her. Her pussy felt amazing, but Amy was shaking helplessly against my leg. This was her fantasy come true, even hotter than she had hoped.

Colleen gasped when she saw that my dick was in Hope's pussy. "What are you guys doing?" she managed to get out.

Amy was really shaky as she rose up onto her knees. I worried for a second that she might fall off the bed. "Doesn't that look amazing?" she murmured to Colleen.

"Well, yeah, but..." Colleen replied.

"Don't worry," Amy reassured her with a kiss. "You'll get your turn soon enough."

Amy never failed to get aroused when one of my sisters would settle onto my lap and slide my erect cock up into a wet and horny sister-pussy. A week later, she was on fire when she found out how much Colleen loved taking my cock up her ass. Hope put on an incredible show of reluctance when her little pucker was first being spread open by the tip of my lubricated cock.

"Amy!" she cried, "You are so bad! I thought you were my best friend. How can you let my brother slide his hard cock into my butthole like that?" She shivered when Amy's mouth attacked her helpless and wide-open pussy. Then she turned her head to me. "Daniel, it's not too late. You can still put a stop to this. Please don't fuck my tight little asshole!"

I put my hands under her bottom and lifted her up as best I could. I just didn't have enough leverage to actually lift her off of me. Hope shuddered and came violently on Amy's mouth. Her legs gave way and I couldn't even maintain my grip on her ass cheeks. All I could do was moan as her tight little hole spread around the head of my cock.

"Oh no!" Hope gasped. "It's going inside me! My brother's hard cock is going up my ass! Oh, Amy, what have you done?"

Amy was helpless to do anything but moan into my sister's pussy. At that very moment, Colleen was driving her tongue deep into Amy's exposed little rosebud, opening that horny little hole and getting it ready for my dick.

Ten minutes later, it was Amy who was lying on top of me and gasping helplessly. Her sweet, virgin asshole felt amazing as Amy surrendered it to my hard cock. My sisters lay between our spread thighs and told her how incredible it looked. Then they took turns licking the juices from Amy's pussy each time she came with my dick in her ass. By the time I finally thrust up into her and filled her ass with hot cum, Amy was delirious with pleasure.

She was hooked. Every day for the next week, she would barely be inside the apartment before she would yank down her pants and panties and urge me to fuck her sweet asshole again.

The four of us were having sex all the time. I wound up staying at my labs on campus just so I could get my homework done. I knew that I wouldn't be able to do it once I got back to the apartment.

* * *

It was a Saturday afternoon, three weeks after Colleen had arrived, when our mother called Hope's phone. Hope rolled out of the bed and looked at it after picking it up. "It's Mom," she announced before stepping out of the bedroom to answer it.

Even though Hope was in the next room, I could still hear our mother's frantic voice coming out of the speaker.

"Colleen's gone missing! She and Dave apparently broke up, and no one's seen her in weeks! Do you have any idea where she could be?"

Hope looked over at me and had to cover her mouth so she wouldn't laugh out loud. From where she was standing in the living room, she could see exactly where Colleen was. She was sandwiched between me and Amy, gasping as Amy slurped her sensitive clit and I pounded her horny asshole. I drove my shaft balls-deep into her ass and held still. Colleen gasped and turned her head toward me.

"I thought you called Mom and Dad to tell them where you were," I growled.

"Sorry! I forgot!" she gasped.

Hope shook her head. "Colleen's been staying here with us," she reassured our mother. "We thought she had called to let you know."

"Oh thank God!" The relief in Mom's voice was palpable.

I slowly pumped Colleen's asshole two more times. "Where is your phone, anyway?" I asked.

"It's in the glove box of my car," she gasped.

I drove my full length into her, hard, and pumped my ass cheeks so that my dick bobbed up and down inside her. I knew that would push her over the edge. "You're so bad!" I hissed into her ear.

"I know!" she wailed, as her pussy flooded Amy's face.

My sister's ass always tightens down on me when she comes. I carefully pulled out of her tight butt and then gave her a playful smack on her cheeks. "Go talk to Mom. Let her know you're alright," I said.

As soon as Colleen walked out the door, Amy rolled over onto her knees and presented me with her delectable bottom. "My turn?" she asked over her shoulder.

"Yes ma'am," I moaned as I slid into her eager little hole.

About the time that I was filling Amy's ass with hot cum, I heard my sisters and our parents discussing plans for a family reunion over Spring Break. As crazy as that New Year's party had been, I could only imagine how this was going to turn out.
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