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Chapter One

◆◆◆

Daniel’s Point Of View

We were staying at our wooden hunting lodge near the serene, glassy waters of Saranac Lake in the Adirondacks. Dad was on an extended visit to the United Kingdom to close a big business deal involving the purchase of private jets. My step-sisters and I supported Mom to manage our family businesses remotely, holding frequent online meetings with our company CEOs and management teams.

Despite its luxury, our vast wooden lodge wouldn’t be my first choice for a main home, as it had become in the two years since we first left New York during the pandemic. Our city apartment beckoned the young, wild man inside me, but until COVID was fully flushed out of everyone’s system, we were staying away.

It wasn’t all bad. Summers were warm, tourists were still thin on the ground, and the fishing was great. There were nearby mountain-bike and hiking trails, but the social scene wasn’t thriving. At our ages, a cosmopolitan lifestyle was essential.

Even my Stepmom was getting bored.

It was Saturday morning, and I’d been shopping at our local town, Mandrake Falls, a place as twee as rural America could be—a postcard come to life, tucked between pines and mirror-blue lakes. The clock tower over town hall chimed the hours like it was auditioning for a Christmas movie, and every building along Main Street looked freshly brushed by nostalgia. The shops wore their colors proudly: sage, cornflower blue, butter yellow, all with hand-painted signs and window boxes spilling over with red geraniums and copious ivy.

The heart of town was The Perch: a café so charming it seemed designed to fuel both caffeine and gossip. You could count on finding half the town there by nine a.m—contractors wearing flannel, retirees filling in crossword puzzles, mothers comparing notes about bake sales, and teenagers eavesdropping on everyone. Across the street stood Bramwell’s Books, a narrow warren of shelves and mismatched chairs where the owner, Helen, had a habit of slipping encouraging handwritten notes into her customers’ novels.

Saturday mornings brought the farmers’ market to the green, where locals traded produce, gossip, and grudges with equal enthusiasm. The air always smelled of maple syrup, fresh bread, and whatever the diner had burned that morning. The postmistress knew everyone’s business before they did; the sheriff’s department consisted of one overworked deputy and his golden retriever; and town meetings at the Grange Hall could turn into theatrical events complete with applause, heckling, and homemade pie.

Evenings were quieter: fairy lights strung across Main Street, a faint hum of jazz from the diner’s open door, and the warm glow of porch lamps against the trees. There was always someone waving, always someone with a casserole, and always the feeling that Mandrake Falls, for all its quirks and small-town drama, existed slightly out of time, like a perfect bubble of ordinary magic.

As I left the town limits, I felt a tug to return, enjoy another cappuccino, and watch the world go by, but with my shopping load yet to deliver home, it was an indulgence I could not afford.

I pulled up on the gravel parking area in front of our sprawling twelve-bedroom lodge, having returned from the grocery run, my step-mom was waiting to help me unload. She laughed when noting the overladen rear truck bed.

“We won’t go short of food, son.”

“No, well, I just wish there was more to do in town, that way we wouldn’t need to cook so much at home.”

“Don’t you enjoy mommy’s cooking?”

“Well, of course. I don’t mean it like that.”

“I’m just messing with you, son.”

I couldn’t get used to my step-mother’s teasing, even though she raised me from an infant, so I buried myself in emptying my truck and its two weeks’ worth of provisions. Mom had requested a few unusual items on the list — feminine-specific. I guess, since shopping was my only real chore around our home, it was only fair I returned having bought everything she and my sisters asked for, regardless of my embarrassment.

Mom peered into bags, ticking off specifics from the shopping list in her mind. Then she stared at me, her eyebrow raised in a question mark.

“Did you get-”

I cringed and stared everywhere except at her.

“Yes, Mom, please don’t say it.”

“It’s essential for feminine hygiene, son.”

“Oh, you mean those, yeah, no problem. I thought you meant, y’know?”

I nodded awkwardly at another bag, and she peered in, grinning, raising one eyebrow in a way that added weight to my already half-solid cock.

“Vibrators are essential for good mental health, too, son. We girls need help… You can just use your hand.”

She shot me a demure smile. Even though my step-mom and I were close, I felt a burning embarrassment every time she talked about sex, especially in the context of my step-sister’s and her masturbation habits. I knew that unless I wore my headphones tonight, I would be treated to a chorus of buzzing, moaning, grunting, and cries out for more, deeper, and harder.

Mom drew me a glass of water from the chiller tap and handed it to me, smiling.

“Speaking of such things, are you masturbating regularly, son?”

I stared at her aghast, my jaw slack, my eyes wide, my heart thumping like a gazelle chased by a lion. I shook my head in disbelief, terrified to look at her gorgeous body, locking my eyes on hers while my cock pressed hard against my jeans, a damp, warm patch growing on my boxer briefs. I trembled like a leaf, her eyes boring right through me, like I was naked.

When my mother slid her tongue across her bottom lip, her eyes sparkling, I almost came in my pants. She stretched the silence and locked my gaze, forcing me to answer. I grimaced, and she shrugged.

“Fucking hell, Mom, are we seriously discussing this?”

“Well, I kinda lost touch with how regular you wank yourself since you turned eighteen last month and decided to do your own laundry.”

“Oh god!”

“I assume that’s the reason why you chose to wash your own bedsheets... the flaky stains?”

“Jesus, Mom.”

“Well... It’s only natural, and I don’t mind the washing. Otherwise, I’ll give you a trash can and a box of tissues.”

It took me a few seconds to absorb what she said; my burning cheeks and a heart bursting to escape my ribcage had me looking for somewhere to hide.

“Umm… mom, can we not discuss this right now, please?”

“We’ll need to discuss something far more important in ten minutes, Daniel. Go and round up Hannah and Emma, then meet me in the dining room. Dad’s calling.”

“Okay, Mom.”

I’d gotten most of the groceries inside the house just when my step-sisters came running out to help. They weren’t lazy and usually helped, but with tampons, vibrators, and silicon lubricating gel on the list, I sped things along before they had the chance. I wanted to minimize eye contact with them at least until everything was distributed.

Of course, my sisters were not embarrassed. Girls never seem to be fazed by such things. Emma was first out of the door, her breasts bouncing beautifully, her ass so perfectly shaped in a mid-thigh length sundress that any hope I held of ridding myself of the erection Mom gave me was lost.

Emma glanced at my cock, her eyes bulged momentarily, then she quickly focused on my eyes.

“Hi Daniel, you didn’t call us to help.”

“Sorry, Emma, it’s okay. I can manage.”

“Thanks for doing our shopping, honey.”

She kissed me on the cheek, further stretching my resolve, soaking my boxer briefs with fresh precum that leaked from the aching, straining eye on the end of my circumcised cock.

“You’re welcome, sis.”

Emma was two years older than me, with Hannah being three years older than her. They both smiled cutely and treated me well, often taking the role of nurturing big sisters a little too far, but being loved by three women had its many advantages.

When I locked my truck, I leaned against it beside Emma, pressing my stiff cock against the sheet metal, praying a release of tension was imminent. I glanced sideways at my sister, whose cheeks were flushed. I noticed her nipples were solid, too, pressing hard against a taut white cotton tee.

She wore no bra.

“Mom wants a family talk, Emma.”

“Yeah, Dad’s joining us from the UK.”

“What do they want to discuss?”

“Inheritance and succession planning for the family empire brother.”

Emma sighed and rolled her eyes, knowing as I did that our parents were completely obsessed by worries of pre-nuptial agreements between us and future spouses, division of assets upon their death, and how to bring the separate wealth of Mom and Dad together.

Dad was my biological father. Mom was my sister’s real mother. Our parents met when we were young, so we grew up together like any other sibling group.

When I sat down at our dining room table, Hannah joined me, smiling sweetly, nodding while discreetly wafting her hand holding the extra small size tampons and tiny pocket vibrator I’d picked up for her. The grocery store owner was a thoughtful and caring woman who understood her clients’ needs and helped me assess sizes for both products for my step-sisters.

I kept wondering if the fact that Hannah had smaller tampons than Emma meant her pussy was tighter. That thought plagued me as I sat down, compressing my semi hard-on with one hand while drumming the table with my spare.

Hannah grinned cutely, with no embarrassment whatsoever.

“Thank you, dear brother.”

“You’re welcome, Hannah.”

“Does buying these personal items for us embarrass you?”

“The tampons? No. The sex toys I’m a little uneasy with.”

“But we’ve always talked openly about sex.”

I held a finger to my lips because Mom and Emma were joining us. I selected our video conferencing app on my laptop and called Dad.

Dad answered our video call immediately, and we crowded around my screen to say hi while he ate a late lunch in a private suite somewhere near the clouds in a steel and glass skyscraper in central London.

“Hi, you guys.”

“Hi, Dad.”

“Sorry I can’t be there.”

We all understood. The deal he was structuring would close a sale worth 2.5 billion dollars. It would take another few months of enforced absence, hence why we’d stay at our lodge while he closed. There seemed little point in any upheaval until we were all reunited.

My father looked very serious, worrying me.

“I’ll get straight to it, you guys. Mom and I want to force the discussion about succession planning.”

Hannah leaped straight in.

“I think we’re still too young for this, Dad. I’m twenty-three, Emma’s twenty, and Daniel just turned eighteen. You and Mom are in perfect health — why now?”

“I know, Hannah, but inheritance is a crucial matter to plan for early.”

“Why now, though? You’re not here.”

“Because if we have no plan, we’re sure to fail. Daniel is my natural birth son, and you both are Chloe’s blood-related daughters. If we can’t find a way to merge our assets soon, the wealth drifts away later when you all go on various life paths — the tax man will benefit in the end.”

“It’s complex and hardly the sort of thing to discuss on a call like this, Dad. Prenups and inheritance... It’s all so damn depressing.”

“I disagree, Hannah. Mom and I have a loose plan that just needs some kicking around.”

Hannah was the most intelligent of us all. She knew the discussion was crucial, but vehemently disagreed on the urgency of Dad’s timing. I wanted to have the discussion, but Emma didn’t because she was still getting over a bad break-up. Thoughts of marriage and kids were furthest from her mind.

Mom wasn’t going to push from our end, knowing this was a matter for the three of us siblings more than anything. My eldest sister took the room’s temperature, scanned each of our faces, and, seeing acceptance that a discussion should be had, she plowed on, turning back to my Dad.

“If Mom and you already discussed a plan, how come she never mentioned it to us?”

“Because it’s sensitive.”

“Sensitive how, Daddy?”

“We need to bring all assets together in the next generation and form future leadership teams in the company from the direct descendants of you three. We need to plan share distributions, trust funds, and more.”

Mom poured coffee and distributed warm, crusty croissants while we stared at Dad, expecting more detail that didn’t come. He was often intractable, but this time, more so because nothing made sense to any of us. Hannah drilled down to details first.

“Right, okay, Dad, but all that means is family planning should consider how many kids we each have, to whom, and how they are bonded as cousins to take over the company in due course.”

“Cousins never work out, Hannah. There will be infighting on a scale that will have me turn in my grave.”

“I’ll turn in my grave too. Hopefully in the same grave.”

I glanced at Mom, who held her hands up, seemingly in complete agreement with my Dad. Hannah glanced angrily at her, but Mom shook her head.

“Please don’t gawp at me like that, Hannah. I completely agree with Dad about the problem… and his solution for that matter.”

“What is the solution, Mom?”

“Daniel must get his sisters pregnant.”


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

The dining room glowed with the amber flicker of a chandelier, its light catching the oak table’s polished grain, casting shadows that danced across the croissants’ flaky crusts and the coffee’s steaming surface. The air was thick with pine from the open windows, the faint musk of lake water, and the jasmine-vanilla scent of Mom’s perfume, clinging to her sundress like a lover’s whisper.

My heart pounded, Dad’s voice echoing in my skull—“Daniel must get his sisters pregnant”—a thunderclap that rattled my bones, my cock throbbing traitorously against my jeans, a damp patch spreading in my boxer briefs.

We stared at the laptop, its screen frozen on Dad’s face, the London skyline behind him a distant blur. Hannah’s blonde ponytail swayed, her green eyes wide, her breath hitching. Emma’s fingers gripped the table, her nails biting the wood, her cheeks flushed beneath her gorgeous freckles. My hands chilled, blood draining, my pulse a frantic drumbeat as the enormity sank in, a taboo so raw it burned my throat.

After checking to make sure we were all equally shocked, Emma shook her head, sniggered, and edged the microphone towards her.

“Can you say that again, please, Dad? We possibly misheard.”

“No, you didn’t. I said that Daniel must impregnate you and Hannah.”

“Fuck!”

Hannah’s face drained of color, her lips parting, a soft gasp escaping as she clutched her coffee mug, the ceramic trembling in her hands. Emma’s eyes darted to me, panic etching her features, her sundress clinging to her curves, nipples pressing hard against the thin cotton. My cock surged, a shameful pulse of desire for my stepsisters surging through me, their bodies a forbidden map I’d traced in stolen panties, my cum staining their silk. My mouth bobbed open, parched, words choking in my throat, my brain screaming to object, but my body begging to surrender.

Hannah stared at me, slack-jawed, pointing towards Dad, her face pleading that I lead the objections, but I couldn’t, and that terrified me more than anything else. I shook my head, and she eyed me with a stare that could turn a lesser man to salt.

“Did you hear what Dad said, Daniel?”

“I think so.”

“He wants you to get me and Emma pregnant.”

“Yeah.”

“Fucking say something then.”

“I-I-I…”

Hannah had waited long enough for me to object. She leaned across and poked her head in front of the camera, planting a palm in my lap, pressing against my raging hard-on so much it almost made me cum. Her fingers grazed my cock through the denim, deliberate, her touch electric, sending sparks through my core, my precum soaking my briefs, the musky scent of my arousal mingling with the coffee’s bitter tang and something else — something feminine and sweet. Her eyes locked on mine, green and fierce, a love I’d never dared name burning beneath her anger.

“See, Dad, Daniel is fucking speechless. You’ve actually made him lost for words.”

My father chuckled, and I thought he enjoyed shocking us all in some way.

“I’ll let Mom explain the details to you guys. I have to start work.”

“No… no… what the fuck!”

I half-heard a woman’s voice in the background and dismissed it as a server, but then, why on earth would my father allow anyone to overhear him telling his kids to have sex with each other? My mind spun, images of Hannah’s damp slit, Emma’s soft breasts with solid nipples, Chloe’s teasing smile flashing like a fever dream, my cock aching, my heart torn between shame and desire.

Our father shut down the call, appearing as though it were just a casual part of his day. He left the room in stunned silence until Emma decided it was time for someone to object. She sat back, folded her arms, and stared at each of us in turn, shaking her head. Her sundress rode up, exposing a sliver of thigh, then more — a white cotton triangle where her thighs met. Her skin flushed, the air thick with her floral perfume and my sweat.

“Dad has no right to ambush us with this. That’s a fucking bombshell he dropped right there, and now he’s run off laughing.”

Mom, ever the peacemaker, wrapped a loving arm around her youngest daughter’s shoulder. Her touch was maternal but charged, her fingers brushing Emma’s bare arm, her jasmine scent flooding my senses, my cock throbbing despite my horror. I was getting assailed from all three angles, each woman with a different, but complementary, delicious aroma.

“What the fuck is Dad talking about, Mom?”

“It’s all about making sure future generations are bound by blood, which, as they always say, is thicker than water. The ancient Egyptians did this a lot, and so did the European Royal Families. Every child that is born from a union between either of you two and your step-brother will either be full or half siblings, that’s far better than cousins in family business succession planning.”

Emma was unconvinced, eying me, then Mom. Her blue eyes widened, panic etching her face, her breath hitching as she glanced at my crotch, the bulge unmistakable, then, embarrassed, she dragged her eyes back to mine, her cheeks reddening.

“We aren’t sitting on a hill watching twenty thousand stone masons build a Pyramid in Giza four thousand years ago, Mom.”

“No, Emma, but we are talking about the future of a multi-billion-dollar corporation that employs over a hundred thousand people in ten countries. If you two girls produce children with Daniel, it will significantly reduce the risk of future corporate infighting.”

“This is utter madness.”

“Don’t you like your brother, Emma?”

My sister stared at me, her eyes wide, panic etched on her face. Her rippling cheeks reddened, she glanced at Mom, then at me, then into my crotch again and quickly back to my face before stammering.

“Like, has nothing to do with it.”

“We have discussed this privately and you said-.”

Emma raised her hands quickly.

“Not here, Mom. I’m not ready.”

“Okay… that’s fair. I’m sorry.”

The room fell silent again as both my sisters blushed, bowing their heads to the floor. I had been discussed, which shouldn’t have surprised me, but it did. Mom stood and got between them, wrapping an arm around each, bringing their heads closer so they could whisper about me.

Their hair—Hannah’s blonde, Emma’s chestnut—mingled with Mom’s, their breaths soft, their eyes darting to me, a secret shared in hushed tones. My cock pulsed, precum still leaking, the musky scent of my desire mixing with the pine air, my heart aching with forbidden love I’d buried in guilty wanks.

When they broke from their huddle, Emma still looked shocked. Hannah raised a hand, her eyes locking on mine, soft and fierce, a smile curving her lips, her sundress clinging to her breasts, nipples hard beneath the fabric.

“I’m up for it.”

My eyes popped out on stalks when Hannah, who had remained quiet since the video call, suddenly raised a hand. She stared lovingly at me, smiling, her face very relaxed, causing me to squirm on my kitchen stool, trying in vain to hide the erection tenting my pants. Her touch lingered in my memory, her fingers on my cock a spark that burned, her love a flame I’d dreamed of in stolen panties, her slit a vision I’d stroked to in the dark, licking the cotton that pressed against it hours after my theft.

But this was an outrage. It was my turn to lose my shit.

“What the fuck do you mean, Hannah?”

“I mean, if I have a choice of guys to bear children with, I’d choose you if allowed, and now it seems that’s possible.”

“But why me?”

“Because I’ve known you all my life. You’re a fine young man, raised right, and you’re someone I trust completely. I also have feelings for you. Mom just suggested we all be honest… this is me being honest.”

“Honestly… I don’t know what to say.”

Mom looked jubilant, placing one hand over mine and the other over Hannah’s, smiling as though a huge weight were lifted from her shoulders. Her touch was warm, her fingers brushing my knuckles, electric and deliberate, her jasmine perfume flooding my senses, my cock aching, precum soaking my briefs. Hannah’s eyes glistened, her love a vow that cracked my chest open, my heart pounding with desire and shame, her body a forbidden dream I’d tasted in fantasies.

Emma shook her head, stood up, and strolled away quietly, waving as she left. Her sundress swayed, her thighs brushing together, her floral scent lingering, a promise of her return.

“I need to think about this, you guys, but please don’t mind me if you want to start copulating right away.”

Hannah’s hand tightened on mine, her fingers trembling, her breath hitching as she leaned closer, her lips inches from mine, her eyes blazing with love and lust. The air thickened, coffee and croissants forgotten, the room a cocoon of pine, musk, and forbidden desire. My cock throbbed, my mind spinning with images of Hannah’s damp slit, Emma’s pert breasts, their bodies pressed against mine, their love a fire I couldn’t extinguish. Mom’s gaze pinned me, her smile decadent, her hand brushing my thigh, sparking heat through my core.

With Emma gone, I stared at Hannah and my mother. The dining room hummed with lingering heat, the chandelier’s amber glow casting shadows across the oak table, its polished grain slick with condensation from coffee mugs.

A damp heat spread through me as Hannah’s eyes burned into mine; her confession of affection was a spark in the tinder of my shame. Emma’s floral scent lingered, her absence a hollow ache, her sundress’s sway as it hugged her hips, butt, and legs a memory that fueled my forbidden desire.

Mom glanced at both of us enquiringly as though starting to make love right away might be the right thing to do. I smiled at Hannah, suddenly feeling new, strange, and overwhelming emotions layering over the attraction I had for her and Emma. My heart pounded, a drumbeat of love and lust, my mind spinning with images of Hannah’s slit, tight and glistening, Emma’s breasts pressed against me, both their panties—silk, cotton, lace—stained with my cum in guilty nights.

Hannah smiled, almost like she read my mind.

“Just think, dear, sweet brother, you won’t have to steal my panties anymore. Any time you need a sniff… You can have the real thing, straight from the honey pot”

I gasped, my cheeks burned, and I stared at Mom, who shook her head—a sign she wasn’t coming to my rescue. I wagged an accusing finger at my sister. My pulse raced, my cock surging, the musky scent of my arousal mixing with the coffee’s bitter tang, Hannah’s lavender-honey perfume flooding my senses.

“Fucking hell, you knew?”

Hannah giggled wildly, teasing me, craning her neck to glance into my lap, where I quickly covered up my erection. Her eyes sparkled, green and fierce, her sundress clinging to her breasts, nipples hard beneath the fabric, a promise of her body beneath.

“Of course, I knew you stole my underwear. We all made sure they were scented with exactly what you needed. You don’t think we get into that hot, sticky mess every day, do you?”

“What do you mean, we?”

“Emma and Mom know you take their underwear too. None of us minds because you always send them to the laundry after you’re done wanking into them.”

“Jesus Christ… what must you be thinking?”

“I love that you wank into my stained, sticky gusset, bro. What do you think I needed this little toy for, anyhow?”

She presented an open palm with the shiny vibrator I’d bought on my shopping run, now removed from its packaging. Mom lifted it from her hand. Her fingers brushed Hannah’s, deliberate, her smile decadent, her eyes glinting with a hunger that mirrored mine, my cock aching, precum dripping down my thigh.

“I have more need of this toy than you now, it seems. What about Emma’s question, Hannah? When can you start fucking your brother?”

My neck swiveled like I was at the center line of a tennis match as I glanced from one to the other, both speaking in a crazy matter-of-fact manner, discussing me like I was a sperm bank. The air thickened, pine and musk replaced by the sharp scent of my sweat, Hannah’s arousal, Chloe’s perfume, a heady cocktail that made my head spin.

“I don’t take birth control because I haven’t had a boyfriend in two years. I begin ovulation in two days, so I’m ready to be bred right now.”

My eyes bulged, my heart exploded, and my cock almost broke in half under its tightly constrained quarters. I raised a hand, smiling awkwardly, in shock. My briefs were soaked, the damp heat clinging to my shaft, my pulse a frantic drumbeat as I imagined Hannah’s slit, wet and yielding, her body beneath me, her love a vow I’d never dared dream of.

“What do you mean by right now, sis?”

“C’mon, Daniel. I don’t mean doing it here on the dining table in front of Mom, although I think Dad would appreciate her verification on the matter.”

“Then when?”

“Today… in my bedroom. You loved coming in there years ago.”

“Yeah! So you could read to me!”

“I have a whole new set of books to read for you now, Daniel.”

Her lewd expression silenced me. I was unsure how to deal with the monumental emotions surging in me. A girl, now a woman, I’d known and loved all my life as a sister, was suddenly romantically available to me, changing everything. We’d bathed naked together as innocent kids, played endlessly indoors and out, often kiss-chase, where Hannah or Emma would reward me with a light kiss on the lips like a princess to her prince. Those memories flooded back, their lips soft, their giggles warm, now twisted into a taboo desire that burned my veins.

“Umm… I, err… I,-”

Hannah tilted her head and smiled in the most vulnerable way I had ever seen, her eyes burning with hope and desire. My entire body tingled, not just with lust, but with excitement for being wanted, no—needed, by her. My sister’s sundress rode up, exposing a sliver of thigh, her skin flushed, her breath hitching, a faint musk of her arousal drifting to me, making my cock throb.

“Don’t you want me, Daniel?”

To my amazement, her eyes dampened, so I gripped Hannah’s hand again, reassuring her. My fingers trembled, her touch was electric, her warmth a heart filling tether pulling me from shame to love, my heart aching for her, for Emma, for the family we’d remake.

“Of course I want you, Hannah, it’s just that… well, this is all a bit awkward.”

“Suddenly, you mean?”

“Yeah.”

“For me too. Dad pushed a button I always felt.”

She held my hand gently and gulped. I noticed her fingertips and bottom lip trembling as though the emotions coursing through her might overwhelm her. Hannah stared at her Mom and smiled. Mom nodded and smiled, so Hannah locked her eyes on me. Her gaze was a flame, her love a vow, her body a forbidden map I’d traced in fantasies, her damp, inviting pussy slit a vision I’d licked in dreams.

“I rub myself off to your photos, Daniel.”

“What? Seriously?”

“Yeah… I’m sorry. We all do… that’s why we don’t mind what you did in our soiled underwear. It was the pandemic.”

Hannah cringed and looked ready to cry, so I stood up, stepped between her legs, and hugged her tightly, not caring that my erection pressed hard against her pussy. It didn’t seem to matter, and it never felt crude.

Our tender moment was more about a transforming love than the sex my cock was focused on. Hannah’s sundress bunched, her thighs parted wider, her slit felt hot and firm against my bulging shaft, a wet heat seeping through her panties, soaking into my jeans. Her aroma enveloped me and, as I closed my eyes, I tasted her slick against my tongue as I licked it from her cotton briefs night after night.

Her arms wrapped around my neck, her breasts pressing against my chest, nipples rock hard, her breath warm against my ear, lavender-honey flooding my senses.

When I leaned back, Hannah looked happier, and she rubbed both eyes. I think she was relieved knowing I wasn’t flat-out rejecting her. Then she stared down at my cock that pressed hard against what felt like swollen, soft pussy lips. I looked down too and saw her panties were damp and stained, soaked cotton clinging to her thick, swollen folds, the musky scent of her arousal sharp and intoxicating.

When Hannah looked up again after a long stare, she smiled cheekily.

“I’ve had small dicks before, bro. It’s not a problem.”

I stepped back, shouting indignantly.

“Fucking hell! It’s not that, in fact, I think you’ll be pleased in that regard.”

“I hope you’ll prove it. I feel quite desperate. We all know you have a giant cock.”

Mom nodded enthusiastically, and I wondered how she and my sisters knew I had a healthy cock length. I decided to save that question for another conversation. Her smile was decadent, her eyes glinting with excitement, her hand brushing my thigh, sparking heat through my core, my cock aching, precum dripping down my leg.

“What’s holding you back, brother?”

“I’ve caught feelings for you and Emma, too, if I’m being honest, but I would prefer if we had a longer-term arrangement. Half an hour ago, none of this was on the table—now, you want to run off to your bedroom and get naked with me to commit incest to impregnate you.”

“It’s not incest, Daniel. Emma and I are Mom’s kids… you’re Dad’s.”

“Yeah… okay, but you know what I mean. I love you both as sisters and now… well… oh fuck!”

“What is it, Daniel?”

“I don’t just want to father kids with you, Hannah.”

“Don’t forget Emma.”

“How could I?”

Hannah pulled me back into her, wrapping her arms around my waist, pulling my cock in tightly so it touched her pussy, which felt hot and firm, yet yielding. I imagined her lips being thick, meaty with a tight slit where they met, one I could claw open and lick the pink stickiness from between. Her thighs trembled, her slit pulsing against my shaft, her panties soaked, the musky scent of her arousal flooding the room, mingling with Mom’s jasmine perfume and my sweat.

Hannah moved a few strands of my hair, then kissed me softly on the lips. Mom approved, smiling, looking close to crying. Her sundress clung to her curves, her breasts heaving, her eyes glistening with a maternal yet erotic pride, her hand resting on my shoulder, her touch felt electric.

When Mom stepped away, Hannah leaned closer to me, whispering.

“Are you imagining my pussy right now, Daniel?”

“Yes.”

“I’ve been told it’s very tight inside me… I do kegel exercises every day.”

“I’ve seen you working out.”

“I’ll milk your cum.”

“Fuck… stop, Hannah… you’re teasing me.”

“Would you like to lick my pussy before fucking me?”

My eyes rose, burning as I trembled all over.

“I would… yes.”

Hannah’s lips crashed into mine again, hungry and soft, tasting of coffee and desire, her tongue flickering, exploring my mouth, claiming me. My hands found her waist, pulling her close, her slit pressing harder against my cock, her panties drenched, the wet heat seeping through my jeans, my precum mixing with her slickness.

The air was thick with musk, pine, and the faint tang of lake water, the dining room a cocoon of forbidden love and lust. Mom’s fingers grazed my arm as she passed by, her breath hitching, her eyes burning with approval, a silent vow to guide us. My heart thundered, my love for Hannah a flame, my desire for Emma a shadow to be enjoyed later, after our family was remade in sin and devotion.


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

Hannah’s lavender-honey scent flooded my senses, her thighs parted wider than I thought possible, her slit pressing against my cock through her damp panties, a wet heat that soaked my jeans. My boxer briefs clung to my shaft, sticky with precum, my pulse a frantic drumbeat as her eyes burned into mine, a love I’d buried in stolen panties now blazing free.

I was being dominated lovingly. Hannah was bossy, yes, but not in a mean-spirited way. She always wanted to lead, and, as a kid, she had done. Emma was calm and peaceful, in many ways the opposite of her sister. Her absence ached, her floral perfume lingering, a ghost of her sundress swaying in the doorway.

Could I have both?

I dared to believe it.

Even now, while my eldest sister seduced me, she did it from a place of loving, rather than cruel power. Her sundress rode up, exposing creamy thighs, her nipples hard against the floral print cotton fabric, her breath hitching as she leaned closer, her lips inches from mine.

“I won’t play games with you, Daniel. If you want this… me… You can have me. I can’t speak for Emma, but I don’t mind sharing you with her.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. I’ve had boyfriends, but you… Well, you’re a prize.”

“So are you, Hannah.”

Hannah beamed with delight, her cheeks burning crimson. She rocked her hips almost imperceptibly, grinding her pussy against my cock head, which pressed harder between her lips. She reached down, in full view of our mother, and wrapped her fingers halfway around my cock, as far as they would reach around, then squeezed hard, gasping while she pulled gently on her bottom lip, her eyes smoldering.

“You’re fucking huge, bro.”

“I hoped you’d be pleased.”

“I can’t wait to feel it pulsing inside me.”

“Are you sure it’s okay to cum inside you, Hannah?”

“Yeah… how else will I get pregnant?”

“Is it too soon?”

“Not for me, but you might want to take things slower with Emma.”

Hannah’s touch was electric, her fingers hot and trembling against my solid shaft, the pressure sparking heat through my core, my precum soaking my briefs, the musky scent of my arousal mingling with her lavender-honey perfume.

“I can’t wait to feel your cock deep inside my throat… salty, tasty. Full disclosure — I swallow every drop.”

“I really want to lick you first, Hannah… down on my knees, worshipping… god, sorry — that sounds dumb.”

I stared at the floor, feeling ashamed, panting, my body overwhelmed, my mind flooded with imagery I couldn’t believe had been hidden so long. I saw myself on my knees, praying at an altar made from my sister who lay on a tablet of stone, her legs spread wide apart, her fingers splaying her pussy lips open so I could kiss her tiny pink hole.

Hannah lifted my head in a cupped palm, cradling my chin, and she smiled.

“That’s so damn sweet, dear brother.”

“Would you allow me?”

“I’d love you to give me head, but I have to ask… have you done it before?”

“No.”

“Would you like me to teach you how?”

I nodded, my breathing hitched, heart racing, my speech impeded by the dryness of my mouth and confusion buzzing in my head. My cock throbbed, the damp heat of my briefs clinging to my shaft, my balls aching with need, the taboo of her body a fire in my veins. I imagined my sister’s slit, tight and glistening, her juices coating my tongue, her slick a vow I’d taste in the dark.

“I’ll feed you my pussy, Daniel. You can lie on my bed… the same one we played on so many times, only this time, I’ll straddle your face without panties and let you eat me for as long as you want.”

“And you’ll teach…”

My voice trailed off, and my cheeks burned. My boxer briefs felt damp and sticky from the precum leaking out of my cock head. I wasn’t worried about suffering from premature ejaculation. The longest it took me to recover between erections was ten minutes, and I was always fully loaded. I didn’t want to mention it to my sister because I didn’t want to be crude, but I knew that no matter how much Hannah rubbed my cock right now, I’d be able to reload and fuck her in record time.

Her eyes glistened, her lips trembling, her love a flame that cracked my chest open, my heart pounding with desire and shame.

“I want more than sex, Hannah. Can you understand that? This can’t be just about succession planning and babies.”

“Love matters.”

“Yeah… this has to be serious. I won’t share you.”

“You mean like marriage?”

“Well, yeah... I think. I mean, how else do we raise kids?”

“What about Emma?”

“I want her too.”

“I have no problem with that if you’ll commit to some form of monogamy and touch no other woman outside the family.”

“Just you and Emma.”

“Yes.”

I stared at my step-mom, who stood at a discreet distance, feeling a growing sense of love and joy. She smiled lovingly back with an unnerving calmness etched on her face. It was like she’d been waiting for this moment for a long time. Her sundress clung to her curves, her breasts heaving, her jasmine perfume flooding my senses, my cock aching as her eyes glinted with maternal yet erotic pride.

“I think Hannah loves you, Daniel.”

I stared at Hannah. Her green eyes burned, her ponytail swaying, her breath hitching as she leaned closer, her slit pressing harder against my cock, a wet heat seeping through her panties, soaking into my jeans, leaving a stain.

“I love you too, Hannah.”

“I have felt this for a long time.”

“But you said nothing?”

“How could I. You were my baby brother. You’ve only been legal for a few months.”

“I wouldn’t have cared.”

Mom came from behind, wrapping her arms around me, avoiding Hannah’s hands, which squeezed and rubbed my cock, constantly one step away from masturbation. My mother’s breasts pressed against my back, her nipples hard through her dress, her breath hot on my neck, a signature jasmine scent overwhelming, my cock surging with forbidden desire.

“I raised both of you… Sorry, all three of you, hoping this might happen one day. I trust you with my daughters, Daniel. Hannah is right… You’re a fine man, and you’ll be a wonderful lover with two beautiful women to teach you how to please them.”

I craned my neck and stared into her smiling, loving face.

“Did you always have this in mind, Mom?”

“I did, but it took years to bring your father around. Imagine how wonderful it is to raise your daughters’ man — to know every joy, every strength.”

“And my weaknesses.”

“Which are not severe.”

“And what about Dad now?”

“You heard him. He’s on board.”

“Yes, he is.”

Mom kissed my neck softly and squeezed my waist tightly before stepping back. She turned and walked away, leaving behind the touch of her fingers and a soft kiss that tingled. When I glanced back at Hannah, all I saw was love in her eyes. She spread her knees wider apart again, almost doing the splits, her sundress hem rising almost to her waist. I stared down again and saw panties were soaked through, the stained cotton clinging to her plump lips, the musky scent of her arousal sharp and intoxicating, a honeyed wave that made my mouth water.

“I made sure my panties were coated in that smell before you stole them.”

“How?”

“I fingered myself, made sure to get the cotton inside my pussy, then scooped out my honey for you.”

“I love it so much, sis.”

“I know. Mom showed me your cum in my gusset so many times.”

“Jesus… I can’t believe we’re talking like this.”

“We are, and this is just the beginning, Daniel. I am as kinky as fuck.”

Hannah wrapped her legs around my waist, spurring my ass cheeks with both heels, bringing me closer. Her hands desperately worked my belt buckle, unhooking it before she popped my fly buttons out, one by one.

My jeans hit the floor in a puddle around my feet, and she giggled, watching Mom stroll past, glancing admiringly at my taut ass cheeks. The oak floor was cool under my bare feet, the air thick with pine, musk, and Hannah’s honeyed scent, my cock throbbing in my briefs, precum dripping down my thigh.

“You have a lovely ass, son.”

“Err… thanks… I think.”

While reaching inside my boxer briefs with one hand, Hannah used the other to cup and turn my chin until I stared at her again. She lifted my thick, long, erect cock out of my underwear, and I felt an enormous release. Her fingers grazed my shaft, hot and trembling, the pressure sparking heat through my core, my cock pulsing, veins bulging and throbbing, the crown glistening with precum.

“Is that better, Daniel?”

“God, yes.”

“I can’t bear the thought of your cock all cooped up in those jeans.”

“Me neither.”

“Will you slide my panties aside, please?”

My sister asked me the question almost as if she wanted me to pass her the salt at the dinner table. Hannah’s fingers couldn’t wrap all the way around my cock, but she gripped it hard, squeezing, as though she needed to feel my pulse. Her touch was a branding iron, her eyes burning with love, her slit pulsing against my thigh through her damp panties.

“You’ve handled a pussy before, right?”

“No.”

“What!”

“Sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry, honey… that’s fucking amazing! You’re a virgin?”

“Yes.”

I stared down, feeling ashamed. My sexual experience to date was masturbating into Mom’s and my sisters’ panties almost nightly. I hadn’t wanted to fuck any of my girlfriends, and now, through a series of revelations over the last hour, I knew why. My heart ached for Hannah, for Emma, their bodies a forbidden map I’d traced in guilty dreams, their love a vow I’d never dared speak.

“Has any girl sucked your cock, Daniel?”

“No.”

“Okay… slide my panties aside, honey. We won’t fuck here, but let’s lather your cock with my juices so I can suck and clean you in my bedroom.”

I awkwardly reached between my sister’s legs, feeling along her silken thighs with trembling fingertips. Her skin felt hot and sticky when I reached her panties. When I slid a finger along the front of her cotton briefs from bottom to top, Hannah gasped, planted her forehead onto my chest, and moaned. Her breath was warm, her lavender-honey scent flooding my senses, her slit pulsing, a wet heat seeping through her panties, soaking my fingers.

I felt her dampness, and, as I pressed lightly, I felt where her plump, hot lips met. I parted them and traced a line along her wet slit, withdrawing my fingers, sniffing, then licking and sucking the sweet musk from my fingertips while she watched. My tongue burned, her juices a honeyed brand, my cock throbbing, precum dripping to the floor, the musky scent of our arousal mingling with the pine air.

“Is that what you did with my underwear?”

“No… I sucked the cotton fabric where it was wettest and most stained, drawing out every drop of your juice, letting it burn my taste buds. Then I sniffed you and closed my eyes so it felt like you were right there with me.”

“Just wait until I sit on your face and feed you from the source.”

“I am going to love it!”

“Oh god, Daniel… I am so pleased.”

Hannah reached between her legs with one hand, nodding down so I would watch while she moved her panties aside. When she did, I saw the most beautiful, cropped pubic bush, barely hiding her plump, juicy, soaking wet lips. Her slit glistened, pink and tight, a bead of slickness dripping down her thigh, the musky aroma hitting me like a tidal wave, rewiring my soul to her body, her love.

The aroma of my sister’s pussy hit me like an emotional wave. I was being hardwired to Hannah, drawn into her like she was the only thing that made sense in my life. We were in a bubble, Mom walking around us, taking calls from work while tidying, oblivious to our foreplay. Her sundress swayed enticingly, her breasts heaving, her jasmine perfume a faint echo, her presence a maternal yet erotic anchor.

Hannah kissed me again, gripping my cock in one hand, the other cupping my head, pulling me closer as her lips met mine, a searing baptism of newly affirmed love. I shuffled closer, then felt my throbbing cock crown part her swollen, hot pussy lips, nestling where I imagined her tiny pink entrance hole to be. Her slit felt hot and sticky against my bulbous helmet, the musky scent curling upwards, lying thick in my nostrils, and at the back of my throat while her tongue flicked mine, her mind inside mine, her body owning me.

Hannah tilted her head and kissed me deeper, exploring my mouth while she slowly dragged my thick cock head along her slit, splaying her lips wide until the taut string on the back of my cock pressed against her solid, creamy clit. She groaned, her eyes glazed as she dragged my cock from side to side, rubbing her solid clit. Her juices coated my crown, a slick sheen mixing with my precum, the wet heat searing, the taboo of her touch a fire in my veins.

Hannah’s body stiffened, like she was about to cum, her eyes ablaze like a volcano erupting when I looked at her after she peeled her lips slowly from mine. As she stared at me, my sister continued drawing my cock up and down her slit, letting me almost, but not quite, spear her hole at the bottom of each stroke. Her thighs trembled, her breath hitching, her slit pulsing, a bead of slickness dripping to the floor, the musky scent overwhelming, my cock aching to plunge balls deep inside my sister, but her loving control held me back.

I glanced sideways and saw Mom watching. An hour ago, I would have freaked out at the suggestion of what we were doing, but now, after one video call and a few honest conversations, our world had changed. My Mom’s eyes glistened, and she nodded, her smile decadent, her hand resting on the table, her fingers brushing a coffee mug, a silent vow to guide us through this sin.

Hannah stood up, leaning into me and breaking up our tryst. She popped my cock inside my pants, stooped low, and pulled my jeans up, then smiled sweetly and confidently, drawing me away from the table. Her sundress clung to her thighs, damp with her juices, her lavender-honey scent lingering, a promise of her body to come.

“We should get started right away, Daniel. Emma will come around in a few days once her period is over. Until then, we should make love as frequently as possible so you can fill my belly with your seed.”

My cock throbbed, my briefs soaked, my heart pounding with love and lust. Hannah’s body had been a forbidden Eden, but no more because our family was remade in desire and devotion.

“Did you really say that, Hannah?”

“Yeah... come on. I want to clean my juices off your cock, and you are long overdue for a feed.”


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

Hannah’s Point Of View

My bedroom was a sanctuary of pink and chaos, rock posters peeling at the edges, jewelry glinting on a white dresser, the air thick with lavender-honey from my perfume and the musky tang of my arousal, dripping from my trembling, sticky slit.

The oak floor creaked under my bare feet, the bed’s pink sheets rumpled from restless nights, a faint pine scent of the lodge drifting through the open window, mingling with Daniel’s sweat and precum, a heady cocktail that made my pussy throb.

I couldn’t deny my intense love for my brother when the occasion bent to an opportunity to have him. When my stepfather called and suggested my sister and I become pregnant to our stepbrother, it shocked me, but my heart leaped, my pussy pulsing with a desire I’d buried in guilty wanks for years.

I always processed things quickly, and I came around to Dad’s idea much faster than Emma. Mom was entirely on board with his family planning long before the phone call that changed everything. Her jasmine perfume lingered in my memory, her smile decadent as she watched us leave the dining room, a maternal yet erotic vow to guide our sin.

My brother was gorgeous and raised with a healthy respect for women by a stepmother who loved him dearly. I could never claim to have helped raise my brother, but, as an older sister, he looked up to me, and I treasured his adulation. His eyes, blue and sparkling, burned into mine now, his muscular frame trembling, his cock tenting his boxer briefs, a damp stain spreading wider than I thought possible, the musky scent of his precum flooding my senses.

My brother was fit, muscular, athletic, and well-hung. I knew that from watching him strut around our house wearing boxer briefs, and on the odd occasion, I snatched a peek as I passed his bedroom door when it was slightly ajar. His cock, thick and long, haunted my fantasies, my fingers plunging into my throbbing hole as I imagined it stretching me wide, filling me with his seed.

He was a shoo-in as a boyfriend for me—my perfect man, who knew me well and whom I understood perfectly. I just wasn’t sure he would align sexually with me. I was very kinky after all, my pussy already aching for his tongue, his cock, his cum, my heart craving his love in this taboo remaking of our family.

I recalled passing my sister’s bedroom. Emma stared at us from where she lay on the bed, flicking through a fashion glossy magazine, smiling with sibling affection. She even waved, knowing we were about to make love in the bedroom next to hers. Her floral perfume drifted from an open door, her chestnut hair spilling over her shoulders, her eyes glinting with curiosity and a shadow of desire, her absence an ache in my chest.

Having sex or making love to our brother, however we labeled it, was doubly complex for Emma because she was a virgin. I knew she had a soft spot for Daniel, as did I, but I wasn’t sure whether she masturbated as frequently as I did while thinking about him fucking her. Her floral scent lingered even in my room, a promise of her claim over our brother, her body a mirror of mine, her pussy a mystery I’d share with Daniel.

I knew she never used a vibrator for penetration, only rubbing its tip on her clit—girls often talk and share, sisters doubly so. I opened my drawer and tossed in my new pocket vibrator, which I turned on first. It hummed, a tease for my clit, but Daniel’s cock would be my new obsession, his long, thick shaft my joy, and his cum deep inside me, my reward.

In my bedroom, I stared at my brother as a potential boyfriend, future mate if he impregnated me, maybe even a husband of sorts, considering how I would share when Emma leaped. The pink sheets on my bed glowed under the afternoon sun, the air thick with my honeyed arousal, his musky precum, the faint pine of the lodge mingling in flavors that made my heart pound with love and lust.

Daniel trembled all over, which was cute, as was the fact that he was giving me his cherry. His cheeks flushed, his blue eyes wide, his cock straining against his gray underwear, the sleazy damp stain spreading as a testament to his desire.

“Are you okay, Daniel?”

“I’m still a little in shock.”

“Welcome to my bedroom.”

“I’ve been here so many times, Hannah.”

“Not like this. Never to make love.”

My brother didn’t look away, but his cheeks flushed brightly, warm, scarlet, and revealing. I knew something was going on in his mind, but I didn’t want to press on him, so I took his hand, offering a non-verbal cue for him to share his feelings. My fingers trembled, his touch was electric, his warmth a tether pulling me deeper into love, my pussy pulsing, slickness soaking my cotton panties, my hot, swollen lips a complete mess.

“I don’t want this to vanish.”

“This?”

“This moment. Us… you and me… me and Emma — us… what it all becomes.”

“I can’t speak for Emma… but I am all in.”

“In love?”

“Has no girl ever told you that before, Daniel?”

“No.”

My brother looked emotional, so I moved closer, my solid nipples pressing through my top, rubbing against his chest. I kissed him with love and tenderness, conveying my feelings, leaving no doubt about my intentions. Daniel’s lips were soft against mine, tasting mildly of coffee and overwhelmingly of desire, his tongue flickering inside my mouth, exploring me, claiming what he most desired, claiming me, my heart swelling with love, my pussy throbbing with need.

“I love you, Daniel.”

“I love you too.”

I stepped back and undressed slowly, not a tease or a lewd strip, just a slow, honest reveal for the man I loved and whom I wanted to get pregnant to. My sundress slipped to the floor, my breasts spilling free, nipples hard and red, my cropped bush glistening, my slit dripping, the musky scent of my arousal flooding the room.

My brother’s eyes widened until I thought they might pop out of his head. His breathing hitched, he chewed on his bottom lip until I thought it might bleed. His cock surged, the damp stain spreading, precum dripping down his thigh, its musky scent sharp and intoxicating.

My brother needed to be milked and drained, and I was just the girl for the job.

Daniel was overjoyed by what he saw when I was completely naked. His blue eyes burned, his hands trembling, his love a vow that cracked my chest open, my heart pounding with desire and devotion.

“I want to have your babies, Daniel.”

“I want to have a family with you… Emma too. I just didn’t know it until now. Dad… Dad…”

“He shocked us all, honey.”

I was naked, bathing in Daniel’s sparkling eyes like a gem he desired with all his heart. He wasn’t my first, but he was different, staring longingly, respectfully while taking in every detail of my body—my breasts, my nipples, my bush, my throbbing slit, dripping with slickness, a bead trailing down my thigh.

I inhaled when he did, smelling the same nectar that leaked from my pussy, it’s sweetness combining with the sharper tang of his cock that had leaked a huge, stained mess on his boxer briefs. The air was thick with our arousal, pine, and the faint lavender of my sheets, my pussy throbbing, my heart aching for his touch.

I nodded at the stain around his cock.

“I love seeing you aroused for me.”

“I have smelled your pussy many times, sis… I can’t lie to you.”

“You don’t need to explain anything. I felt your hard cock many times when we played, too. I chose to say nothing because I always respected you.”

I kneeled in front of my brother, and he gasped, knowing precisely what I would do. First, I reached up, undid every shirt button, kissing his naked, rippling six-pack, tonguing gently across each ripped muscle as he shuddered like an electric current held him. His skin was hot, salty with sweat, his muscles flexing under my lips, his moans loud and raw, filling the room.

I was sure Emma would hear our brother.

He moaned loudly, then messed my hair with his fingers as he ran them through my silken locks. His tips gently gripped my skull as I planted a row of soft kisses downward on his stomach after peeling his shirt and letting it flutter down to the floor. The oak floor creaked, the air thick with his musky precum, my honeyed arousal, the pine drifting through the window, my pussy pulsing, slickness dripping down my thighs.

My brother’s aroma gripped my soul, my entire body responding to a virgin guy’s need. I couldn’t wait to teach Daniel how to worship pussy, how to spear his tongue inside a girl’s tight hole, how to part her lips, lick the creamy furrow between them, and how to suck a juicy, protruding clit until she squirts gleefully. My slit throbbed, imagining his tongue, his lips, and his love branding me.

But it could all wait until my brother enjoyed his first blowjob. My lips hovered over his briefs, the damp stain glistening, the musky scent sharp, my mouth watering, my pussy dripping, the taboo of his virginity a fire in my veins.

I licked my lips as I slid my fingers into Daniel’s boxer briefs. I glanced up, saw he looked nervous and overjoyed all at once, so I smiled confidently. As I slid his pants down, my brother’s cock popped out. His blue eyes burned, his cock pulsing, blue veins bulging, the crown glistening with precum, a bead dripping to the floor.

“I’m going to drain your cum.”

“Oh god… please, Hannah… please.”

“Then I’ll teach you how to make a girl cum with your mouth.”

“And then?”

“We can discuss things with Emma. I think it would be nice for two virgins to fuck each other first.”

“Wow.”

My sister was the only girl I would ever dream of sharing a guy with. Well, that was with the notable exception of Mom, but I wasn’t about to make that suggestion, adding to an already sexually monumental day of reckoning.

As I stared at his rock-hard cock, so proud, so thick and long, so desirable, that my pussy throbbed and my heart swelled. Daniel’s love was a vow, our family remade in lust and devotion, the pink sheets on my bed waiting for him to stain after filling me with his cum, the lodge’s pine air a witness to our sin.

I wrapped my fingers gently around my brother’s cock, enjoying the deep, bassy tremor of his moans that vibrated through him, into the floor, into my knees. I inspected his cock, admiring every gnarl, every bloated vein that striated the length of his solid, thick shaft from the rim of his circumcised crown to the point they disappeared into his wiry pubic bush. His cock felt hot, pulsing, no, throbbing against my fingers, his skin taut and smooth, the veins fluttering under my fingers.

“When I choke, don’t get scared.”

“Okay.”

“Don’t force your cock down my throat, but don’t pull it back either. Don’t worry about my teeth. I’ll keep them well out of the way.”

“Thank you, Sis.”

“I have never sucked a cock this big before. Nor have I had one stretch my pussy as much as you will. I can’t tell you how impressed I am, sweet brother.”

“Oh, God.”

His shrill cry of excitement tingled inside my womb, lighting up every nerve ending in my pussy, making my clit throb and beg for my brother’s cock to salve the deep need inside me. My slit pulsed, slickness dribbling from my hole, soaking my thighs, the musky scent of my arousal flooding the room, my heart pounding with love and lust.

I wanked my brother’s cock for a few strokes, squeezing harder on the upward pull, milking out the copious, creamy precum he leaked. I wanted my first taste to be memorable, to wipe out every other cock by taste and feel. Daniel’s was the only cock I ever wanted. His precum was thick, salty, a bead glistening on the red eye of his crown, a teardrop of his virginity.

As I stroked his cock from its base to the crown rim, I watched the tiny, red eye on the end of my brother’s cock open like a sweet, puckered kiss. A huge bead of thick, glistening precum rolled out, like a teardrop, and I couldn’t resist dabbing it with the tip of my tongue. The saltiness seared my taste buds, a brand of his love, my pussy clenching, my heart swelling with devotion.

In that moment when my brother’s ambrosia seared across my taste buds, a bridge was made between us, one I knew would last for a lifetime. Daniel knew it too, locking his legs solid, tensing his abdomen, but never applying pressure through his fingers to my head. His blue eyes burned down at me, his love a solemn vow, his cock pulsing in my hand, a testament to our taboo bond.

“I am yours, Hannah.”

“And I am yours, darling.”

I licked my brother’s precum-soaked cock crown like it was an ice cream, feeling its pulse against my flattened tongue, enjoying its flavor. My entire mouth lit up as his saltiness burned me, then my heart ached, my pussy quivered, and my womb sparkled. I’d never felt anything like it in my life, and if any doubts lingered about how right this was, they vanished instantly.

His cock was hot, smooth, the bloated crown slick with precum, my tongue swirling around its curves, savoring every drop, while my slit dripped beads of arousal on the floor, the musky scent rising from a sticky pool underneath me overwhelming.

I took the crown of my brother’s leaking cock inside my mouth and breathed hotly on it, before tightly clenching my lips around the sharp rim and pulling. He cried out, a desperate, joyous plea for our moment to never end.

I licked all around his cock head, sucking hard, indenting my cheeks, extracting every drop of salty nectar I could wring from the tight slit that I gently tongued. My throat burned, my pussy throbbed, and my love for him was a flame that utterly consumed me.

When I began sucking my brother off, he groaned so loudly, I knew Mom and my sister would hear, but that only made me feel more proud and determined to have him scream the house down when he came.

I sucked his crown, my lips working like a hydraulic rubber seal sliding up and down a steel piston, leaving nothing on the solid, bare tissues every time I almost released his cock. The wet slurps of my excellent work echoed off the oak floor that felt cool and solid under my knees.

From the corner of one eye, I saw the pink sheets on my bed — a promise of our next act, my brother eating my pussy while I sat on his face and rode his lips.

On each stroke, I made a seal around my brother’s sharp rim, pulling gently while cradling both his balls in one hand and massaging them. I used my middle finger to stretch beyond my brother’s balls, gently rubbing where I knew his perineum would give way to a bulging prostate. His balls were heavy, hot, the skin taut, his moans raw and feral, filling the room with our sin.

When I drove my lips down my brother’s solid shaft, I reminded myself I was his first, and I knew it was essential to drain every drop of his seed. While caressing his balls and fingering his prostate with one hand, I gripped Daniel’s cock around the base with the other, wanking him with a slight twist when I drew my lips up. My throat bulged, my lips stretched, the musky scent of his cock flooding my senses, my pussy dripping, slickness pooling on the floor.

On the downward bob, my throat bulged as I took my brother’s cock deep until I kissed his pubic bush, his hairs bristling my lips, nose, and chin. My choking didn’t matter; only Daniel’s pleasure did. He screamed in deep, feral ecstasy, but to his credit, he never once tried to face fuck me, and he let me control everything. His love was a vow, his restraint a gift, my heart swelling with devotion.

Mom would be proud of him.

I sucked my brother’s cock long and slow, adding pressure and speed to the wanking motion in one hand, rubbing his perineum with the middle finger of the other. He had incredible stamina, a good sign for Emma and me, because I knew I’d want Daniel to fuck me every day, and I figured that once she was broken in, my sister would need the same loving treatment. His cock pulsed, his veins throbbing, the crown slick with my spit and his precum, my throat burning with his taste.

Our brother would be a busy man. My pussy throbbed just imagining him going from bedroom to bedroom, servicing our needs, visualizing Emma’s virgin slit, her floral scent mingling with Daniel’s musk, our family remade in love and lust.

I bobbed my head up and down my brother’s cock, driving my lips harder and faster, sucking, slurping, licking his banjo string, wanking, twisting, and rubbing to his absolute delight.

I gagged loudly, using my powerful neck muscles to milk my brother’s cock while long strings of my drool dribbled to the wooden floorboards. Wet, slurping sounds echoed, the air thick with musk, pine, and my honeyed arousal, my slit dripping, my clit begging for Daniel’s inexperienced but eager tongue and lips.

I knew he was close to an orgasm when my brother’s entire body trembled and he cried out in that wondrous scream every first timer does when he’s about to squirt his first hot load on a girl’s tonsils. I rubbed harder with my finger, reaching further back until my tip ran across the ridges around his anal whorl. His moans grew wilder, his cock swelling, the crown pulsing against my tongue, twitching in a sign that release was imminent.

My brother’s screams got louder and wilder, so I sealed his crown with my lips. I wanked him so hard and fast, he leaned back on his heels, his legs tense as steel until the only thing holding him upright was the join between us. His balls tightened, his prostate bulging under my finger, his love a flame that consumed me.

When my brother squirted his load in my mouth, it plastered and burned into every soft tissue as powerful ropes of hot, sticky, salty cum owned me. I rinsed his semen around my mouth, sucking it between my teeth, absorbing Daniel, tasting him everywhere, hard-wiring myself to him forever.

The saltiness burned my throat, my pussy clenching, my heart swelling with love, my slit dripping, slickness pooling on the floor, inside, my womb begging for his seed.

My brother shot a fresh load into me each time I jerked his cock back, holding it momentarily. My tonsils burned next, then my throat, and finally, as his dribbling cum drained into my stomach, I belonged to Daniel, and he to me. His cock pulsed, softening slightly, the crown slick with my spit and his cum, my lips trembling with devotion.

I sucked my brother’s cock more gently, wanking him slowly, sucking with lips puckered into a kiss, sliding up and down his bloating urethra from banjo string to balls. I pressed my finger hard, breaching his anus, hunting down the soft, semen-filled gland I knew was inside his back passage. His moans softened, his body relaxing, his love a vow that sealed us.

“I won’t hurt you, Daniel.”

“I don’t care… this feels amazing.”

“We must drain every drop, honey.”

“Do it, Hannah… please. I am all yours.”

I finger fucked my brother’s anus gently until I found his prostate, which I carefully milked on a fingertip, still stroking his cock with my other hand in a half-wank while licking every drop of seed that leaked from his tiny, red slit. Daniel’s cum was thick, salty, a brand of his love, my throat burning with it, my pussy throbbing and begging for it, my heart aching with devotion.

I swallowed every precious drop, milking and draining my virgin lover, making sure his first time was as perfect for him as it was enjoyable for me. His cock softened in my mouth, the crown slick with my spit, his prostate empty, milked out, his body trembling with aftershocks. I pulled back, my lips glistening, my chin dripping with my brother’s cum and my spit, the musky scent overwhelming, my bedroom a witness to our sin.

Daniel collapsed onto my bed, his chest heaving, his blue eyes burning with love, his hand reaching for mine. I crawled beside him, my naked body pressing against his, my breasts soft against his chest, my slit dripping, slickness smearing his thigh. The oak floor creaked, the pine air drifted through the window, the lavender-honey scent of my arousal mingling with his musk, our love a flame that consumed the room.

I kissed my brother softly, my lips tasting of his cum, his tongue flickering, exploring, claiming me. His arms wrapped around me, his fingers tracing my spine, his breath warm against my ear, his love a vow that sealed us forever.

“You’re my everything, Hannah.”

“And you’re mine, Daniel.”

We lay tangled in the pink sheets, our bodies slick with sweat and cum, our hearts pounding in unison, the lodge’s silence a cocoon for our taboo love. Emma’s floral scent lingered in my memory, a promise of her return, Mom’s jasmine perfume a shadow of her approval. Our family was remade in lust and devotion, Daniel’s seed a vow in my throat, our love a flame that would burn through the summer and beyond.


Chapter Five

◆◆◆

Daniel’s Point Of View

The oak floorboards felt cool beneath my bare feet as I stumbled onto my sister’s bed. Hannah’s pink bedsheets clung to my sweat-slick back, my body still trembling from the aftermath of the most incredible experience of my life.

My sister smiled, licking a bead of my cum from the corner of her lips, grinning effusively, as though she had enjoyed sucking my cock as much as I had enjoyed her doing it.

“My cum is inside you.”

“Yes… Does that feel profound to you, Daniel?”

“Very much… I never imagined making love could feel so personal.”

Hannah paused and kneeled beside her bed, leaning in to kiss me. That my semen coated her lips didn’t seem to bother me. I wanted closeness, her warmth, her love, and would pay any price for it. My lips yielded to hers, and I tasted myself, a tangy hit that intensified when my sister’s tongue explored my mouth.

I was lost in her — to her, owned, but not in a dominating sense. My sister wanted me, and I felt that her need might well have predated mine.

When she peeled her lips off mine, my sister smiled lovingly.

“Making love is different from having sex, bro.”

“Are we making love?”

“We are.”

There was a but, and it worried me. I saw a light flicker of doubt in Hannah’s eyes, a rippling of her cheeks that told me all was not perfect.

“What’s wrong?”

“I want to teach you how to lick my pussy.”

“I know… that’s great. I want to learn, so what’s wrong?”

“I want you to penetrate Emma’s pussy before mine. She’s a virgin, like you. I mean, it’s different for men to women, you have no…”

Hannah’s voice trailed off, and her cheeks burned rosy. I nodded, smiling.

“Emma’s hymen?”

“Yeah. It’s special.”

“A treasure.”

“Your virginity is too, Daniel.”

Hannah tried to ease any offence she felt she might have caused, but there was none. I reached up and cupped her cheek.

“You want to save something for Emma?”

“I do. If we are sharing, I think we should wait; otherwise, I’m being greedy.”

“Nobody could ever accuse you of that, sis.”

I reached down between my sister’s legs, desperate to feel my first pussy. She smiled and spread her knees wider, grinding her bones on the wooden floor. Hannah pursed her lips, then pulled gently on the bottom one, her face lighting up when my fingertips gently brushed her thick, creamy folds.

My sister gasped when I found her clit and rolled it gently, taking care not to rush in to find the hole I wanted to be inside. She was right, fucking Emma first would be fair, since my sister shared her purity with me, such as mine was still intact.

“You’re a natural, Daniel. Gentle, soft, and explorative. Think of my swollen lips as the front door to your paradise. Inside me is a place where only you will be allowed to go.”

“You’re a wonder.”

“Men are fascinated by a woman’s pussy, honey. Mine will always be here for you to explore.”

Hannah leaned over my cock and sucked it gently, cleaning away a few drops of my semen that leaked, probably because I was overfull. My cock stiffened again, but I wasn’t interested in being satisfied.

“Teach me how to please you, Hannah.”

“You are already most of the way there, darling. If you place my pleasure before your own, you’ll win every time.”

“But you pleasured me first.”

“I want to lead by example.”

“Lead?”

“You’ll grow to understand me. I’m the same girl who played with you for almost two decades, just with a new aspect available to you.”

“Sex?”

“Lovemaking.”

“Sorry.”

“It’s okay… I’m already teaching you.”

The air was thick with lavender-honey from my sister’s perfume, the musky tang of her arousal dripping from her slit onto my fingers, warm, sticky. The faint pine of the lodge drifted through an open window, mixing into a heady cocktail that made my pulse race, my heart pound with love and lust.

I rolled onto my side, reaching more easily between my sister’s legs. She spread wider, her pussy opening, more juices dribbling along my fingers. Hannah stared at me, her eyes wide and sparkling, her demeanor playful, a beautiful, loving smile warming my heart. She groaned while messing her hair with all fingers from both hands running through her gorgeous locks, her neck rotating as though she were finally able to relax.

When my sister reached down between her legs and gripped my wrist, I had no idea what to expect. She lifted my hand, grinning like a naughty schoolgirl, one eyebrow raised into a question. When Hannah sniffed my fingertips, I caught a whiff of the sweet, honeyed nectar, and I was instantly hooked. My cock throbbed hard, twitching vigorously. She saw it and smiled.

“Do you want another blowjob, bro?”

“No… I want to give something back… to you.”

“Can you hold on?”

“I want to restrain myself, make you cum, then… well, then it’s up to you.”

My sister’s eyes burned with utter delight when she isolated one of my fingers, swallowing it whole before sucking it. She whimpered. I saw her gulp, then she moved to the next finger, sucking it clean with a pop at the end.

“Do you want to taste me, Daniel?”

“Please feed me.”

“Take your time, honey… worshiping pussy can be highly rewarding for you too. Stay for as long as you like.”

“I will.”

My mouth watered, my nostrils filled with my sister’s sweet aroma. My cock bounced energetically off my stomach as it tried desperately to draw attention, but I was steadfast in wanting to make Hannah proud of me.

Hannah stood over me, totally and gorgeously naked, her body a vision—breasts full, nipples hard and red, her cropped bush glistening, her slit dripping, a bead of slickness I had teased from her trailing down her thigh.

Her green eyes burned, her long hair swaying, her smile a vow of devotion, her love a flame that cracked my chest open. My cock surged, precum dripping down my thigh, the musky scent of my arousal mingling with her honeyed slickness, the taboo of her body a fire in my veins.

“Lie back, Daniel, and prepare to be fed.”

“I’ve imagined what face-sitting would feel like.”

“Imagine I am your queen and you are my throne.”

“You are my queen, Hannah.”

“Thank you, darling. Now, roll onto your back so I can straddle your mouth.”

My sister purred, her voice a velvet command, her fingers brushing my chest, sparking heat through my core.

“It’s time you learned how to worship a pussy.”

I obeyed, my heart thundering, my cock aching as I sank into the pink sheets of my sister’s childhood bed. It was the same bed we had played in for more than a decade, the same bed she read to me in and from which we listened to music with Emma, the three of us lost in a private bubble.

I saw Mom at the door and noticed her proud smile — the same one she had when we were kids. I wondered how much she knew then. Chloe had never pushed me towards Emma and Hannah, and she always treated me as a son, as much as she treated her daughters with love and deep affection.

When I glanced back towards the door, Mom was gone.

The fabric felt smooth and cool against my skin, the scent of my sister’s arousal flooding my senses. Hannah climbed onto the bed, her thighs trembling, her slit glistening, her love a vow that sealed us. She straddled my chest, and I saw her lips open wider, the smell of her slick curling into my nostrils.

Her knees pinned my arms, and her pussy was inches from my face, its musky scent sharp and intoxicating, a honeyed wave that rewired my soul to her body. My eyes bulged, or at least they felt like it, my heart quickened, thudding loud and hard against my ribs as though it might crack the cage open at any moment.

My sister felt my excitement, and she leaned closer, her hair enveloping me in cascades of warm, shading love.

“Stay calm, honey.”

“I can’t… you’re… you’re… affecting me. I can’t control myself.”

“That’s good. I am supposed to bring you joy.”

“I want to please you, Hannah.”

“Watch me, brother.”

Hannah’s voice fell to a whisper, and I watched, agog, as her fingers parted her swollen lips, revealing a tiny, succulent pink, glistening hole. She spread her lips from the pink cathedral upwards. I saw her clit pop out of a thick, protective skin pouch, solid and creamy.

A bead of my sister’s slickness dripped to my chest, forever branding me.

“This is yours, Daniel. All of it.”

Her scent hit me like a tidal wave, my mouth watering, my cock throbbing, precum dribbling from my throbbing crown to my abdomen as it flapped around like a flag in high winds.

My sister lifted herself higher, shuffled both knees forward until her thighs bracketed my cheeks. I saw everything — inside her, and I felt the heat, the smell, my God, I could taste her vapor on my tongue as it stretched, reaching up toward the hole I would bury it in soon.

Finally, with a deeply contented sigh, my sister lowered herself, her slit hovering over my lips, her thighs hot against my cheeks, her love a flame that consumed me.

“Start slow, Daniel. Kiss my lips… taste me, savor my flavor… learn how it changes through the month.”

I leaned up, my lips brushing her swollen folds, the heat searing from her tiny hole. My sister’s slickness coated my mouth, salty and sweet, but utterly delicious, a brand of her love.

My tongue flicked out, tracing a line of deep love along her slit, parting her lips, the musky tang burning my taste buds, my heart swelling with devotion. Hannah moaned, her thighs trembling, her fingers from one hand tangling in my hair, guiding my head up, while her other hand helped open the gates of heaven for me.

Hannah’s love was a vow that anchored me, her pussy my safe place, her smell, taste, and touch the binding ropes I would forever be constrained by.

“Lick me deeper, brother.”

Hannah gasped, her hips rocking back and forth as she fed me her lips, her slit pulsing against my tongue.

“Find my hole… spear it with your tongue.”

I obeyed, my tongue plunging into her tight, sticky hole, her slickness released, flooding my mouth, hot and thick, her pussy walls clenching around my tongue. My lips spread Hannah’s wide apart, and she used both hands to cup the back of my head, pull me up, closer, like she wanted me inside her.

My sister’s moans grew wilder, her hips grinding, her clit brushing my nose, solid and creamy, the musky scent overwhelming. I sucked her lips, my tongue swirling inside as I explored every fold, her slickness dripping down my chin, pooling on my chest, the pink sheets stained with our sin.

“Fuck, Daniel… yes… like that.”

I felt I hit Hannah’s sweet spot when she cried out, her voice cracking in desperation, her fingers tightening in my hair, her thighs clamping my head, pressing my ears so hard, I heard only muffled cries of joy.

I slid my lips over my sister’s solid clit, clenching tightly, sucking so hard she yelled joyously. I learned quickly, puckering my lips, sucking gently to engorge her pink nub while dragging its tip from side to side with my tongue.

Hannah forced me to move by rolling her hips, dragging my mouth down to her hole while she screamed in ecstasy. I speared inside her again, curling, tasting, kissing with my lips pressed to hers until I had a seal — and then I sucked.

My sister’s pussy pulsed, a gush of sweet slickness flooding my mouth. I swallowed greedily, her taste a honeyed brand, my cock throbbing so hard I thought it might split along a vein, precum dripping through my ass cheeks to the bed.

The air was thick with my sister’s musk, a hint of pine, and her lavender-honey arousal.

She shifted, her clit hovering over my lips, solid and throbbing.

“Suck it, brother… gentle, then hard.”

“Will you cum?”

“I did a little bit… a tiny squirt. Did you taste it?”

“It’s glorious.”

“Do you want more, brother?”

“Yes… I want it all.”

“Suck my clit again, then let me guide my hole onto your lips. When I do, kiss me like you did and suck gently.”

I sealed my lips around her clit, sucking softly, my tongue flicking side to side. Hannah’s moans were raw and feral, her hips bucking as she rocked, face-fucking me, her slickness coating my face.

I sucked harder, my tongue swirling, her clit pulsing, her body trembling, her love a flame that consumed the room. Her thighs clamped tighter, her fingers pulling my hair, her cries echoing off the oak walls, the pine air a witness to our taboo.

“Daniel… fuck… I’m cumming.”

My sister quickly rocked forward, feeding me her hole. I kissed, speared, sealed, and sucked gently. She screamed, her pussy convulsing, a hot jet of slickness squirting into my mouth, burning my throat, my tonsils, and my soul.

It was my baptism, and in that moment, I knew my life would never be the same again.

I swallowed every drop of my sister’s cum, taking each powerful jet until my mouth was full, savoring her, then swallowing hard.

When she was done cumming and squirting, I started to clean my sister’s pussy, my tongue lapping her clit, her hole, her lips, sucking and swallowing her slickness, a vow I’d taste forever.

Hannah’s body shook, her thighs trembling, her love a tide that drowned me.

She collapsed forward, then wriggled back, her breasts pressing against my chest, her lips crashing into mine, tasting herself on my tongue. The pink sheets were soaked, the air thick with musk, pine, and our arousal, the lodge’s silence a cocoon for our sin.

My cock throbbed, my thighs drenched, my heart pounding with love and lust, Hannah’s body a forbidden Eden, her pussy a shrine I’d worship forever.

“You’re a natural, brother.”

Her lips brushed mine, her reassuring green eyes glistening, her love a flame that burned through my shame.

“That was amazing, Hannah.”

“I know… for me too.”

“How often can-”

My sister silenced me with her lips as she speared her tongue inside my mouth. When she stopped kissing me, she grinned.

“As often as you want, darling.”


Chapter Six

◆◆◆

I felt the heat of Daniel’s body radiating through the thin cotton of his boxers as I pressed him back against the cool plaster of my bedroom wall, the faint scent of his earlier shower still clinging to his skin—clean soap, warm boy, and the sharper, musky note of his arousal rising between us.

My right palm cupped the soft, heavy weight of his balls, his skin velvet-smooth and slightly damp with nervous sweat; my fingers curled gently, rolling the twin orbs so his fine pubic hairs rasped against my lifeline.

My left hand wrapped firmly around his cock, the shaft already steely rigid, veins swollen and pulsing under the thin sheath of skin, his crown flushed a deep, angry red and glossy with a steady bead of pre-cum that welled from the slit and slid in a slow, viscous trail down the underside.

I stroked him from root to tip, my thumb sweeping over the slick head on every upstroke, spreading the clear fluid that leaked until his entire length gleamed wetly in the low amber glow of my bedside lamp.

As I stared into his eyes, Daniel’s breath hitched, a soft, stuttering exhale that stirred the fine hairs at my temple. His hips gave an involuntary twitch forward, pushing his cock deeper into the tunnel of my fist, and I felt the subtle throb of his heartbeat through the dorsal vein. The room smelled of us already—his faint salt, my sweeter arousal drifting up from between my thighs where my own juices had begun to gather, warm and slippery against the seam of my panties.

“I always wanted you and Emma. I’ve felt most comfortable and aroused around you two. I just thought there was no way this could happen.”

“It’s your Dad’s suggestion.”

“And Mom’s. Your Mom.”

“I don’t think we should make those distinctions, even though that’s why this isn’t illegal.”

“It’s tough processing all of this, Hannah. I’ve never felt so… emotional. I really love you.”

“And I love you.”

His gaze dropped to where my hand moved over his solid cock, the motion slow and deliberate, my skin sliding over his with a faint, wet, slick sound. A fresh bead of pre-cum welled up, pearlescent and thick, trembling at the tip of his cock before it spilled over and coated my knuckles. I loosened my grip just enough to watch it stretch in a thin, silvery thread between my thumb and his crown before it broke and dripped onto the carpet.

“I love your cock, Daniel.”

“Is it big enough?”

“Bigger than any that have been inside me. I can’t wait for you to fuck me.”

His thighs tensed, muscles cording powerfully under the skin; the head of his cock flared wider, the slit parting as another pulse threatened. I eased off again, my fingers loosening until only the lightest circle of pressure ringed the base of his cock, trapping a rising surge. A single white droplet formed, quivering, then it slipped free and hung suspended for a heartbeat before I bent down and caught it on the flat of my tongue.

My brother’s overwhelming flavor burst across my palate—salty, slightly bitter, but warm as fresh cream. I sealed my lips around the head and sucked gently, drawing out the next slow leak, swirling it over my tongue until it coated every ridge of my teeth.

When I straightened, our eyes locked, his pupils blown wide and black, ringed by a thin halo of hazel. I resumed stroking his cock, my grip feather-light now, tracing every ridge and vein with the pads of my fingers, feeling the heat of him seep into my palm. His cock jerked in my hand, stiffer than any I had ever held, the skin stretched so tight it shone.

“Is this what Emma will do, Hannah?”

“I’m teaching you, so you’ll teach her.”

“Can’t you teach her? On a banana, maybe?”

“It’s not the same.”

“Maybe you can talk her through it.”

“Hmm… let’s see.”

I wasn’t sure how a crossover between us would work. I figured if I fucked Daniel’s cock while my sister turned the other way, riding his face, we were good, but I was deeper into kink than most friends I knew, so I didn’t want to push any boundaries.

“I’m headstrong, Daniel.”

“I know.”

“You mustn’t tolerate my anger just because you always have.”

“I choose not to retaliate when you get irritated, but that doesn’t mean I can’t. You’re like a passing storm, lashing out everywhere in the moment, but afterwards, you make amends.”

“I don’t want to quarrel with you, Daniel.”

“How should we manage that?”

“We’ll find a way.”

“You said you were kinky, Hannah. In what way do you mean that?”

My hand never stopped its slow glide, pulling back and forth over the swollen head with a soft, wet sound. His balls drew up tighter in my other palm, the skin there wrinkling, the faint musk of his crotch intensifying as sweat gathered in the crease where his thigh met groin.

“I love to finger a guy’s anus, Daniel.”

“I know… I felt it.”

“Did you enjoy it?”

“Yes.”

“It’s to improve your orgasm by milking your prostate. When you cum, I like getting all of it — every drop of semen on or in me, hand job, blowjob, or fucking.”

His cock gave a hard, insistent throb as he reached the edge of a climax. I backed off, and another thick bead of pre-cum surged out to coat my fingers. I spread it down my brother’s shaft, the slickness letting my hand glide faster for a single stroke before I slowed again.

“How do you massage my prostate while we fuck?”

“Good question. Umm…”

My cheeks burned; the air between us felt suddenly thicker, humid with the scent of my own arousal now mingling with his. My panties clung damply to my swollen, sticky folds, the fabric sodden where my clit pulsed against it.

Daniel grimaced and looked desperate.

“Come on, Hannah… you can be honest with me.”

“Okay. If you wore a well-fitted, prostate-milking butt plug while fucking me or Emma, you’ll almost always have a more intense orgasm and cum harder. Your cock will be harder too, meaning the girl gets more of a stretch, deeper, and a bigger load inside her.”

“Fuck!”

“Sorry, bro. Maybe it’s too soon to discuss these things. After all, we’ve never even dated.”

“I’d be doing anal, Hannah.”

“Kind of, but not in the way you probably imagine. The plug tip sits directly against your prostate gland, which is a walnut-sized knot of nerve endings just inside the rectal wall. Every thrust of your hips forward drives your cock deeper inside me or Emma, while the same motion rocks the plug’s curved bulb against your prostate with steady, rhythmic pressure.”

“Would I last long? I mean… I am almost cumming right now, and I know you keep backing off.”

“It’s called edging… a kind of cock training to help you last longer. Maybe you will cum quickly the first time we fit you with a prostate massager… I mean, there is nothing wrong with that. If you get me off with your tongue and fingers first, then I could cum fast too.”

“I want to pleasure you first, always, Hannah.”

“That’s a wonderful attitude.”

My brother’s chest rose and fell in deep, shuddering breaths; the veins along his cock stood out livid and pulsing. I squeezed gently at the base, then released, watching another fat drop of pre-cum swell and spill over my knuckles.

“Ease down a little, Daniel. Enjoy the burn, the suspense, because the wait must always be worthwhile. Girls love guys who show their feelings, who give away a little control, demand less, give more, and so far… You tick every box, honey. Mom raised you well.”

“I do it for you, too, Hannah. I want to be a better man for you.”

I shivered at that, and my womb tingled with the faint echo of an orgasm I had on my brother’s tongue. Very few lines affect a girl more than the one Daniel growled to me.

“You’ll finger me soon, honey, and that will be another lesson. I suggest that if Emma wants you as a boyfriend, you start slowly. Give our sister the best of you, gentle, careful, loving — don’t push her. Let her lead, arouse her.”

“You’ll teach me how to make love to our sister?”

“Not penetration, but everything else, yes.”

“How does it feel when a guy fucks you wearing a butt plug, Hannah?”

“I only did it once, and the guy’s cock wasn’t as long and thick as yours, but it was amazing. He wore a vibrating plug, and I felt every tremble through his cock. The dual stimulation — his cock sliding through my slick, clenching cunt walls while his prostate was massaged from the inside… well, it created a compounding wave of pleasure that started low in his pelvis and radiated outward into me.”

“Was his cock bigger because of the butt plug?”

“Yeah, it grew massive… well, compared to normal, and his cock was harder too. His balls drew up tighter and faster. The ring of muscle gripping around the plug’s neck keeps the anal sphincter slightly stretched, which heightens every internal sensation; the nerves there fire in sync with the prostate’s pulsing.”

My brother gasped and almost slid down the wall, so I gripped his cock tighter, dragging him upright. He looked desperate.

“Oh god. I am almost cumming, Hannah.”

“Let’s ease back, big boy… when you cum, make it a good one.”

“Can I cum inside your mouth again?”

“Of course, honey… I love to swallow after dragging every drop of your seed through my teeth and swilling it around my mouth.”

“Tell me more about how it will feel for you and me if I wear an anal plug.”

“Does it turn you on when I talk dirty, Daniel?”

“This doesn’t feel like dirty talk… it feels like freedom.”

“You’re such a good boyfriend.”

“Tell me more… please.”

My brother’s voice cracked on the last word; his cock jerked violently in my grip, another thick ribbon of pre-cum surging out to coat my fingers and drip in a slow, sticky strand onto my bare thigh. I smeared it across my skin, the warmth of it cooling quickly into a tacky film.

“When you wear a butt plug, they say your pre-cum leaks in thicker, clearer strands, coating my folds if I aim your cock there, dripping down your shaft if I wank you.”

His thighs trembled hard enough that his knees knocked together; sweat beaded along his hairline and rolled down his temple, salty when I leaned in to lick it away.

“If you wore a butt plug right now, when you finally cum, the orgasm detonates from two centers at once. The first spasm is the familiar urethral surge you feel when you wank, but it’s immediately amplified by the prostate contracting hard against the plug, forcing out thicker, heavier ropes of semen.

Each pulse feels like it’s being wrung out of you; the volume of your orgasm is noticeably greater, the jets feel more forceful, splattering deep inside me or down my throat in long, pearly arcs. The aftershocks roll longer, too—your cock jerks in my grip, the plug still nudging the prostate with every involuntary twitch, milking the last drops until you’re gasping, half-collapsed over me.”

“Fucking hell, Hannah. I can’t bear it any longer. Please finish me — I beg you.”

I sank to my knees, the wood rough against my skin, my thighs parting wide so cool air kissed the soaked crotch of my panties. My own arousal dripped in a slow, steady bead from my entrance, pooling on the carpet between my knees. I wrapped my lips around my brother’s cream-slick crown, my tongue swirling through the salty film, sucking gently as I pumped my fist in short, rapid strokes.

The first jet hit the back of my throat with shocking force—hot, thick, slightly bitter, coating my tonsils and sliding down in a viscous, gagging wave. I swallowed convulsively, but more semen followed, pulse after pulse of it filling my mouth until it overflowed the corners of my lips and ran in warm rivulets down my chin, dripping onto my breasts where it cooled into sticky trails across my nipples.

I milked Daniel’s cock through every spasm, my tongue pressed flat beneath its head to catch the last weak spurts. Then I lapped his shaft clean, tracing every vein until he shuddered and his cock softened slightly in my hand. When I tucked him back into his boxer briefs, the fabric clung damply to his spent cock, a dark patch spreading where the last drops seeped through.

I led my brother to my bed, the sheets already rumpled and carrying the faint scent of our earlier cunnilingus session—musky, feminine, sharp with dried arousal. We curled together, his chest to my back, the heat of his semen still warm on my skin where it had dripped. His lips brushed the nape of my neck, leaving tiny, wet kisses that cooled in the air and sent shivers down my spine.

“Where do you learn all of that, Hannah?”

“About the butt plug?”

“Yes.”

“Mom told me about it. She used to do the same thing for Dad.”

I rolled to face him, searching his eyes in the dim light. A shadow flickered there, uncertainty mingling with the sated haze.

“We can discuss anything, Daniel.”

“It’s about Dad.”

“What about Dad?”

“When he called, he was in a hotel room. I heard a woman’s voice in there with him. At the time, I thought it was room service, but I don’t think it was.”

“Dad has another woman, honey.”

“Oh, fuck!”

“Don’t worry, Dad and Mom are on the best of terms.”

“Will they divorce, Hannah?”

“I don’t know, but Mom reassures me, she’s thrilled, as is Dad. I know that’s the truth because she wouldn’t lie. We should stay out of the matter entirely.”

His nod was slow, the tension easing from his shoulders as he pressed a last kiss to my forehead, the taste of his own release still faint on my lips when I smiled against his skin.


Chapter Seven

◆◆◆

Emma’s Point of View

I heard my brother and sister fucking several times through the night, the thin plaster wall between our bedrooms doing nothing to muffle the wet, rhythmic slap of what I assumed was Hannah’s ass against Daniel’s thighs, her guttural moans rising in pitch until they cracked into desperate sobs of release.

Each time she came, the headboard thudded against our shared wall, vibrating through my mattress, sending jolts straight to my clit. I longed to touch Daniel, to wrap my fingers around his thick cock and guide it into my virgin slit, but I couldn’t—not yet.

For years, I had hoped that somehow he and I could become a thing, step over the obvious boundary of being siblings, even though we were step-relatives, our bloodlines never touching. It wasn’t illegal, but many would consider us freaks, whispering about the way I stared at his crotch when he emerged from the lake in dripping swim trunks, his cock outlined thick and heavy against the wet fabric.

I lay on my bed in the morning, cotton sheets twisted around my thighs, stiff with dried cum from my frantic wanks the night before, and I heard my brother moaning lasciviously through the wall. Clearly, Hannah was working her beautiful magic on him, her lips stretched wide around his morning wood, slurping noisily as she hollowed her cheeks and dragged her tongue along the bulging vein underneath.

I imagined the salty tang of my step-brother’s precum coating my sister’s lips and pictured the way his balls would draw up tight against her chin as she deep-throated him without gagging.

I didn’t feel jealous, just a hollow ache that my sibling and I couldn’t have been each other’s first, my hymen split by his virgin cock, in a shared ritual of blood and cum. The thought made my pussy clench, a fresh gush of slickness leaking from my throbbing hole.

I reached down to my panty waistband, its elastic warm and damp against my fingertips, and I peeled down the sodden cotton. The fabric clung reluctantly to my swollen labia, stretching thin strings of arousal between my folds and the gusset, snapping wetly as I tugged them past my knees.

My step-brother was the only guy for whom I leaked this hot, sticky nectar into my underwear, the crotch perpetually crusted with a mix of my arousal, the metallic tang sharp in my nostrils as I balled the panties in my fist and dropped them on the carpet.

As I listened, I heard the unmistakable wet slurping intensify, certain I was listening to Hannah’s throat working around Daniel’s cockhead, gagging softly as she forced his crown deeper, saliva bubbling at the corners of her stretched lips and dripping in thick ropes onto his balls.

I knew it must be her sucking my brother’s cock, driving her lips up and down his gnarly, long, thick shaft, her tongue flattened against the underside to milk every drop of precum. I pressed an index fingertip to my solid, swollen clitoris—engorged and peeking from its hood, slick with a sheen of arousal—and I groaned loudly, feeling the instant release of pent-up sexual tension ripple through my core.

I was masturbating.

And I was loud as I always was.

My groans echoed off the walls, raw and desperate as I rubbed myself, my hips bucking up off the mattress as I circled my clit faster, dipping two fingers just inside my quivering hole to scoop out the thick, slickness, and spread it over my throbbing nub. The squelching sounds of my pussy filled the room, mingling with Hannah’s slurps next door.

I groaned so loudly that Hannah paused sucking my brother’s cock—I heard the wet pop of her lips releasing his crown, followed by her giggle vibrating through the wall. Moments later, she knocked on my door, a sharp rap that made me jolt, hauling up the duvet and clamping my knees tightly together, trapping the hot, sticky mess between my thighs where it smeared across my skin in warm streaks.

“Come in.”

Hannah smiled meekly when she opened the door, her lips still swollen and glossy with Daniel’s precum, a faint white smear drying at the corner of her mouth. She ran to the chair beside my bed and leaned closer, looking excited, her cheeks flushed, her nipples tenting her tank top with hard points that scraped the fabric.

“Daniel is a dream come true, sis.”

“I know… it just-”

“It came all of a sudden?”

“Yeah. Dad shocked me… then, when I knew Mom had discussed it. I felt trapped.”

“I believe they knew what we wanted. This is certainly what I wanted.”

I sat up and raised my knees, hoping, no, praying, that my sister wouldn’t smell the taint of my arousal in the air—the sharp metallic bite of musky sweetness of my slickness, heavy and cloying like overripe fruit. But she did. I knew it the second her nose twitched, nostrils flaring as she inhaled deeply, her pupils dilating.

“We heard you rubbing one out from next door.”

“Oh, shit!”

My cheeks flushed brightly, burning hot, and I buried my face on my knees, groaning with shame, the duvet tenting over my head like a confessional. My pussy clenched involuntarily, squeezing out another teardrop of arousal that trickled down my asscrack and soaked into the sheets.

I shook my head and felt deeply ashamed, mortified that they’d heard every wet squelch, every desperate whine as I chased my orgasm thinking of Daniel’s cock stretching my virgin hole.

My sister ran her fingers through my hair, the touch gentle but insistent, her nails scraping my scalp in a way that made my clit throb all the more for Daniel.

“Come on, Emma. We all masturbate… even Mom does it. I hear her all the time.”

“I can’t believe we’re discussing this.”

“Do you want to share Daniel with me?”

I raised my head and stared at her wide-eyed, feeling the shock of my sister’s words slam into me like a physical force, even though she’d asked a very obvious question. Hannah smiled warmly, and her body language seemed very comfortable, like she’d taken our parents’ idea and run with it.

For my part, I was a confused mix of complex emotions—anxiety twisting in my gut like a knife, arousal for Daniel making my clit pulse, love for my sister softening the edges. I was on the last day of my period, my panties a sodden ruin of tawdry stains, and now, the only guy I ever really caught feelings for lay naked in my sister’s bed, his cock still semi-hard and glistening with her spit.

“Do you want to share a man with me, Emma?”

I sighed and eyeballed my sister, warm feelings of love and lust for Daniel baking deep inside me, my pussy clenching around nothing and aching to be filled.

“Do I want to share a boyfriend with you?”

“It sounds weird.”

“Most would think it very odd… immoral even.”

“Polyamory is on the rise.”

“Not incest, though.”

“You and I will never make love, Emma. Daniel is not related to either of us by blood. Do you want to allow other people’s opinions to spoil your happiness?”

“I know… but sharing our brother… it’s… well, it feels like an idea I need to mull over.”

“There is plenty to share.”

Hannah giggled and grinned salaciously, her tongue darting out to lick the drying cum from her lower lip, and I shook my head, my own mouth watering at the thought.

“I heard you two fucking all night.”

“I wanked Daniel off, sucked his cock a few times, and taught him how to worship a pussy with his fingers and tongue.”

“Christ, Hannah… spare me the details.”

“Details are important.”

“Why?”

“We didn’t fuck… not intercourse.”

“Why not?”

I felt confused, but pleased, a rush of possessive heat flooding my core—my brother was technically a virgin, so we could be one another’s first, our virginities shed together in a shared ritual of blood and cum.

“I wanted yours and Daniel’s first time to be special, honey. I wouldn’t steal that from you.”

“Thank you.”

I considered that momentarily, the ache in my pussy sharpening to a knife-edge. Hannah hadn’t hogged our brother. In fact, she’d considered mine and his needs before her own, leaving her own arousal unsatisfied. That worked for me, and I understood her point about polyamory, but I also knew that such dynamics were not plain sailing.

“Have you and Daniel discussed exclusivity, Hannah?”

“In a round-about way. I said we must be monogamous, at least between the three of us. No other partners.”

“I like that idea, but sharing one guy between two sisters is not easy. We have three bedrooms.”

“He has stamina… and, as I say, there is plenty to go around. His cock is long and thick.”

“I’ve seen it, Hannah. I peeked into his bedroom while he was wanking one day.”

“How long did you look for?”

“Too long.”

My cheeks burned again as I remembered watching my brother stroke his cock from the tip to his root. I’d watched the whole thing, saw him squirt semen everywhere, then I returned to my room and played with myself.

“We can even fuck Daniel together sometimes, honey… we just can’t touch each other.”

“Wow… is he up for that?”

“I don’t know. Our brother is also just getting used to the idea. He has a very short recovery period.”

“How short?”

I asked the question too quickly, too eagerly, my voice breathy, and Hannah laughed, her eyes gleaming with wicked knowledge. Then, as she looked down at my carpet, my sister saw my stained panties, the crotch a dark, crusty mess of creamy arousal, fresh slickness glistening in the center.

“Shall I give these to Daniel?”

“I still have my period.”

“Would you like him in here with you? Do you know how to wank a boy off?”

“In theory… but I never tried.”

“Do you want to?”

The air in my bedroom hung thick with my sister’s question. She stared at me while the musky sweetness of my arousal, and the faint lavender-honey scent of Hannah’s perfume clung to her skin as she perched on the chair beside my bed.

Hannah’s question lingered, her green eyes burning into mine. My heart pounded, a frantic drumbeat against my ribs. The thought of touching Daniel’s cock—thick, long, pulsing with need—sent a shiver through my core, my clit throbbing, solid and swollen, begging for pressure.

I licked my bottom lip. It was time to decide.

“Yes… But I want to be dated like in any other relationship.”

“You can do that.”

“And what about you?”

“I’ll take a back seat, continue teaching Daniel how to pleasure both of us… but I won’t fuck him.”

“Are you sure that’s okay?”

“Positive, Emma. I’ll send him in here.”

“Give me twenty minutes to shower.”

“Okay.”

When Hannah left, I sprang out of bed and tossed my dirty clothes in a laundry basket. I tied my hair into a ponytail, then tucked it inside a shower cap, before stepping into the steaming hot water.

When I finished showering, the morning light slanted into my bedroom through half-open blinds, casting golden stripes across the rumpled pink sheets. The oak floorboards creaked under my footsteps as I rushed to tidy an already clean room.

When the knock at my door came, my heart stopped.

“Come in, Daniel.”

The door opened, and Daniel stepped in, his blue eyes wide and nervous, his chest bare, muscles rippling under sun-kissed skin, his boxer briefs tenting obscenely with an immense erection. It occurred to me only then whether I would be able to take all of my brother’s giant cock inside me.

A damp stain on the gray cotton of his underwear was massive, precum soaking through in a dark, glistening patch that spread wider than my fist, the musky scent of his arousal hitting me like a tidal wave. Hannah followed, her hand on his lower back, guiding him to my bed, her fingers brushing the curve of his ass, her smile decadent.

“Emma wants to touch you, Daniel.”

“I… I really want that.”

My brother’s eyes locked on mine, love and lust burning in their depths, his cock twitching visibly, a fresh bead of precum seeping through the fabric. My pussy pulsed, slickness dribbling from my hole, the mess soaking my fresh panties, my clit aching for his touch, his love, his cum.

“Sit here, brother.”

Hannah patted the bed beside me. The mattress dipped under his weight, the springs creaking. He sat, his thighs tense, his cock straining, the crown outlined against the damp cotton, a wet spot glistening where the slit pressed. I sat higher, within reach of him, the duvet falling away, my bare breasts spilling free, nipples hard and red, my thighs slick with arousal, the musky scent flooding the room.

Daniel’s breath hitched, his eyes dropping to my pussy, the swollen lips parted, creamy stains on the fresh cotton already glistening, a bead trailing down my thigh.

“I am turned on, Daniel.”

“Me too. I’ve thought about you… and Hannah.”

“So have I. I heard you last night and wanted to enjoy the same thing so much, but…”

“I understand. We must go slowly.”

My sister smiled and left the room. For a moment, Daniel seemed not to know what to do, then he did, his eyes blazing with love.

“May I kiss you, please, Emma?”

“I’d love that.”

My brother leaned close enough for me to feel his hesitation before his breath. The space between us hummed with all the words we hadn’t yet dared to say. I could see a nervous flutter at his throat, the faint tremor in his fingers, and the reflection of my own pulse in his eyes.

When he leaned in, the world contracted to the soft sound of air leaving my lungs. His lips brushed mine, tentative at first, a question rather than a claim. The taste of him was clean and human—warm breath, faint coffee, something new that made my knees weaken just a little.

I kissed him back with the same slow care he’d promised me, the rhythm of our hearts keeping time like a quiet song we both already knew. His hand lifted to my cheek, not to possess but to steady, his thumb tracing a small circle that seemed to slow the spinning earth.

When we finally drew apart, the silence felt sacred, stretched thin between us. He smiled, breath catching on the edge of a laugh, and I realized that nothing about my life would ever return to its ordinary shape again.

Daniel stayed close, his forehead resting lightly against mine, his eyes fixed on mine, our breaths mingling in a quiet rhythm that felt almost like prayer. Neither of us spoke. We didn’t need to. The air between us carried everything — relief, wonder, the sweet shock of finally being able to love one another.

I felt the faint brush of his nose against my cheek, the warmth of his skin seeping into me like sunlight through a windowpane. My heart was still racing, but it wasn’t fear anymore. It was recognition — the body’s way of saying this really matters.

Daniel pulled back an inch, just enough for me to see the unguarded softness in his eyes. Something inside me melted at that, all the walls I’d built to stay composed and careful. I smiled, unable to help it, because there he was — gentle, uncertain, and utterly real.

“Was that okay, Emma?”

“It was perfect.”

His laugh came low, almost disbelieving, as if he hadn’t expected me to say it. I could still feel his lips on mine, a ghost of warmth that lingered long after the touch had gone. I wanted to remember every heartbeat, every small detail — the scent of cedar on his freshly bathed skin, the faint rasp of stubble on his jaw, the tremor that passed between us like a secret current.

Daniel reached for my hand, his fingers weaving through mine, tentative but sure enough to make my breath catch again. I squeezed back, grounding us both.

“I understand. We’ll go slowly.”

“I know and thank you.”

Outside, a wind stirred the trees against the windowpane, their branches tapping softly like applause.

I rested my head on his shoulder and closed my eyes, letting the quiet wrap around us.
No rush, no fear — just the small, exquisite beginning of something worth waiting for.

“I want to deal with your morning wood, Daniel, but I am not ready to make love.”

“We can play however you wish, dear sister.”

I reached out, my fingers trembling, brushing the damp cotton of his briefs. The heat of his cock seared through the fabric, pulsing against my fingertips, the musky scent sharp and intoxicating, precum soaking my skin. I traced the outline of his shaft, the veins bulging, the crown slick and throbbing, my heart pounding with love and lust, my virgin pussy clenching, slickness dripping to the sheets.

“Shall I take them off, Emma?”

“Can I?”

“Of course.”

His voice sounded like a velvet command, his fingers brushing my shoulder, sparking heat through my core. I hooked my fingers into Daniel’s waistband, the elastic warm and damp, and peeled his briefs down. His massive cock sprang free, thick and long, the shaft gnarled with bulging veins, the circumcised crown flushed deep red, glistening with precum that dripped in a slow, viscous strand to his thigh.

Daniel’s musky scent overwhelmed me, salty and raw, almost thick enough to taste, my mouth watering, my pussy throbbing, slickness pooling beneath me.

“This is my first time, Daniel.”

“I’m not experienced.”

“Do you mind me touching you?”

“Please do.”

I reached in and wrapped my fingers around my brother’s shaft, his skin hot and smooth, the veins pulsing under my grip, his cock jerking in my hand. Precum surged from the slit, coating my knuckles, thick and creamy, the texture slick and sticky. I stroked him slowly, from root to tip, my thumb sweeping over the crown, spreading the fluid until his entire length gleamed wetly in the morning light.

Daniel groaned, his hips twitching, his balls drawing up tight, the skin wrinkling, the faint musk of his crotch intensifying.

“You’re a natural, Emma.”

“It feels natural.”

I squeezed Daniel’s cock harder, twisting slightly on the upstroke as I’d seen on porn streaming sites, milking another bead of precum that welled up and spilled over my fingers. The wet, slick sound of my hand moving over my brother’s cock filled the room, mingling with his moans, raw and desperate, his love a vow that cracked my chest open.

“I can feel your pulse.”

“You have a perfect grip, Emma.”

“Does it feel good?”

“Perfect… amazing.”

The heartbeat in his cock felt like a frantic drum against my palm, his heat searing, the precum dripping down my wrist, pooling in the crease of my elbow. My pussy clenched, slickness gushing, my panties soaked, the musky scent of my arousal sharp and intoxicating, my clit throbbing, begging for release.

“Faster, please, Emma.”

I paused momentarily and let go. Staring at the precum coating my fingers and knuckles. My brother gasped when I stared at him and licked the mess he’d leaked, its salt and tang searing across my taste buds like a prairie fire out of control.

“I’m hooked.”

“I love you, Emma.”

“I love you, too, honey… I always have.”

“Please finish me off.”

I obeyed, and with the taste of him burning my mouth, my hand pumping faster, the slickness letting my fingers glide up and down his solid shaft, the sticky crown flaring wider, a tiny slit parting as another pulse of precum surged out.

Daniel’s thighs trembled, his abs flexing, sweat beading along his hairline, rolling down his temple, salty when I leaned in and licked it away. His cock jerked violently, the veins swelling, the crown pulsing, a sign of his impending release.

“Cum for me, Daniel.”

My voice was a purr, my hand tightening over his cock, gliding up and down faster, squeezing harder, to twist on the upstroke, to milk every drop. Daniel’s moans grew wilder, his hips bucking, his cock swelling in my grip, the crown slick with precum and my spit as I leaned down to taste him, my tongue swirling through the salty film, the flavor burning my taste buds, branding me.

The first jet hit my tongue with shocking force—hot, thick, slightly bitter, coating my tonsils and sliding down my throat in a viscous wave. I wanked him harder, faster, and swallowed convulsively, as more followed, pulse after pulse of his thick semen filling my mouth until it overflowed, running in warm rivulets down my chin, dripping onto my breasts where it cooled into sticky trails across my nipples.

I milked my brother through every spasm, my tongue pressed flat beneath his head, catching the last weak spurts, the musky scent overwhelming, my pussy dripping, slickness pooling on the sheets.

Daniel collapsed back, his chest heaving, his blue eyes burning with love, his hand reaching for mine, sticky with his cum. He kissed my lips, tasting his precum, his passion a vow that sealed us. The air was thick with musk, pine, and our arousal, the pink sheets stained with his cum and my slickness, the lodge’s silence a cocoon for our sin.

“You’re perfect, Emma.”

His voice was raw, his love a flame that consumed me, my virgin pussy throbbing, my heart swelling with devotion.


Chapter Eight

◆◆◆

Daniel’s Point of View

I fell asleep in Emma’s arms, the memory of her wanking me off tingling in every nerve of my body, her delicate fingers still ghosting over my shaft in phantom strokes. Her love teased my heart and soul with a warmth that spread through my chest like heated honey, slow and golden, binding me to her in ways I had never dared imagine.

I had so much to think about, to process—deep thoughts that swirled in eddies and whirlpools of confusion and wonder, intense emotions that crashed like waves against the shores of my mind, threatening to drown me in their depth. Yet somehow, amidst the storm, my mind was clear enough to drop into a deep, velvety sleep, the kind where the world dissolved into velvet darkness.

My stepsisters had eased me, and themselves, into something warm, loving, and comforting, a shared cocoon woven from whispered confessions, gentle touches, and the musky residue of our arousal that still clung to the air, thick and heady, a testament to the taboo bonds we had forged in the span of a single, earth-shattering day.

When I woke, the morning light slanted through half-open blinds in pale gold ribbons that striped Emma’s rumpled pink sheets, the fabric still warm where her body had lain. It carried the faint imprint of her curves and the subtle, lingering trace of her arousal and my semen that had dried into the cotton.

The scent of Emma’s floral perfume lingered on her pillow, wrapping me in her absence like a lover’s embrace.

At first, I felt dazed, my eyelids heavy with the weight of dreams that blurred into reality, my cock stirring lazily against the mattress, half-hard and aching with the memory of her grip.

Emma was gone from her bed, the space beside me cool and empty, a hollow that echoed in my chest. I saw a small yellow note on her nightstand, the paper crisp and folded with care, her handwriting looping in elegant curls that made my heart skip. I reached for it, the sheets whispering against my naked skin as I unfolded it, the faint scent of her floral perfume rising from the page like a kiss.

If I seem nervous, it’s only because this is new to me. I love you very much. I’m heading out for a run with Hannah to talk about you. ❤️

The heart at the end was drawn with a flourish, a tiny symbol that sent a rush of heat through my veins, my cock twitching fully awake now, pressing insistently against the mattress as I imagined their conversation. I saw Emma’s flushed cheeks, Hannah’s knowing smile, their voices low and conspiratorial under the pines, the crunch of gravel beneath their sneakers, sweat beading on their skin and tracing paths down the curves I had only begun to explore.

I heard voices in Hannah’s bedroom, muffled through the thin plaster wall—soft laughter, a gasp, the rustle of fabric—before the door closed with a decisive click that echoed in the quiet lodge.

They were gone, so I rolled out of my girlfriend’s bed, the oak floorboards cool and smooth beneath my bare feet, sending a shiver up my legs that mingled with the lingering throb in my groin.

I stepped over my sister’s panties, resisting the urge to steal them. I padded across the corridor naked, my cock swaying heavy and half-erect with each step, the air thick with mingled scents of pine drifting through an open window, the faint musk of last night’s sins still clinging to my skin, and the sharper tang of my own arousal as precum beaded at the tip of my cock and smeared warm against my thigh.

I had the worst possible case of morning wood.

I strolled into my bedroom and straight into my mother, her presence a sudden wall of jasmine-vanilla perfume that enveloped me like a warm cloud. Her sundress brushed against my bare chest in a whisper of silk that raised gooseflesh along my arms.

She glanced down instinctively, her eyes widening for a fraction of a second at the sight of my semi-hard cock bobbing free in the morning light, the shaft thick and veined, the crown flushed and glistening with a fresh bead of precum that trembled at the slit before dripping in a slow, viscous strand to the floor.

A smile curved her lips, slow and appreciative, her gaze lingering just long enough to send a jolt of heat straight to my core, my cock surging harder, the veins pulsing visibly as blood rushed in.

“Nice.”

“Sorry, Mom.”

The words tumbled out in a rush, my cheeks burning scarlet as I almost fell over in my haste to grab something, anything that would wrap around me and shield my sudden, shameful erection from her maternal yet charged stare.

My foot caught on the edge of the rug, fibers rough against my sole, and I stumbled forward, my cock slapping audibly against my thigh with a wet smack that echoed in the quiet room.

Mom saved my embarrassment, her hand steady and warm as she reached into the laundry basket she carried, its wicker creaking softly, and she handed me a large towel from the stack—freshly laundered, the fabric soft and fluffy, carrying the faint, clean scent of lavender detergent that mingled with her jasmine perfume.

“It’s clean… You can use it for showering.”

“Thank you.”

I hurriedly wrapped myself in the towel, the terry cloth cool and absorbent against my heated skin, its shape molding to the rigid length of my cock where it pressed insistently against the fabric. I created a blatant tent that I tried, and failed, to adjust discreetly. The fibers rasped teasingly over my sensitive crown, drawing more precum that soaked into the towel in a warm, spreading patch.

I fell back on my bed, the mattress sighing under my weight, the sheets cool and crisp against my bare back, my cock still very hard against the soft, fluffy cotton, throbbing with each heartbeat, the damp heat of my arousal seeping through and creating a sticky friction that made me bite my lip to stifle a groan.

“Don’t be embarrassed, Daniel. You have a fabulous body. It should be shown off more, especially now that you have two girlfriends living under the same roof to impress.”

“Oh God, Mom… I don’t know what to say.”

“There isn’t anything to say. You have two beautiful, loving girlfriends who want you and are willing to share. You must learn how to please them both.”

“Love them together?”

“Not together, but the same way.”

“That’s what I meant.”

“If you buy flowers, don’t forget one. When planning a date, think about the logistics — one date for three, or two couple dates on separate nights. Plan bedroom time too… girls have surging urges with their cycle… they both need love and sex.”

“I don’t know where to start, Mom.”

“I’ll help you.”

In twenty-four hours, I had enjoyed more intimacy than ever in my whole life. The memories of being wanked, being taught how to worship pussy, and enjoying my first blowjob flashed like lightning. I remembered Hannah’s lips stretched around my cream-coated cock head, her throat bulging as she swallowed me deep.

Then I recalled the heaven of Emma’s fingers slick with my precum, pumping my cock to release; her scent mingling on my skin, lavender-honey and floral sweetness, a heady cocktail that made my head spin even now.

I’d fantasized about my stepsisters in the dark hush of night, my hand wrapped around my shaft as I inhaled their stolen panties, but never, in my wildest, sober thoughts, did I think any of it could come true, that their naked, hard, and beautiful bodies would press against mine, their love a flame that consumed my shame.

I sat upright, the towel shifting against my erection with a torturous slide that sent sparks up my spine. I stared at my mother, my rock, the stability I needed in the turbulent seas that flung my emotions around like a storm-tossed boat.

Her sundress clung to her curves in the morning light, the fabric thin and flowing, hinting at the swell of her breasts and the flare of her hips, her jasmine-vanilla perfume wrapping around me like a comforting yet charged embrace.

“I don’t know how to do this, Mom, but I want to make it work. I love Hannah and Emma.”

“That’s the only thing that truly matters. Love conquers all. Keep that burning in your heart alive, and you’ll have the best of two women.”

“They are incredible.”

“As are you, son.”

Mom eyed me with a loving smile and sparkling eyes that held depths of maternal pride and something deeper, more electric, a flicker of desire that made my cock throb harder against the towel, the damp patch spreading as precum leaked in a steady stream.

“Why are you so keen on this idea, Mom?”

“I raised you, honey. The man who will father my grandchildren, care for and love my daughters—I raised you. Weird perhaps, but in a world of cheating, men and women beating each other in the home and massive divorce rates, I think this is a damn fine solution.”

“And Dad agrees?”

“He does, wholeheartedly.”

Mom’s mask slipped slightly at the mention of my father, her breath hitching in a sharp, involuntary gasp that made her chest rise further, the sundress stretching taut across her breasts, her nipples pressing faintly against the fabric in hard peaks that drew my gaze despite my horror.

Her chest jerked once, a subtle tremor that rippled through her body before it settled, her hands clasping in her lap, knuckles whitening. She sat in my computer chair, the leather creaking softly under her weight, the empty laundry basket on the floor in front, its wicker weave casting faint shadows on the oak boards.

I’d never seen my mother look so vulnerable, her eyes glistening with unshed tears, her lips trembling as she forced a smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes.

“What is it? Has Dad left you?”

“Not legally, but physically, he left long ago.”

“How? Why?”

“Your father wants an open marriage. I don’t.”

“Oh fuck! I knew it. I heard a voice in the background in his hotel room.”

“That was Annabella. She travels with Dad.”

“As what? His lover?”

“Yes… But she isn’t the only one. It’s nothing to concern yourself about. Dad and I have reached an agreement.”

“Divorce?”

“Not yet. First, inheritance must be dealt with. One thing we agree on utterly is that you and your sisters must succeed.”

“We will.”

“I know you’ll stay together. The three of you must finish college and take up jobs in our companies. Assets must be transferred to you three in trusts, then more for our grandkids. Once all that is fixed, your father and I can deal with separation.”

“And until then?”

“I live happily with you, Hannah, and Emma.”

“What about a man for company?”

“I have you.”

She said only that, confusing me. Mom smiled, her expression soft yet edged with a quiet sorrow that tugged at my heart, her eyes glistening like dew-kissed leaves in the morning light filtering through the blinds. She stood, her sundress whispering against her thighs in a silken sigh, the fabric clinging to the gentle curve of her hips and the swell of her breasts, her jasmine-vanilla perfume blooming warmer in the rising heat of the room.

She leaned in to me, her breath a warm puff against my cheek, carrying the faint sweetness of coffee and the deeper, maternal musk that had comforted me since childhood. Her lips brushed my skin in a tender press, soft and lingering, the contact sending a shiver down my spine despite the ache in my chest. Her pain was a shadow that made me want to hold her, to hug away the hurt with my arms wrapped tightly around her waist, feeling the steady rhythm of her heartbeat against mine.

But I couldn’t even stand up, frozen by the guilty throb of my solid cock tenting the towel obscenely, the damp patch spreading wider with fresh precum that soaked the fluffy cotton, the musky scent of my arousal sharp in the air, mingling with her perfume and making my motivations feel filthy, a betrayal of the son she needed.

As Mom left my bedroom, the door clicked shut with a soft finality that echoed in the sudden hush. Moments later, Hannah and Emma returned, their giggles bubbling like a mountain stream, light and infectious, punctuated by the heavy stomp of their sneakers on the oak floorboards, vibrating through the lodge like playful elephants announcing their arrival.

I heard the three women talking in hushed tones just beyond the door—Mom’s voice low and reassuring, laced with that maternal warmth; Hannah’s bold and teasing, a husky laugh that sent a fresh pulse to my cock; Emma’s softer voice sounded hesitant yet eager, her floral perfume drifting under the door like an invitation.

Then my sisters strolled into my bedroom, their footsteps light now on the cool wood, the air thickening with the salty tang of their exertion, the lavender-honey of Hannah’s scent, and Emma’s delicate floral notes weaving together in a heady bouquet that made my pulse thunder.

One sat on either side of me, the mattress dipping under their weight with a creak of springs, their thighs brushing mine through the towel. Hannah’s felt firm and heated from the run, slick with sweat that cooled against my skin; Emma’s were softer, trembling slightly with nerves, her warmth seeping through like sunlight.

Their closeness enveloped me, their bodies radiating post-exercise heat, the faint musk of their arousal mingling with sweat and perfume, my cock surging harder against the towel, the fabric rasping teasingly over the sensitive crown, drawing a bead of precum that soaked through in a warm, sticky bloom.

Hannah placed her hand on my thigh, squeezing, her eyes wide, her smile broad.

“Dad’s not coming back to live here, Daniel.”

“I know… Mom just told me pretty much the same thing.”

“He’s buying a place a few miles away.”

“Did Mom tell you why?”

“Yes… Let’s stay out of their business. We’ll love our parents as we always have.”

Hannah leaned in first, her green eyes blazing with love and mischief, her blonde ponytail swaying like a golden pendulum, damp strands clinging to her flushed neck. She cupped my face with hands still cool from the outdoor air, her palms still wet from the run, the touch grounding yet electric, sending sparks cascading down my spine.

Her lips crashed into mine, hot and salty from the exertion, the taste of her sweat sharp on my tongue as it darted like a lightning bolt, electrifying my body in jagged bursts that made my cock throb painfully against the towel.

She kissed me deeply, possessively, her mouth opening wide to claim me, her tongue swirling in slow, deliberate circles that explored every corner of my mouth, tasting of mint and the faint, metallic tang of adrenaline from the run.

Her breath bloomed warm and humid against my face, her moans vibrating softly into me, her teeth grazing my lower lip in a gentle nip that pulled a gasp from my throat, the sensation shooting straight to my groin where precum leaked in a steady stream, soaking the towel and creating a slick friction that bordered on torture.

The kiss stretched eternal, her love a flame that consumed my doubts, her body pressing closer, her breasts soft and heaving against my chest, nipples hard points scraping through her top.

When she finally peeled away, my sister’s lips glistened with our shared saliva, her eyes half-lidded and smoldering.

Before I could catch a breath, Emma cupped my chin with fingers trembling like leaves in a breeze. Her touch was feather-light yet insistent, turning my head toward her with a gentleness that made my heart ache.

Her blue eyes widened, freckles dancing across her flushed cheeks. Her chestnut hair was tousled from the run, damp curls framing her face in wild allure. She kissed me more innocently, less experienced, her lips soft and hesitant at first, brushing mine in a tentative question that tasted of fresh air and the sweet floral essence that was uniquely hers, her breath hitching in nervous puffs that mingled with mine.

But my sister’s power was undeniable, a surge of pure, unguarded love that cracked my chest wide open, her tongue flickering shyly against my lips before slipping inside, exploring with a curious wonder that made my cock pulse violently, the towel tenting obscenely as precum dripped down my thigh in a warm trail.

While Hannah reached into my lap and curled her fingers around my throbbing cock, Emma’s kiss deepened slowly. Her inexperience gave way to instinct, her mouth yielding yet eager, the wet heat of her tongue swirling in tentative circles that sent shivers racing through me, her moans soft and breathy, vibrating against my lips like a secret vow. The contrast between the girls couldn’t be more stark and enjoyable — Hannah’s bold fire, Emma’s tender bloom, they heightened every sensation, their scents enveloping me, sweat and arousal thick in the air, my body trembling between them.

Hannah pulled back slightly, her hand trailing down my chest, her fingers brushing the towel’s edge where it strained over my erection, the touch deliberate and teasing, sparking heat that pooled low in my belly. Emma’s kiss lingered a moment longer, her lips clinging as she withdrew, a thin strand of saliva stretching between us before breaking, her cheeks crimson, her eyes glistening with love and a flicker of bold desire.

“We need a shower.”

Hannah’s voice sounded husky from the run and the kiss, her fingers hooking under the towel’s fold, tugging gently so the fabric shifted against my cock, the rasping tease drawing a groan from my throat.

Emma nodded, her hand resting on my thigh, inches from the damp patch, her touch warm and trembling.

“All of us… together?”

“We can as long as we don’t touch each other, Emma… just bathe and play with Daniel.”

“Of course. Let’s do it.”

Her words hung in the air, charged and electric, the pine scent from the open window mingling with our sweat, the musky undercurrent of arousal thickening like fog. My cock throbbed so hard it felt like it might split open.

Hannah’s eyes flicked to Emma, a silent conversation passing between them, sisterly yet laced with the new intimacy of shared desire.

“Who gets to suck Daniel off first in the shower?”

Emma’s breath caught, her fingers tightening on my thigh, the pressure sending a jolt to my cock.

“I… I want to. But I don’t know how. Show me, Hannah. Please.”

Hannah smiled, slow and decadent, her hand sliding fully under the towel now, her fingertips brushing the slick crown of my cock, coating themselves in precum before withdrawing, the loss a sweet ache.

“Of course, little sis. I’ll teach you. Get down on your knees, stretch your lips wide, tongue swirling just like this.”

She demonstrated with a flick of her tongue in the air, the motion lewd yet loving, her eyes locked on Emma’s widening gaze.

The decision settled like a vow, the air around us humming with anticipation. All three of us rose, the mattress springs sighing in relief, the oak floor cool under our feet. Hannah peeled off her top first, the fabric damp and clinging, revealing her full breasts, nipples hard and red, glistening with sweat that traced paths down her toned abdomen.

Emma followed her sister’s lead, her movements shy yet determined, her top whispering to the floor, her pert breasts spilling free, freckles dancing across her chest, nipples tight peaks begging for touch.

I gasped and struggled for breath as I unwrapped the towel, letting it pool at my feet, my rigid cock springing free, thick and veined, the crown flushed and slick with precum that dripped in a slow strand to the floor. The musky scent of my arousal filled the room, mingling with their sweat and perfumes, the pine air a faint backdrop to our heat.

Naked, we headed into the shower, the bathroom door clicking shut behind us, steam already rising from the anticipation. The tiled floor felt cool and slick underfoot, water beckoning like a promise of cleansing and sin.

Emma’s lips found mine again as hot water cascaded over us, a steaming veil that traced rivulets down our bodies, soaking our skin in liquid heat that amplified every sensation. Her kiss was deeper now, emboldened by the shower’s intimacy, her tongue swirling inside my mouth with growing confidence, tasting of water and desire. She whimpered and groaned, her hands cupping my face as her breasts pressed wetly against my chest, her nipples hard and sliding against my skin.

Hannah sank to her knees on the slick tiles, water pounding against her back in rhythmic drums, steam curling around her like mist. Her hands gripped my thighs, fingers digging into muscle slick with water, pulling me closer as her lips parted, hot breath ghosting over my cock before she took me in—slow, deliberate, her mouth a velvet furnace that engulfed my sticky crown.

I reached down while Emma kissed me, burying my fingers in Hannah’s hair as I held myself upright. Her tongue swirled around my cock in lazy circles that traced every vein, every ridge until I thought I would melt into a puddle of utter pleasure.

Hannah’s lips drew tighter, her cheeks dipped as her suction against my crown, gentle yet insistent, drew a guttural moan from my throat that echoed off the tiled walls.

Emma’s kiss muffled my cries, her tongue dancing with mine, her moans vibrating into my mouth as she paused from time to time, watching her sister. I reached between her legs and felt her sticky arousal as she moaned, her eyes wide, the sight of her sister sucking my cock heightening her senses.

While Hannah sucked my cock, I fingered Emma’s virgin slit carefully, enjoying the aroma of our slick arousals mingling with the water.

I found my sister’s clit and pressed gently, circling it. When I glanced down, I watched the same thing Emma did — Hannah’s head bobbed slowly, her lips stretching wide around my girth, her wet slurps lost in the shower’s roar. Her throat relaxed to take me deeper, the bulge visible as she swallowed inch by inch, her hands massaging my balls, rolling them gently, the pressure building a fire in my core.

It was a dual assault—Emma’s innocent yet hungry kiss, her lips soft and yielding, tongue exploring with fervent need while I gently fingered her pussy.

Hannah’s expert mouth sucked with rhythmic pulls that milked precum from me in steady streams, her tongue pressing flat against the underside of my cock to heighten every throb as she wanked the base of it, pushing me to the edge.

When Emma came hard, crushing my wrist between her thighs, my hips bucked involuntarily. Water sluiced over us in hot sheets, the steam thick and perfumed with our mingled scents—musk, sweat, and arousal.

I came with a roar muffled against Emma’s lips, my cock pulsing violently in Hannah’s mouth, rope after rope of thick, hot cum flooding her throat, coating her tongue in salty waves that she swallowed greedily, her moans vibrating around my shaft, milking every drop until I shuddered, spent, the aftershocks rippling through me as the water washed us clean.

And clean we were when three stepped out of the shower, soaked, excited, no, thrilled that we’d moved one step closer to unity.


Chapter Nine

◆◆◆

Emma’s Point of View

My entire body vibrated like a tuning fork struck too hard, every muscle quivering from the orgasm Daniel had just dragged out of me with nothing more than two thick fingers curled inside my virgin cunt and the pad of his thumb grinding slow, merciless circles over my swollen clit.

The aftershocks of an intense orgasm still rippled outward from my womb, making my thighs clench and unclench around his wrist, my slick gushing in fresh pulses that mixed with the hot shower water sluicing down my belly, over my mound, and dripping in thick, creamy strands from my puffy lips over my stepbrother’s hand to the tiled floor.

I sagged against him, my knees buckling, forehead pressed to the slick, hard plane of his chest, feeling the frantic hammer of his heart beneath wet skin and the faint rasp of his chest hair against my cheek.

Water pounded over us in relentless sheets, drumming against my scalp, sliding in rivulets down my spine, pooling in the small of my back before spilling over the curve of my ass and running in warm rivers between my cheeks. I felt alive. I felt everything: my brother’s heartbeat against my fingertips when I placed a palm against his chest, his uncontrollable shaking in ecstasy, and his hot, panting breaths that rippled deep pleasure against my neck, each feeling like a soft kiss.

The shower’s heat loosened the knots in my shoulders, but nothing could loosen the grip of the orgasm still clenching low in my belly, making my pussy throb and flutter around nothing now that his fingers had slipped free, leaving me empty and aching.

“I want your cock inside me, Daniel.”

“Are you ready?”

“Not yet… I’m just saying. I want you to fuck me first… last and forever.”

“I will, darling.”

I tilted my head down, water cascading off my lashes, and I watched Hannah on her knees between Daniel’s spread thighs. Her blonde hair clung in dark, soaked ropes to her shoulders and back, water streaming from the ends in steady drips that pattered onto the tiles.

She had his cock in her mouth again, her lips stretched obscenely wide around the bloated crown, cheeks hollowed as she sucked hard enough to make the veins along his shaft bulge livid and purple beneath the skin.

Every time my sister drew back, my brother’s slick, glossy length emerged inch by inch, coated in a thick sheen of her spit with the last smears of his earlier cum, strings of it stretching from her bottom lip to his slit before snapping wetly against her chin.

She flattened her tongue and dragged it up the underside in one long, deliberate lick, curling around the flared head like she was savoring an ice-cream cone. Hannah puckered her lips to kiss the tiny, red eye that still oozed a milky pearl. She sucked that bead straight off, her cheeks dipping deeper, her throat working with a visible swallow that made Daniel’s hips jerk forward involuntarily.

Her right hand stayed locked around the base of our brother’s cock, fingers barely meeting around its girth, knuckles white as she wanked him in short, sharp jerks that made the wet skin slap audibly against her palm. Each twist of her wrist left a fresh glaze of saliva and cum smeared over her fingers, dripping in slow, viscous strands that mingled with the shower water and ran down her forearm in shiny trails. With every pull, Daniel’s heavy balls swung forward, brushing her wrist, the skin there drawn tight and shiny, still flushed dark from the load she’d already swallowed.

Daniel’s hand found my chin, his thumb pressing into the soft dimple beneath my bottom lip. He tilted my face up until our eyes locked through the curtain of water and steam. His pupils were blown wide, irises a thin ring of molten hazel, and the raw hunger in them made my cunt clench hard enough that another gush of slick leaked out of me and slid down my inner thigh in a hot, sticky ribbon.

“Was that good, Emma?”

His voice came out rough, scraped raw, barely audible over the pounding water.

“Amazing… I… I have no words, except…”

My breath hitched, chest heaving, nipples so hard they ached where they rubbed against his soaked skin.

“Except?”

“I love you, Daniel.”

“Oh my… I love you too, Emma.”

The words tore out of me like a confession, and the second they left my lips, something inside me cracked open, warm and liquid and terrifying. He wasn’t my brother anymore, not the boy who used to chase me around the lodge throwing pinecones, not the kid who cried when I left for college. He was the man whose fingers had just been buried inside me, whose swollen cock was currently stretching our sister’s throat, whose cum I could still smell on Hannah’s breath curling up toward me in the steam.

She glanced up and smiled as though another box was ticked.

“And so begins the rest of our lives.”

“And what an unorthodox lifestyle it is.”

“Who cares, Sis. We make our rules and live our way. Life is too short.”

Kissing our brother while Hannah kept sucking him felt like stepping off a cliff. Our mouths crashed together, clumsy at first, teeth clacking, water flooding between our lips, but then we found the rhythm, tongues sliding slick and filthy, tasting shower water and each other and the faint salt of his earlier release still clinging to the inside of his mouth.

My moan vibrated into him, loud enough that it bounced off the tiles and came back louder, forcing us apart with a wet gasp. A rope of saliva stretched between our tongues, shimmering in the light before it broke and splattered across my chin.

Daniel dipped the same fingers that had been inside me back into my cunt without warning, two thick digits spearing through my swollen folds and curling deep, scooping out a fresh flood of my creamy slick.

He brought his fingers to his mouth while Hannah kept working him, lips sliding down until her nose pressed into his pubic hair and her throat bulged visibly around his immense girth.

Hannah gagged hard, a wet, choking sound, and a thick mix of cum and spit snorted out of her nostrils in twin streams that ran down over her top lip and dripped off her chin onto Daniel’s balls. He licked my juices off his fingers slowly and deliberately, his eyes locked on mine, tongue curling around each digit like he was savoring candy.

“You’re delicious, Emma.”

“You’re my first… my first everything.”

“We’ll take it slowly. At your pace.”

“Thank you.”

I couldn’t stop myself because my body controlled me, wanting more. I kissed down Daniel’s jaw, my tongue dragging over the stubble that rasped against my lips, tasting salt and skin and water.

I licked a hot stripe down his neck, feeling the Adam’s apple jump under my tongue as he swallowed hard. Lower still, I kissed his collarbone, then the flat plane of his chest until I reached a nipple, small and dark and pebbled tight. I circled it with the tip of my tongue, slow, teasing flicks that made his cock jerk hard in Hannah’s mouth, then I closed my teeth gently and tugged.

My brother got harder instantly, and I watched his shaft swell visibly between Hannah’s stretched lips, another thick vein rising along the underside. We were getting him hard again.

I sank to my knees beside my sister, water pounding against my shoulders and back, streaming off my breasts in rivulets that traced over my nipples and dripped from the hardened tips.

The tiles were warm now from the shower, slick with soap and our mingled fluids, and my knees slid slightly until I settled. Hannah pulled her lips off Daniel’s cock with a wet pop. They were swollen and shiny, a thick string of saliva and cum stretching from her bottom lip to his slit before it snapped and splattered across her chin. She giggled and wiped the mess away with the back of her hand, smearing it across her cheek, then gripped his shaft again and aimed it toward me like a gift.

“Our brother is hard again, Emma.”

“I can see that. Should we be calling him that?”

“I will. It’s up to you whether you do. If we’re being romantic outdoors, Daniel must suffice, but here… in our home, we make the rules.”

“That’s… sensible.”

“I think so. Now… did you come down here to suck our brother’s cock?”

“I did.”

“Just do what comes naturally and keep your teeth away from his flesh. That’s not so easy because Daniel is a very big boy.”

“Is he your biggest?”

It was such a personal question that I shook my head the moment the words left my mouth.

“Sorry… I have no right to ask.”

“I don’t mind. We will be discussing Daniel a lot if we are sharing him as a boyfriend. I intend to get pregnant as soon as he is ready to be a father. I won’t interfere in your decisions.”

“I like the idea of us being pregnant together, Hannah.”

“You both have college.”

“Yeah.”

“But, to answer your question… yes, Daniel’s cock is my biggest. I have no idea how it will feel inside me.”

“And you sucked it so easily.”

“Not easily. You can do it too.”

Hannah’s words hung in the steam-thick air like a challenge. Her hand was still wrapped firmly around Daniel’s thick shaft, his bulging veins pulsing under her grip. The crown looked flushed and was slick with her saliva and the remnants of his previous release.

I nodded, my heart thundering in my chest, my cheeks burning hotter than the steam curling around us. Kneeling there, naked and trembling, with my sister’s confident gaze on me and my brother’s cock inches from my face, long, thick, gnarled, and still rigid despite the orgasm he’d just had, felt like stepping into a forbidden dream.

The musky scent of his cum lingered faintly, mixing with the clean bite of soap and the sharper tang of mine and Hannah’s fresh arousal dribbled onto the marble below. I needed to be fucked and figured my sister did too, but I wanted that moment to be one I’d remember forever.

Another bead of semen welled at my brother’s slit, his cock trembling before it slipped free and dripped in a slow, silvery thread toward the shower floor. Hannah caught it on her fingertip, lifting it to my mouth like an offering. I opened without thinking, tasting the salt-sweet heat of him as she painted it across my lower lip and tongue, her smile soft and encouraging.

“Open wide, little sis. I’ll feed you every inch of our stepbrother’s cock.”

She angled Daniel’s cock toward me, her grip steady at the base, the shaft still slick from her throat. When I opened wide, the crown brushed my lips, hot and velvet-smooth, the slit kissing my tongue as I parted for him. I tasted Daniel fully now: salt, skin, the faint bitterness of his earlier load still clinging to the ridges. My tongue swirled experimentally, tracing the flare of his head, feeling it twitch against the flat of my mouth.

Daniel groaned above us, the sound raw and broken, his hips jerking once before Hannah’s free hand settled on his thigh, stilling him.

“Easy, baby. Let her learn slowly.”

“She feels so good… like you… this is fucking amazing.”

“We’ll both train and learn together, every morning and night. Get ready to be very sexually active, Daniel. You have two women to satisfy.”

“I want to eat you both, too.”

“Oh, don’t worry… after a week your tongue will ache so much you won’t be able to speak.”

Hannah began to stroke our brother’s cock: slow, deliberate pulls from the root to his crown, her fist gliding over the slick skin with a soft, wet sound that echoed off the tiles. Each upward twist coaxed another bead of cum onto my tongue. It was thinner now, almost watery after his first release, but still warm and unmistakably him. I swallowed reflexively, the taste searing down my throat, burning my tonsils and branding me.

“Take more of his cock, Emma. Stay relaxed and let your neck massage his cock when you choke.”

I stretched my lips wider, my jaw aching as the thick head slid over my tongue and nudged the back of my throat. I gagged softly, my eyes watering, but I didn’t pull back. Hannah’s rhythm never faltered: she caressed his cock with long, firm strokes that made Daniel’s thighs tremble under my palms, his balls drawing up tight again, the skin wrinkling as she rolled them gently with her other hand.

“Do you feel that, Emma? He’s close to another orgasm. Our brother’s recovery period is excellent. A guy’s second load is always harder to pull, but fuck, it’s sweet when it comes.”

Daniel’s breathing turned ragged, his hips rocking in tiny, desperate thrusts he couldn’t quite control. Hannah’s grip around his cock tightened, and she twisted harder on each upstroke, her thumb pressing firmly against the thick vein underneath until his cock jerked violently in her fist.

“Open wide and swallow every precious drop.”

I did, my lips wrapped tightly around my brother’s cock, my tongue flat and waiting. She finished him perfectly: one final, brutal pump, and Daniel cried out, a strained, almost pained sound that cracked in the middle.

His cock pulsed weakly, the orgasm clearly dragged from overstretched nerves, but still he came: three thin, forceful jets of salty seed that splashed across my tongue, hot and watery, tasting faintly metallic now, the last dregs of what his body could give.

While I sucked our brother, Hannah milked him through it, squeezing from base to tip until the final shudder left him sagging against the tile, cock softening in her grip. A single drop clung to the slit; she leaned in and licked it clean herself, then pressed her cum-slick lips to mine in a quick, filthy kiss, sharing the taste between us like a secret.

“Good girl. You just swallowed our brother twice in one morning.”

Daniel’s hand found my hair, his fingers trembling as he pulled me up into his arms. His kiss was softer now, reverent, tasting himself on my tongue and groaning into my mouth like he couldn’t believe this was real.

Steam swirled around us, the shower still pounding, but the world had narrowed to just the three of us: wet, shaking, and bound together by the salt still coating my lips and the promise of everything still to come.


Chapter Ten

◆◆◆

Hannah’s Point of View

Wanking my stepbrother off into my little sister’s mouth was straight-up the sexiest thing I’d ever done.

Emma was years behind me in life and sexual experience, Daniel was technically still a virgin too, and yet the three of us had just rewritten the rules of our family in steam and cum and trembling devotion.

I left them tangled in her pink bedsheets, Daniel’s arms wrapped around Emma’s waist, her cheek pressed to his chest, both of them glowing like sunrise on fresh snow. They needed time for the new love to settle into their bones before they fucked for the first time.

I needed Mom.

She was in the kitchen, her sleeves rolled high, forearms dusted with flour like moonlight on skin. The scent of rising dough wrapped the room in warm yeast and safety, the same scent that had greeted me every childhood morning. She was on the phone with Dad, speaker on, his voice tinny from some London hotel suite that sounded like nothing but money and other women.

“They’ve already affirmed it, Eric. Emma’s starting slow, but Daniel has his hands full now—two women who love him completely.”

“I’m glad it’s working out, Chloe. Do you need me to come home and help with the situation?”

“No… honestly, it’s better if you don’t. They need time alone to straighten things the way they want. This separation will do us both some good.”

I slid onto a stool, the oak cool beneath my bare thighs. Mom poured coffee without looking, the dark roast curling steam carrying the scent of vanilla and jasmine from her wrists. She took the phone off speaker, listened to Dad, then laughed—soft, fond, final.

“We go on as we agreed. An open marriage is fine with me. Once our succession and inheritance plans are locked in, we divorce quietly and stay friends.”

My heart cracked like thin ice. No child wants to hear the word *divorce* spoken over fresh bread and coffee. Yet when Mom ended the call with “I love you,” I heard the truth in it—no bitterness, only the calm of a woman who had already moved on.

She set the phone down and slid a bowl of sliced mangoes and whole strawberries across the counter. The fruit bled sweet red juice when I speared a piece.

“Some marriages explode, darling. Ours just… glided from absolute love to absolute respectful friendship.”

“So you still love Dad?”

“Of course. I just don’t want to fuck him anymore.”

She said it as if she were choosing between white and wheat. I choked on a strawberry.

“Why do you love Daniel?”

Mom’s eyes were gentle but unflinching. Heat flooded my cheeks, and I stuttered, even though I had mulled the question over for more than a day.

“I have always loved Daniel. I just didn’t know how I loved him until Dad dropped his bombshell and you laid out the map.”

“Did your brother ever turn you on before?”

I swallowed.

“Yes. But he was jailbait until three months ago.”

Mom’s smile was slow, knowing.

“So, you’ll agree that love can transform. If so, marriage can too. Your father and I are proof that divorce need not be acrimonious.”

She leaned across the counter, flour smudging her cheek like war paint.

“Are you regretting waiting for Emma to fuck him first?”

“Yes and no. I’m older. I have needs.”

“You can do everything but penetration. Oral should help you keep from fucking him for at least a few days. Use toys and his tongue for hours—God, I love a man who worships pussy like it’s church.”

My thighs clenched involuntarily.

“Daniel already does that very well.”

“He’s not like his father then.”

Mom said it factually, not judging. I figured that somehow, at some point, my parents had become sexually incompatible. A guy worshipping my pussy and doing a great job with his tongue was essential, so I could understand why, over time, a lack of that attention might become frustrating.

Mom’s eyes sparkled.

“If Daniel already loves to eat pussy, you’re golden. Just remember—exclusivity among the three of you. No one else. Ever.”

“Ever is a long time.”

“Ever is exactly what we’re building.”

Daniel and Emma emerged from her bedroom hand in hand, cheeks flushed, her hair still damp at the ends. Emma carried a folded blanket the color of fresh cream; Daniel had a bottle of water and that shy, stunned smile that made my pussy clench like a fist.

“We’re going for a walk. The three of us. Up to the ridge. There’s a spot…”

Emma’s voice was soft but steady. Daniel’s eyes flicked to me, hopeful, hungry, already hard again under his jeans.

“It’s sunny and private up there, sis… are you in?”

“Yes.”

I was in before the words left his mouth.

We hiked single file at first, the pine needles crunching under our sneakers, the air sharp with the scent of sap and cold lake water. Sunlight slanted through the canopy in golden blades, striping Emma’s freckled shoulders where her tank top had slipped. Daniel walked between us, his hand brushing mine, then Emma’s, then mine again—like he couldn’t decide who to touch first and didn’t want to choose.

When we reached the clearing, the ridge dropped away to Saranac glittering like shattered glass below. Wildflowers—goldenrod, aster, Queen Anne’s lace—swayed in the breeze, their pollen sweet and thick. Emma spread the blanket with shaking hands. Daniel stood in the center, his jeans already tenting obscenely, the outline of his cock thick and urgent against denim.

I stepped close, pressed my palm to his chest, felt his heart hammer like a trapped bird.

“There must be rules. Emma and I don’t touch each other. Only you. Mouths, hands, whatever each of us needs. But we keep it between the three of us.”

I glanced at Emma, who nodded, her eyes wide and her lips parted.

“I want to taste my brother’s cock again. And I want him to taste me. But I’m not ready for… more. Not yet.”

Daniel exhaled, shaky.

“Whatever you need. Both of you. Always.”

“I want you to lick my pussy, Daniel, and it seems Emma wants that too, but after she sucks your cock.”

“That’s fine by me.”

I kissed our brother first—slow, filthy, claiming him. My tongue swept around his mouth, tasting coffee and Emma’s floral sweetness still lingering from earlier. When I pulled back, my sister was there, eagerly rising on tiptoes to take my place, her kiss softer, exploratory, but no less hungry. Daniel groaned into her mouth, his hands hovering at her waist, unsure where to land until she guided them to her hips.

I sank to my knees on the blanket, the weave rough against my skin, and unbuttoned him with deliberate slowness. His cock sprang free, heavy and flushed, the crown already slick. Precum beaded at the slit, trembled, then spilled in a slow, clear thread that I caught on my tongue.

My brother’s salt and skin were my new religion.

Emma knelt beside me, close enough that her breath fanned warm across my cheek, but we didn’t touch. She watched me lick a long, wet stripe up the underside of Daniel’s shaft, then she leaned in to mirror me on the other side. Our tongues met at the crown, flicking together over the slick head, sharing the taste of him in a filthy, worshipful dance.

Daniel’s hands tangled in our hair—mine first, then Emma’s—guiding without forcing, his hips rolling in tiny, desperate thrusts, his voice a choking whimper of utter ecstasy. I took him deep, my throat relaxing to swallow half his length, while Emma lapped at his balls, sucking one into her mouth with a soft, wet pop that made him cry out, the sound echoing off the ridge and scattering birds from the pines.

This was not what I envisioned, but it seemed right; it seemed like worshiping our brother’s cock before he licked me was the right way to go.

When I pulled off my brother’s bulging, throbbing cock, gasping, saliva stringing from my lips to his cock, Emma took her turn—hesitant at first, then greedy, her lips stretching wide as she sank them down his shaft, gagging softly but pushing further, tears glittering in her lashes. I watched her throat work, saw Daniel’s cock disappear inch by inch into my little sister’s mouth, and felt my own cunt clench so hard I had to grind against my heel for relief.

“Lie down. Both of you. Emma… you suck him off nice and slow, make him work my cunt hard.”

“I will.”

Daniel dropped to the blanket and rolled onto his back, his cock jutting proudly and wet. I peeled off my panties, hitched up my sundress, and straddled his face without hesitation, my knees sinking into the soft wool on either side of his head. The first touch of my brother’s tongue to my dripping slit was electric—hot, eager, worshipful. He licked me like a starving man, his tongue spearing deep inside my tight, fluttering hole.

He sucked gently, pulling out my sweet, slick, and swallowing greedily. I turned around in the saddle, facing his cock and my sister who gripped its monstrous thickness around the base.

Daniel flattened his tongue to drag it up, parting my swollen folds until he circled my clit, and my thighs shook.

Emma straddled his shins and leaned in, facing me but careful not to touch, her eyes locked on mine as she sank her lips down his cock—just the head at first, her lips stretching around his helmet with a soft, wet sound that made us both moan. My sister paused, breathing hard, then took another inch of his cock, her head sinking, freckles stark against flushed skin.

Daniel’s hips bucked up, driving his cock deeper down my sister’s throat, and his tongue thrust harder inside me in the same rhythm. I rode his face shamelessly, grinding my clit against his nose, my slick coating his chin, dripping down his neck in warm rivulets.

The sun beat down on my back, sweat beading between my breasts, the scent of wildflowers and sex thick in the air.

Emma began to move—slow, careful bobs of her head at first, then, as her confidence grew and innocence was shaken off, she went faster. As I rode my brother’s eager lips, his tongue buried deep inside my tiny, tight hole, I watched my sister wanking his cock, her entire body trembling as she took more of him down his throat, choking and drooling the same way I did.

While I fucked his mouth, Daniel instinctively reached out a hand between Emma’s legs. She peeled off her panties, wriggling her ass enthusiastically, and spread her knees wider, offering our brother unfettered access to her dripping wet slit.

He fingered her perfectly, taking on board the steps to a woman’s joy I had taught him. With my sister sucking his cock, him spearing my dribbling, throbbing hole with his tongue, and his fingers playing with Emma, we were a perfect tryst.

Mine, Daniel’s, and Emma’s moans rose in pitch, mingling, the blanket bunching beneath us as we all chased each other’s release. I groaned lasciviously when I heard my brother slurping hungrily between my legs. His lips were puckered into a kiss, sealing my hole as he sucked my sweet nectar like a man dying of thirst.

The slick, sloppy sound coming from Daniel’s cock as my sister’s lips drove the length of his stiff shaft was only slightly less wet and disgraceful than the sound coming from between her legs.

I came first, a sharp, shattering wave that had me screaming my brother’s name into the open sky, my pussy clenching around his tongue as I squirted powerful jets of unicorn pee into his mouth, hot and sweet. Emma followed seconds later, her back arching, a broken cry tearing from her throat as her cunt clamped down on Daniel’s fingers, milking them in rhythmic pulses as he thumbed her clit in circles.

Our brother lasted only a few thrusts more—his cock buried to the hilt in Emma’s throat, his taste flooding her mouth while he licked mine from me. Before he came hard with a guttural roar, his thighs tensed solid, his hips jerking as he flooded my sister’s mouth with thick, endless ropes of cum. I felt the pulse of my brother and sister through his tongue, through the blanket, through the very air shared between us.

We collapsed in a tangle of limbs and sunlight, sweat-slick and shaking, the blanket soaked beneath us with our mingled release. Daniel’s arms wrapped around us both, pulling us close, his lips brushing Emma’s temple, then mine.

“I love you. Both of you. Forever.”

Emma’s eyes fluttered open, glassy with tears and wonder.

“Yes… forever.”

I pressed my forehead to Daniel’s, tasting myself on his lips, feeling Emma’s warmth against my side, the three of us were bound by cum and sunlight and the quiet, perfect certainty that we had already begun.

The ridge stretched out below us, Saranac Lake glittering like a promise none of us had dared to believe in until this moment.

And high above, in the clear Adirondack sky, the future opened wide.


Chapter Eleven

◆◆◆

Daniel’s Point of View

I lay on the blanket, staring up at a clear, blue sky, its vast expanse stretching endlessly above me —a perfect dome of cerulean that was unbroken by even the thinnest wisp of cloud.

The sunlight poured down in relentless, golden waves that baked into my bare chest, warming the sweat-slick skin until it glistened with a salty sheen that trickled in slow, itchy rivulets down the grooves between my ribs, pooling in the shallow dip of my navel where it cooled and evaporated.

It left behind a faint, crystalline crust of dried perspiration mixed with the lingering traces of my sisters’ slick, juicy arousal that had smeared across me during our frenzied worship.

I was the luckiest man alive with one beautiful girl nestled against either side of me, their bodies pressed close in a tangle of limbs and heat. Hannah lay on my right side with her full, heavy, blue-veined breasts squashed softly against my arm, the hard peaks of her nipples scraping through the thin, damp fabric of her sundress that clung to her curves like a second skin.

My eldest sister’s panties lay strewn beside us, the fabric translucent in patches where her juices had seeped through before I peeled them off. I could taste the cream I’d scooped out after my tongue’s relentless assault on her throbbing, swollen pussy lips, and the scent of her honeyed slick rose sharp and intoxicating from between her thighs, tingling inside my nostrils.

Emma mirrored her on my left, her pert, freckled breasts heaving with each shallow breath, the soft, pale globes rising and falling against my side. Her nipples were erect and flushed a deep rose from the friction of the blanket and the cool breeze that whispered across the ridge, carrying with it the distant, crisp scent of Saranac Lake’s glassy waters far below.

Her chestnut hair was a wild, sweat-dampened cascade spilling over my shoulder and chest, individual strands sticking to my skin in clammy adherence. Each one carried the floral perfume of her shampoo intertwined with the sharper, more primal aroma of her virgin slick that had gushed in hot, sticky floods over my fingers when I’d curled them inside her tight, clenching cunt. The creamy residue still dried in flaky patches on my knuckles and wrist, its texture rough and tacky as I flexed my hand absentmindedly.

I felt harmonized with everything in nature, my life in perfect balance—a challenging feat for a man recently turned eighteen. While listening to my girlfriends breathing gently, the sun’s heat seeped into my pores like a lover’s caress. The rough weave of the blanket scratched pleasantly against my bare back and ass where it had bunched and twisted beneath us during our writhing, the fibers matted with dark, irregular stains of cum, squirt, and sweat that cooled in the open air, releasing a heady, filthy bouquet of our shared debauchery that filled my nostrils with every breath.

“Have you thought about college and work, Daniel?”

I turned my head and stared at Hannah, feeling a little jarred.

“I haven’t thought beyond this moment.”

“You should. I work for our company, Emma has a year left at college, and you will start this year.”

“Okay… I’ll do my fair share, don’t worry.”

“I’m not worried about you working, darling. I’d rather you didn’t.”

“Oh… umm… why?”

“You have college, two girlfriends, and honestly, I would much prefer you to spend free time in the gym… or with us.”

“I see.”

Hannah’s suggestion struck me hard. I’d always thought my parents’ company would occupy much of my time. It was an immense, unwieldy group of companies that needed all of us to help with.

“I can set up scripts to do the data mining, Hannah.”

“Yes… But, and I won’t speak for Emma, but I want to come clean and say, I want a full-time boyfriend. Not easy when you have two of us.”

Emma trailed a finger from my chest to my cock where she gripped the base tightly, smiling cutely.

“I want a full-time boyfriend, too, Daniel. You can count on my full commitment in every regard. I also love your gym bod. Sorry… but it’s more important than you working.”

I was distracted by a strong pine-scented breeze rustling the goldenrod and aster around us. Their pollen dusted our skin in fine, yellow particles that clung to the sweaty sheen on my thighs and the sticky trails of precum that had leaked from my spent cock in the aftermath of being sucked off by Emma.

My cock had softened, but it twitched now in Emma’s hand, the crown slick and sensitive, a final pearl of watery cum beading at the slit before dripping slowly onto the blanket in a viscous strand that stretched and broke with a faint, wet snap.

Emma shifted her weight, but Hannah got there first, wrapping her lips around my cock, sucking, while her younger sister wanked me gently.

“We will need a lot of fucking, bro.”

“I can see that.”

“And you’ll spend a lot of time on your knees. You have two pussies to eat. Hannah and I have different periods too, so you’ll always have one of us gagging to sit on your face.”

“You’ve come to life since your period finished yesterday.”

“But I wanted to fuck you even then. My friends fuck their guys when they bleed.”

While sucking my cock, Hannah made a noise in her throat that confirmed she wanted to be fucked during her period. She’d previously confirmed that to me, so it wasn’t a surprise.

My friends discussed sex a great deal, not disrespectfully, but those who enjoyed period sex said it was unbelievable, because their girls were rampant.

The reality of having two women suddenly struck me. My days of stealing panties and masturbating alone in the dark were over. Those guilty nights in my bedroom with Hannah’s or Emma’s soiled cotton gussets pressed to my face were over. No more would I inhale the musky, stained crotches until my lungs burned with their feminine essence, my hand pumping furiously on my throbbing shaft until ropes of hot cum splattered across the fabric in thick, pearly arcs that soaked through and cooled into crusty, flaky patches.

My sex life was transformed from one to three, replaced now by this sun-drenched reality where their bodies were mine to touch, taste, and claim, their love a tangible heat radiating from their sweat-slick forms, their breaths syncing with mine in a rhythm that felt eternal, the distant cry of a loon echoing across the lake like a benediction to our taboo union.

Hannah stopped sucking my cock, but she and Emma couldn’t get enough of me, their hands roaming lazily over my body even now in the languid aftermath of sex.

Hannah’s fingers traced idle, possessive circles through the damp hairs on my chest, her nails scraping lightly over my nipples until they hardened into aching peaks, sending jolts straight to my groin where my cock jerked, thickening against the warm press of Emma’s thigh.

Emma’s palm resting flat on my abdomen, her fingertips dipping into the pooled sweat in my navel, swirling it absentmindedly before trailing lower to brush the wiry bush at my base, the touch feather-light but electric, coaxing a fresh bead of precum to well up and spill over the sensitive crown in a slow, sticky trail that smeared across her knuckles.

“Will you make love to me tonight, Daniel?”

“It will be my honor.”

“I don’t mind if Hannah stays and plays with you. I like watching her fucking you.”

“We haven’t actually fucked yet.”

“But we will do it very soon… and straight after you fuck me, you must fuck our sister. It seems only fair since she has been so kind as to abstain.”

“If that’s what you both want.”

“I think we need it… all three of us.”

My stepsisters were the same, yet totally different, their similarities evident in the shared curve of their hips, the identical slope of their collarbones where sweat beaded and trickled in matching paths. They shared the familial glow in their eyes when they looked at me—green for Hannah, blue for Emma—but their differences were stark and thrilling, etched in every gesture and breath.

They looked different, but similar as you’d expect, Hannah’s blonde ponytail a golden rope still damp and frizzing at the ends from the shower and our outdoor exertions, strands escaping to frame her face in wild, sun-kissed halos, her green eyes sparkling with bold confidence, full lips curved in a knowing smile that revealed the faint white smear of my dried cum at the corner of her mouth.

Emma’s chestnut waves were a tousled mess clinging to her freckled cheeks and neck, her blue eyes wide and shimmering with shy wonder, her lips swollen and parted slightly, still glistening with the saliva and cum mixture from when she’d choked down my load, a thin strand of it drying in a crusty line down her chin.

It was their behavior that struck me most, Hannah’s gregarious nature shining through even in repose, her body language open and commanding, one leg thrown casually over mine, her thigh pressing firmly against my thick, solid cock. The heat of her pussy radiated through the thin sundress fabric where it had ridden up to expose the slick, swollen lips still puffy from my tongue’s worship. A fresh dribble of her arousal seeped onto my skin in a warm, sticky smear, and I wished I could have tasted it.

Emma’s shyness was a tender counterpoint to Hannah, her touches hesitant yet yearning, her body curled inward slightly as if seeking protection, her virgin slit still throbbing faintly against my hip where she’d ground it against my lips during her climax, the creamy evidence of her release cooling in tacky patches on my flesh.

My eldest sister understood how to please me, her movements confident and intuitive, knowing exactly how to squeeze and twist to draw a low groan from my throat, her thumb pressing firmly into the sensitive spot behind my balls, circling the perineum where the faint throb of my prostate still echoed from her earlier fingering.

Emma was learning, and in both, there was a thrill to be enjoyed, the innocence in her tentative licks and sucks a fresh rush that made my cock twitch and harden anew, the contrast between Hannah’s skilled, throat-bulging deep blowjob and Emma’s gagging, tear-streaked efforts a dual symphony of pleasure that left me breathless and begging.

Hannah leaned up on an elbow and smiled lovingly at me, her green eyes locking onto mine with an intensity that made my heart stutter. The sunlight caught flecks of gold in her irises, her full breasts shifting with the movement, the sundress neckline dipping to reveal the deep valley between them where sweat had gathered in shiny beads, trickling down to disappear into the fabric.

Her blonde hair fell in a damp curtain over one shoulder, strands sticking to her flushed cheek, the scent of her lavender-honey perfume intensified by her arousal, wafting up in waves that mixed with the sharper musk of her pussy juices still smeared across her inner thighs.

“Mom…”

“Yes. I love her very much.”

“She and Daddy will divorce, Daniel.”

“I know.”

“We must take care of her.”

“I know that too.”

“You’ll be the man in our home.”

When Hannah kissed me, her lips crashed against mine with familiar hunger, soft and plush. Mine parted immediately to allow her tongue to spear inside, swirling in hot, wet circles that tasted of my cum and her own slick juices. The flavor was salty-bitter-sweet, exploding across my taste buds as she moaned into my mouth, the vibration humming through my chest, her hand tightening on my balls with a possessive squeeze that made them draw up tight, a fresh pulse of blood surging to my cock.

Emma giggled, the sound light and tinkling like wind chimes in the breeze, her blue eyes sparkling with a mix of amusement and budding jealousy, her freckled nose wrinkling cutely, her hand pausing in its exploration of my shaft as she watched us, a faint flush creeping up her neck to stain her cheeks pink.

“My turn.”

Her voice came out breathy and demanding, a shy assertiveness that sent a thrill straight to my groin, her fingers digging lightly into my abdomen as she shifted closer, her pert breasts brushing my arm, nipples scraping through the tank top in hard, insistent points.

“Mom told me this is an area I must be careful about.”

Hannah pulled back from the kiss with a wet smack, her lips glistening with our shared saliva, a thin strand stretching between us before breaking and splattering across my chin in a warm droplet, her breath coming in hot puffs against my face, carrying the scent of coffee and cum.

“Yeah… if you fuck Hannah, you’d better fuck me too, Daniel.”

“Only once you are ready.”

“That’s going to be sooner than you expect.”

Emma’s words tumbled out in a rush, her blue eyes narrowing slightly, her hand sliding down to join Hannah’s on my balls, their fingers intertwining in a slick, possessive tangle over the sensitive skin, the dual touch electric and overwhelming, precum leaking anew from my slit in a steady dribble that coated their knuckles.

My cock hardened fully now under their combined attention, the shaft pulsing with each heartbeat, veins bulging thick and ropey against their palms.

“I thought we might go out tonight — a date.”

Emma’s suggestion hung in the air, her thumb tracing lazy patterns through the precum pooling on my crown, spreading it in shiny smears that cooled in the breeze. Her floral scent intensified as she leaned closer, her breath warm on my neck.

I glanced at Hannah as though seeking her permission, my eyes flicking to her green ones, searching for any flicker of jealousy or hurt, the sunlight glinting off the sweat on her upper lip, a bead trickling down to her chin where it mingled with the dried cum residue.

She smiled broadly and shrugged, her shoulders rising and falling in a fluid motion that made her breasts jiggle enticingly, the sundress fabric shifting to reveal more of her cleavage, slick with sweat.

“I have no problem, honey… this is something you must learn to manage, and I’ll warn you up front, you won’t always please both of us. Sometimes, you might piss off both of us.”

“Ahh.”

“It’s normal for couples to disagree… we’re a throuple.”

Her words carried a teasing lilt, but the underlying truth resonated, her hand giving my balls a gentle, warning squeeze that bordered on pain, the pressure sending a sharp jolt up my spine.

“Yeah… don’t forget Daniel. As well as you know us, we’re still women, with all the hormone imbalances that come with that.”

Emma’s addition came with a playful nip at my earlobe, her teeth grazing the sensitive flesh before her tongue soothed it with a wet swirl, the taste of her saliva sharp and clean against my skin.

“It’s a challenge I want.”

My declaration felt profound, my chest swelling with love and determination, the weight of their bodies against me grounding yet exhilarating, the filthy stains on the blanket a reminder of our bond.

“Good. Then you’ll date Emma this evening.”

Hannah’s approval sealed it, her lips brushing my cheek in a soft, lingering kiss, her breath hot and scented with our shared sins, her hand releasing my balls to trail up my thigh, leaving a sticky trail of precum in its wake.

When Emma went down on me this time, Hannah’s wide-open palm guided her there. She kissed me gently while her younger sister sucked my cock.

And I was in heaven.


Chapter Twelve

◆◆◆

Our lodge home’s second-floor hallway smelled faintly of cedar and lake water drifting through an open window, but inside my bedroom, the air was thick with sexual anticipation and the lingering musk of earlier sins.

My sisters discreetly inspected everything in my room, possibly with a view to moving in at some point.

Moving in.

Wow.

Days ago, I was a confused teenage guy with uncontrollable sexual urges, a vivid imagination, and my sister’s panties as my bedfellows. Now, I was rampant, my cock getting more hand and mouth attention than I ever dreamed possible.

I had eaten pussy, both of my stepsisters, and made them cum hard. I still tasted the tangy flavor of their squirt on my lips and in the back of my throat.

We showered together, an orgy of soaping, sponging, caressing, kissing, and gentle easing of muscles strained from a long hike and the many orgasms we shared on the hill. I needed to work out and felt that nagging anticipation coil in my muscles.

After drying off, Emma kissed me and left first, but Hannah stayed for a few minutes, checking out my bedroom. I lay on my bed, relaxed, my cock satisfied, but still semi-hard, almost like I was ready for my girls to use me at any time.

Hannah saw my arousal and giggled.

“Once Emma and I get into the swing of it, you’ll be well fucked and never sexually frustrated again, sweetheart. No more morning wood, and when you finish college, you’ll be put to excellent use.”

“Good… I want that.”

“Me too, Daniel, but…”

I raised onto my elbows and lifted an eyebrow into a question mark. My chest tightened as I watched my sister circle the bedroom, looking like a huntress.

“But what? What’s wrong, Hannah?”

“I worry about Mom.”

“She says she’s fine.”

“Yeah… but that’s what girls say when they are not fine, honey.”

“I see.”

“You’ll learn… We’ll teach you.”

I didn’t understand women at all. I barely understood girls as friends, especially my sisters, and I had no clue about girlfriends. If I couldn’t understand two sisters I’d grown up with who were only a few years older than me, how could I understand a woman with Mom’s life experience?

“How can I help, Hannah. I don’t want to come between Mom and Dad.”

“Our father won’t be living here anymore. Their breakup is… overdue.”

“You knew?”

“I’ve seen it coming. All I ask is for you to be there for our Mother.”

“In what way?”

“In every possible way, honey. You’re eighteen, young, but like it or not, you’re the guy around here… that is, unless you don’t want to be.”

Hannah eyed me innocently and seductively, in a loving, but suggestive rather than coercive way.

“I want this, Hannah, but you must speak plainly. I don’t understand female riddles.”

“That’s fair. You have a lot of women on your hands.”

“And I love that… but, just be obvious and direct.”

“Okay. I want you to enjoy life. Happy you, happy us. We all must make each other happy.”

“Okay… consider it done.”

Before she left, Hannah used my bathroom, another thing that turned me on. From a seated position on my bed, I watched her reach up her skirt, shimmy her hips cutely, then wriggle out of her panties. When she squatted over the toilet, her skirt covering her pussy, it was what I couldn’t see that aroused me.

She smiled shyly, and my cock throbbed, more so when the stream of pee that followed sounded like a waterfall. I restrained myself harder than I wanted because I needed to fuck my sister, but couldn’t.

While she stared at me, smiling, I watched Hannah roll some tissue, wipe her pussy, then stand and wriggle back into her panties. I held my resolve, barely.

“You need to be a rockstar boyfriend and lover this evening, Daniel.”

“Wow… yeah. It’s Emma’s first time.”

“It’s yours too.”

“And we are making love straight afterwards — you and I, that is?”

“Yeah… I can’t wait to fuck you. Can I give you some advice about tonight, please?”

“Of course.”

“Let me or Emma wank you off before we leave tonight. You need to last well, and there will be two of us, so let’s relieve all your sexual tension. Fucking your virgin stepsister should be something you both remember forever.”

“Yes… okay.”

Hannah left my bedroom with me in a hot, almost sticky mess, precum seeping onto my crown from a stiff cock that needed action. My sisters would prepare for our date in their bedrooms while I did the same in mine. Well, the truth was that I had a couple of hours in hand because they would take forever, so I actually rested, lying on my bed, staring straight up at the ceiling, gently stroking my cock without masturbating for a release.

I was teasing myself, thinking about one sister sliding her tight, wet pussy down my cock while the other fed me her dripping hole.

We were still tied to our bedrooms, even though I had played in both my sisters’ rooms. Mine was a man’s space in transition from boyhood with posters of vintage muscle cars half-peeled from the walls, a battered acoustic guitar leaning in the corner, and a stack of college acceptance letters I hadn’t opened yet.

My choice of college would be local, well, an hour’s drive, which was nothing I couldn’t handle. I had other options, as far flung as California, but I wanted to be near my girlfriends.

My bed dominated the room—king-sized, my bedsheets still carrying the faint floral imprint of Emma’s perfume from when she’d sat after showering. A single sock — Hannah’s, ankle-length lavender one with tiny yellow pineapples printed—lay discarded near the footboard, with Emma’s simple white cotton panties beside them, her gusset darkened with dried arousal from the day we had enjoyed on the mountain.

My underwear lay there too, stained from where precum and cum had soaked through the fabric.

My life was excellent and I lay back to reflect upon it. Sunlight slanted through half-closed blinds, landing in golden bars across the oak floorboards. It striped the rumpled navy duvet where I was sprawled, cock straining as I replayed Hannah’s words.

“Are you ready for tonight, Daniel?”

“Are you ready, Son?”

I almost leaped out of my skin when I heard my mother, letting go of my stiff cock immediately, covering myself with the duvet.

“Hey, Mom.”

“Sorry, I overheard you… It was something about being ready for tonight.”

I saw my underwear beside Emma’s and reached for it, rolling onto the floor, immediately regretting it because my cock was still rock hard and very visible. I’d been thinking about Hannah’s advice and was considering wanking, but then my bedroom door nudged open, surprising me.

“Hannah said you needed some help, Son.”

I rolled over, and Mom stared at my cock, her eyes widening. She looked so excited that I just lay there, on the floor, my cock pointing up like a space rocket. I was teasing her and testing the moment.

She stood in the doorway, her gorgeous figure backlit by the hallway’s softer glow. Mam had changed into a simple, knee-length, almost sheer linen sundress the color of fresh cream, its fabric clinging to her curves in the humid evening heat.

Her auburn hair was twisted up into a loose knot, tendrils escaping to frame her face, and her jasmine-vanilla scent curled into the room like an invitation. I was solidly aroused, my entire body trembling.

“Are you okay… did the fall hurt, Son?”

“No… I’m solid.”

“I can see that — very impressive.”

I blushed and averted my eyes from hers, but found myself staring between her legs instead. My mother’s panties showed through her sundress, a beautiful, dark blue French lace brief that covered enough of her mound to make me want to beg to see what was underneath.

I could swear I saw a camel toe, with just enough of the outline of a gorgeous slit to make my cock throb harder, aching as though the skin might split.

Chloe looked incredibly sexy. It was as if I saw my stepmother for the first time in her true and most authentic form.

“Chloe.”

“That’s the first time you’ve ever called me by my first name, Son.”

“You’re so beautiful. I’m sorry... I just-.”

“Are you only just noticing me now?”

“No… but…”

“You’re noticing me in a different way now, aren’t you?”

“Yes.”

“That’s because of Hannah and Emma. Our relationships have changed.”

“I don’t know… Mom… you are breathtakingly gorgeous.”

“Most men dream about fucking their mother-in-law and her daughter at the same time.”

“Mother-in-law?”

“Well, in your case, I am much more than that, honey.”

“I love you, Mom.”

I didn’t know what else to say. How could I tell the woman who raised me that I was deeply attracted to her? Chloe smiled knowingly, nodded, and closed the door with a soft click, the sound final. Her eyes—hazel, flecked with gold—dropped to the obscene stiffness of my cock, the sticky patch covering my crown spreading across the rim onto my shaft. A slow smile curved through her lips, maternal yet charged, and she crossed the room in three deliberate steps, the floorboards creaking under her bare feet.

I grabbed my underwear and tugged it on, then lay on my bed, trying to look unconcerned, calm, even though I didn’t feel it.

“Hannah mentioned that you needed some help, Son.”

“She did?”

“It’s your first night making love to both sisters. Hannah thought you might be a little tense before going out on your date.”

“I am.”

“Okay… I want to help you with that.”

“Help how, Mom?”

“By relieving that tension.”

Chloe’s voice was low, velvet-soft, the same tone she’d used to soothe nightmares when I was eight. Now it sent a shiver straight down my cock to my balls. She stopped at the bed’s edge, close enough that I could see the faint freckles across her collarbone, the way her solid, deep rose nipples pressed against the linen—hard, unmistakable, and gorgeous.

I had breastfed from those nipples.

I inhaled deeply and smelled pussy. I’d sunk my lips and nose into enough of it that day to detect the sweetness, and I knew it was my stepmother’s.

“Mom, I—”

“Shh.”

Chloe pressed a finger to my lips, the pad warm and slightly tacky with flour from the kitchen.

“Your sisters are busy primping to impress you. You’re wound tight as a spring. Let me take care of you.”

“Is it okay?”

“I’ll make it very okay, sweetie.”

While I sat, Mom’s hand dropped to my waistband, her fingers hooking the elastic with practiced ease. I swallowed hard, my throat dry, as she tugged my briefs down. My cock sprang free, long, thick, and flushed, the crown slick with precum that stretched in a glistening thread before snapping against my thigh.

The musky scent of my arousal bloomed sharp and heady, mingling with her perfume and perfect pussy sweetness until the room felt too small.

I was about to start a sexual relationship with my stepmother, my gorgeous, loving, experienced stepmother, and I couldn’t be happier.

“Can I...”

“Can you what, Son?”

“I want to go down on you.”

“As much as I would love that, not this evening, darling. Let’s get you drained and ready for a great evening. There will be plenty of time for more fun in the weeks ahead.”

Mom’s gaze lingered over me as she drank me in, appreciatively, then her eyes flicked up to meet mine.

“Lie back, Daniel. Let Mommy make sure you last inside Emma tonight.”

“It’s important… I know.”

“It is, and with this big cock, you’re going to stretch her big time.”

“Hannah, too.”

“We’d best get you prepared then.”

Chloe didn’t wait for compliance or permission. One palm pressed flat to my chest, guiding me down until the duvet felt cool against my bare back. The mattress dipped as she knelt between my spread thighs, her sundress riding up to reveal the smooth, tanned expanse of her legs. Mom’s fingers wrapped around my shaft—firm, confident, the grip of a woman who knew exactly how to handle a man’s cock.

She felt different from my sisters, more dominant, more absorbing, and I was deeply comforted.

A low groan tore from my throat as my Mom stroked my cock once, slowly and deliberately, her thumb sweeping over the crown to spread my slick fluid in a shiny glaze. Precum surged through my urethra in a fresh pulse, seeping out in a giant teardrop, coating her knuckles, dripping in a slow, viscous strand over her hand.

“Easy there, big boy.”

My mother murmured, leaning down until her breath ghosted hot over my cock. When she licked the back of her hand, groaning as she stroked my shaft, I almost came hard.

“We’ve got plenty of time, Daniel.”

“I know, but… not sure I can last.”

“You can, honey. We’ll train you to be the best lover ever.”

“Train… I like that idea.”

“Train with love, not spite.”

“Is there enough of me to go around, Mom?”

“I think so. It’s going to be fun finding out. If only…”

“If only?”

“If only we did this during lockdown. It would have helped us all.”

Her tongue flicked out—pink, wet, deliberately catching the next bead of my precum before it fell from the crown. I knew the taste of me exploded across her lips because she hummed, a soft, approving sound that vibrated through my groin as she curled her tongue around my cock head like it was ice cream.

Then my mother took me in her mouth, her lips stretching wide, sealing tightly around the bloated head, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked gently, drawing out another thick pulse of precum that she swallowed with a visible ripple of her throat.

I fisted the sheets, my hips jerking involuntarily. Mom’s free hand settled on my thigh, pinning me down, her nails digging in just enough to ground me. She worked my cock with slow, worshipful pulls, her head bobbing up and down as she drove her lips the length of my shaft—her tongue swirling under the ridge at the top of each stroke.

Chloe eyed me salaciously, her lips clenching tightly, her head bobbing wildly until my crown nudged the back of her throat, then retreated with a wet, filthy pop that left me gasping.

Mom’s saliva and my precum mixed in shiny ropes that stretched from her bottom lip to my slit, snapping wetly against her chin. She licked them away, devouring every drop of me, her eyes locked on mine, the gold flecks in her irises blazing.

“You’ll fuck Emma slowly tonight.”

“I will.”

She spoke between strokes, her voice husky, her hand twisting on the upstroke to milk another bead.

“Make her feel every inch of your lovely cock, Daniel. Then, once she’s happy, you’ll give Hannah what she needs. But first—”

“I want you, Mom.”

“I’ll teach you how to fuck my daughters first, then you’ll learn how to pleasure me. In the meantime, I’d take care of you.”

Mom sank her lips down my gnarly shaft again, taking me deeper, her throat relaxing until her nose pressed into the wiry hair at my base. The bulge of my cock was visible in her neck, a lewd, pulsing outline. She held herself there, swallowing around me, the constriction of her powerful muscles massaging and milking my shaft until my vision blurred.

When I opened my eyes, I saw Hannah and Emma, both looking stunning, fully dressed, with perfect hair and makeup. They watched their mother sucking my cock from the bedroom door, smiling proudly, pleased that she was relieving some pressure.

“Cum in Mom’s mouth, Daniel… do it for Emma and me.”

I came with a strangled cry, my hips bucking as the first jet of my semen hit the back of Chloe’s throat—hot, thick, endless. She swallowed me greedily, whimpering while her throat worked in rhythmic pulses, her fist wanking me hard, draining every drop of semen until the last weak spurt coated her tongue.

She pulled off slowly, cleaning as she released me with a pop, her lips glistening, a final strand of cum and saliva stretching before breaking.

When my mother craned her neck and saw Emma and Hannah spectating, she smiled, winked at me, leaned over, and pressed a chaste kiss to my forehead before standing.

“There. Now you’ll last for my daughters and fuck them hard and good. Don’t expect much sleep tonight, Daniel.”

My bedroom door clicked shut behind Mom and my sisters, leaving me sprawled and dazed. The taste of her jasmine lingered on my skin, and the echo of her throat around my cock branded me for the night ahead.

I only needed ten minutes to dress and be ready for the most incredible night of my life.


Chapter Thirteen

◆◆◆

I drove our truck into town with Hannah sitting beside me, her hand resting high on my thigh, fingers tracing lazy, possessive circles that sent sparks skittering up my spine. The console between us felt like a flimsy barrier, her heat seeping through my jeans, the faint lavender-honey scent of her perfume mingling with the sharper musk of her arousal still lingering from when she and Emma watched my stepmother suck my cock.

Emma leaned forward from the back seat, humming a soft, nostalgic tune from our childhood—something about fireflies and summer nights that Mom used to sing while tucking us in. Whenever I caught her eye in the rear-view mirror, she smiled with that radiant, freckled glow, her blue eyes sparkling like the lake at dusk, full of love and a quiet certainty that made my chest ache.

She reached forward too, her smaller hand syncing with Hannah’s on my leg, their fingers brushing in a subtle, sisterly dance that squeezed gently, teasingly close to my crotch where my cock twitched against the denim, already half-hard even after Mom’s earlier attention because of the promise of the night ahead.

“What did you enjoy best, Daniel?”

Emma’s voice was breathy and playful, and she leaned so far forward that her floral perfume flooded the cab, her breath warm on my neck.

“About what, Emma?”

“About Mom. You just came in her mouth, but was it the handjob, or our mother’s lips that gripped you?”

“All of it… all of you.”

Hannah squeezed harder, her nails digging in just enough to sting sweetly.

“Two daughters and a mother. I mean, Chloe is your stepmom and we’re your stepsisters, but still…”

“I’m lucky.”

“I think we all are.”

Hannah’s green eyes flicked to me with that bold, knowing spark

“I don’t feel concerned about sharing you… In fact, this might be perfect for all of us. I can spend time with friends, dive deep into work at the end of the next college year, play more tennis, and I don’t have to worry about childcare when that happens. We’ll have built-in support—family taking care of family.”

“No… but, I mean… We’ll have fun before the kids come along, right?”

I glanced at her, the truck rumbling over a pothole that jostled us closer, her breast brushing my arm through her sundress, nipple hard against the fabric.

“Of course, silly. I want to get pregnant, but not right away. We’ve got years to explore this—us, the business, each other. Imagine the freedom: no jealousy over late nights at the office because we all know where home is. No scrambling for babysitters because Mom’s right there, or one of us. It’s efficient, loving, unbreakable.”

“I’m glad… I thought we might take a trip before college starts, Hannah. Somewhere exotic… Indonesia perhaps… to see the Orangutans.”

“All four of us?”

“Yeah.”

“We can take a suite with three bedrooms, and you can move from one bed to another.”

My cock was rock hard again. Just the thought of fucking Mom, then Hannah before Emma, and changing the routine night after night, satisfying them, blew my mind. I sighed, and Hannah laughed… glancing into the back seats.

“He’s not gonna last this date, Emma.”

“Let’s go straight to Lover’s Point. I packed plenty of blankets so we can stay the night there. The beach would be a wonderful place to make love. I packed wine in the cooler, glasses, and water too.”

“You thought of everything.”

“I always wanted to lose my virginity there. Tonight is a full moon, and it’s warm.”

Hannah giggled, the sound rich and throaty, vibrating through the cab.

“And what about Mom?”

I pressed, my voice dropping as I navigated the winding road into Mandrake Falls, the town lights twinkling ahead like scattered diamonds.

Hannah eyed me cautiously, still smiling, but with a seriousness that deepened her gaze, her hand sliding higher, thumb brushing the seam of my jeans where my cock strained.

“That’s between you and Mom. You’ll have to find a way to manage the relationships here, honey. For my part, I’ll be open and honest, loving and always accommodating of everyone’s needs. But remember, this isn’t just fantasy—it must be sustainable. Poly families like ours have thrived for centuries when built on trust, blood ties, and shared goals.”

“You seem to know what you want, Hannah.”

“I always wanted polyamory, honey… like Emma, work is important to me. It must be for all of us, because we will inherit from Mom and Dad, and our kids will pick up where we leave off. Can you imagine the mess our work life would become if we had this kind of relationship with strangers? Jealousy, scheduling conflicts, and outsiders prying into the business empire. But with family? It’s seamless. Love, history, and billions in assets already bind us. No prenups needed when it’s all in the bloodline.”

“I did some research.”

I stopped at the lights along Main Street. The clock tower chimed softly in the distance, fairy lights twinkling on the diner’s porch. We wouldn’t be going there now — the beach beckoned.

“What did you research, Daniel?”

“Historical situations like ours. King Henry the Eighth was seeing two Boleyn sisters at the same time—Mary and Anne. It wasn’t just affairs; it reshaped a kingdom, kept power consolidated in one family line.”

“Yeah… but that ended badly.”

Emma chimed in from the back, leaning forward again, her hand slipping between the seats to join Hannah’s on my thigh, their touches overlapping in a warm, electric tangle.

“I also found a guy called Giacomo Casanova.”

The lights turned green, and we continued through town; the sudden quiet amplified our breaths.

“Don’t stop there, Daniel… what about him?”

“He was a Venetian adventurer in the eighteenth century who documented in his memoirs having affairs with several mother-daughter pairs during his travels in Europe. They weren’t royal but very wealthy, and their lives were thriving in secrecy—passion without the mess of outsiders, families staying intact through discretion and mutual benefit.”

“I’m sure there are more recent examples.”

Hannah’s fingers traced the outline of my hardening cock through my jeans, a teasing promise.

“Yes… us.”

I stopped again at a lonely crossroads outside town and turned to face them both. The cab felt intimate and charged, the scent of pine from the open windows mixing with our collective arousal—Hannah’s honeyed slick, Emma’s floral freshness, my own musky precum already dampening my boxers.

“This kind of union goes far beyond us, Daniel. I have researched this for years. The ancients and adventurers enjoyed poly incestuous bonds quietly throughout history. Often in royal or noble lines to preserve wealth and power.”

I thought about the Ptolemaic dynasty in ancient Egypt—Cleopatra herself married her brothers to maintain the purity of the throne, producing heirs through a web of sibling and familial unions that lasted for generations.

It wasn’t just survival; it thrived, with shared rule, no external threats diluting the bloodline, and a family unit so tight it conquered empires. Or the Habsburgs in Europe—centuries of cousin and uncle-niece marriages that built one of the most powerful dynasties, their poly-like overlaps ensuring loyalty and inheritance without fracture.

Even in modern shadows, undocumented families in isolated estates or tight-knit clans have mirrored this: a patriarch with sisters or a matriarch guiding daughters into shared lovers, raising children in communal bliss, free from societal judgment because the circle stays closed.

“There will be no divorce draining assets, no in-laws meddling—just unbreakable trust, amplified pleasure, and a legacy that compounds. We’re not anomalies, Daniel; we’re doing it our way. Efficient, eternal, ecstatic.”

Emma’s eyes widened, her hand squeezing my thigh.

“It’s… hot. And smart. No wonder Dad pushed this.”

“And it’s not incest, honey. As much as I loved you being my brother… we are not blood related and I am glad, because I love you deeply.”

“I love both of you.”

“Then let’s get to Lover’s Point so you can break our sister in.”

Hannah leaned in, her lips brushing my ear, breath hot and scented with desire.

“Tonight, we start writing our chapter. Emma first—then me, then home, where you claim us both again. Mom will be watching the door, smiling like she knows.”

I turned right and headed to Lover’s Point, a smile ripping from ear to ear.

I cut the engine at the edge of the sand, and the sudden hush swallowed us. Only the lake lapping at the shore and the low thrum of crickets remained. The moon hung swollen and silver, laying a mercury path across the water that shimmered like liquid glass.

Emma stepped out first, giggling, skipping barefoot, her dress fluttering around her thighs. She paused and stretched her arms overhead, arching her back, the cotton riding high enough to flash the curve where her thigh met a beautiful, tight ass. Hannah followed, kicking off her sandals, her blonde ponytail flicking like a banner. I locked the truck, my pulse already hammering.

Emma spun to face me, her eyes luminous in the moonlight.

“Carry the blanket?”

I slung the thick wool over one shoulder, grabbing the cooler in my other hand. Hannah took two more blankets, her grin wicked.

We padded across cool sand that gave softly underfoot, grains sliding between my toes. A large, flat boulder we’d claimed as kids jutted from the dunes like a natural altar, its surface worn smooth by decades of waves. I spread the blanket; Emma opened the cooler and uncorked the wine with a soft pop, while Hannah held out glasses and shared a few chunky, ripe strawberries.

After sipping her wine, Emma stepped into my arms without a word. Her mouth found mine—slow, deliberate, tasting of nerves and strawberries. I kissed her back, my hands sliding under the hem of her dress, palms gliding up the warm satin of her back until my thumbs brushed the clasp of her bra. She shivered, pressing closer, her nipples hard points through thin cotton.

Behind me, Hannah’s fingers worked my belt. The leather whispered free; my jeans loosened. She tugged them down with my boxers in one smooth motion, cool night air kissing my cock before she pulled it to one side, and her warm mouth replaced it.

A single, slow suck and her lips were sealed around my precum-dripping crown, her tongue swirling the slit. It drew a groan from my chest that Emma swallowed in our kiss.

Hannah pulled her lips off my cock with a wet pop.

“Get to the rock… now.”

I lifted Emma easily—she weighed nothing in my arms—and I set her on the boulder’s edge. The stone was still sun-warm, radiating heat through the blanket. Hannah circled behind her sister, sliding onto the rock, her legs bracketing Emma’s hips. She wrapped her arms around Emma’s waist, chin resting on her shoulder, breasts pressed to Emma’s back.

My cock throbbed so hard I thought the skin might split.

Emma’s dress bunched around her waist. I peeled it upward; she raised her arms so I could strip it off entirely. Moonlight painted her freckles silver, her small, perfect breasts trembling with each breath. Hannah unhooked Emma’s bra, letting it fall, then cupped her sister’s breasts from behind, offering them to me. My thumbs circled my sister’s stiff nipples until Emma whimpered, and I sucked one into my mouth.

I sucked her nipples for a few minutes, reaching my fingers between my stepsister’s legs, sliding them up and down her creamy slit before playing with the swollen, solid clit that throbbed to my touch.

I gasped and panted, my heart aching as my pulse shot through the roof and I stepped between Emma’s thighs, spreading them wide apart. Hannah’s hands slid lower, her fingers wrapped around my cock, guiding it towards Emma’s slick folds. The head nudged her virgin slit—hot, impossibly tight, dripping with need.

“Look at me, Emma. I love you.”

“Please fuck me and cum inside, darling.”

“I will.”

Emma’s eyes locked on mine, wide and trusting. I pushed forward—slow, relentless. Her tight resistance gave way with a soft, wet sound; her swollen lips parted, and she gasped as I stretched inside her, nails digging into my shoulders. I froze, letting my sister adjust, my cock buried halfway inside her, meeting light resistance. Hannah kissed Emma’s neck, murmuring.

“Breathe, baby. Let our brother inside you.”

Emma exhaled shakily. I slid my cock deeper inside her—inch by inch, until I tore past a barrier, whereupon my sister gasped, stared deeply into my eyes in disbelief and thanks.

“That’s it… my hymen.”

“I took it.”

“You did.”

“Do I feel nice inside you, Emma?”

“Oh god, wonderful.”

Hannah reached forward and cupped Emma’s knees, spreading her legs wider apart. I pushed forward, feeling my sister’s pussy clench tightly around my cock, more tightly than I had ever imagined, even more than her Mom’s throat.

Emma gasped and moaned repeatedly, never shifting her eyes from mine as I buried my cock deeper inside her, until my hips met hers. Then, as my heart thumped like thunder, I gasped and felt the heavenly sensation of having my cock buried to the root in slick, clutching heat.

My sister was molten, velvet, and above all, mine. Hannah’s arms tightened around her sister’s waist, anchoring her as I began to move.

“Fuck her gently at first, then harder… make sure you stretch Emma well.”

“I will… she’s so fucking tight.”

“She works out.”

“So do you.”

“Your cock is going to ache like fuck before Monday.”

“Good.”

I fucked my sister with slow thrusts at first—long, deliberate strokes that dragged my veiny, stiff shaft along her walls. My cock head kissed her cervix on every inward push. Emma’s moans rose in pitch, breathy and broken, her thighs trembling around my hips. I reached down, my fingers found Emma’s clit, and I rubbed it in tight circles that matched my rhythm.

“Faster and harder, please, Daniel.”

“Are you sure?”

“I need it… I need you.”

Emma pleaded, and I obeyed. The slap of skin on skin echoed across the empty beach, wet and rhythmic. Moonlight glinted off the sweat on our bodies, the lake a mirror to our frenzy. Emma’s pussy clenched hard around my cock, her powerful muscles fluttering.

She locked eyes with me, her ass raised, pushing into my cock as I thrust inside her. Emma came hard with a sharp cry—her first orgasm on a cock—her pussy squirting in hot pulses that soaked my balls and dripped down the rock.

I followed seconds later, my hips snapping forward, my cock pulsing as I flooded her tight virgin pussy with thick ropes of cum. The release was endless, each spurt drawn out by her clenching walls until I was spent, shuddering, my forehead pressed to hers.

When Emma’s orgasm subsided, I slid my cock out, panting, my shaft and crown coated with virgin lather. Hannah slid out from behind Emma, knelt on the sand between my thighs without a word.

Her mouth closed over my softening cock—warm, gentle, thorough. She licked me clean, swallowing the mix of my cum and Emma’s slick, her tongue tracing every vein until I was spotless and twitching.

Emma watched, her chest heaving, a lazy, sated smile on her moonlit face.

“Your turn next, Han.”

Hannah rose, eyes gleaming.

“Soon. First—wine. Then I ride his cock under the stars while you feed him.”

We collapsed onto the blanket, three bodies tangled, the lake lapping softly at the shore, the moon our only witness.


Chapter Fourteen

◆◆◆

When Hannah planted her feet in the sand and bent over double in front of me, I couldn’t take my eyes off her dripping wet slit. With my cum dribbling in thick, pearly strings from Emma’s freshly-fucked pussy, my youngest sister leaped off the rock, giggling, went around to one side of Hannah, and prised her ass cheeks apart with both hands, spreading them wide until the pink, glistening entrance of Hannah’s cunt winked open in the moonlight.

“She’s waited far too long for your lovely cock, Daniel. Give it to her.”

My cock was instantly hard again, and it hadn’t been two minutes since I’d flooded Emma. The creamy, rich lather of her virgin slick still coated my shaft in glossy streaks. I glanced down at it, then at Hannah’s swollen, dripping folds, and grinned like a man possessed.

I was about to use Emma’s pussy juices as lubricant to fuck Hannah.

I stepped forward, the warm sand shifting under my feet, and I lined the fat, creamy crown against Hannah’s entrance. She trembled from head to toe, whimpering delightfully.

The heat radiating from her was furnace-hot; her slick lips parted greedily around my cock’s tip, kissing it with a wet, sucking sound. Emma’s fingers dug deeper into Hannah’s cheeks, pulling her open even wider, exposing the tiny, fluttering, succulent hole that clenched in anticipation.

“Fuck her deep…”

Emma urged me on as I stared at her, shocked by her enthusiasm. Her voice sounded breathy; her eyes locked on the point of contact until she realized I’d paused. Then, she stared at me, her eyes wide, sparkling with the fire of taboo.

“I know that’s how our sister likes it.”

“How do you know?”

“Because we talk… about guys, and now about you. We discuss how we’ll fuck you together, separately, and… well, you know.”

“Do you discuss Mom too?”

“Yes… We knew you’d find your way to her.”

She nodded urgently at my stepsister’s pussy and grinned.

“Don’t hold back, Daniel. Be a good boy and fill Hannah… god knows, she needs it.”

I drove my hips forward—slowly and deliberately, enjoying every millimeter of my sister’s tight pussy. The head breached her with a slick pop, as her seal stretched around my crown and her soft tissue walls enveloped my cock like molten velvet.

Hannah groaned, low and guttural, her spine arching as I sank my cock inch by inch into her clutching heat. She was tighter than I’d imagined, her pussy gripping me like a fist, every ridge and vein of my shaft dragging along her slick channel.

I felt like she must be competing with Emma’s virginity.

“Fuck! That feels so good.”

“You’re so fucking big, Daniel.”

“I’m only halfway in.”

“Please, honey. Emma’s right… I like it deep and hard. Go balls deep in me now.”

I hissed and drove my hips forward again, bottoming my cock out in one smooth thrust, my hips flush against her ass, Emma’s fingers pressing into my skin while she tore our sister’s cheeks wider apart. My balls pressed against Hannah’s swollen clit, and she shuddered, a fresh gush of her arousal dripping down my sac in a warm rivulet.

Emma leaned in, her breath hot on my ear.

“Now move and fuck her deep. Give our sister what she needs.”

“I never asked about cumming inside her.”

“Don’t dare squirt your load on the sand.”

I pulled back—slowly, savoring the drag of Hannah’s tight pussy walls sucking at my shaft—then, when my crown was almost entirely out, I slammed home again. The slap of skin on skin cracked across the beach, sharp and wet. Hannah cried out, her ponytail whipping as her head snapped back. I set a rhythm: long, punishing strokes that bottomed out inside Hannah with every thrust, my crown kissing her cervix, her pussy fluttering around me like it was trying to milk me dry.

“Fuck me harder, Daniel.”

Hannah gasped, pushing back to meet me, her ass rippling with each impact.”

“Fuck me like you mean it, honey. I want to ache inside by morning.”

“Me too.”

Emma eyed me lovingly, then she released my sister’s ass cheeks and went around behind me, cuddling into my back, matching my stroke perfectly. When she reached around, made me pause, and soaked a finger in the cream from my cock, I was shocked.

“I’ve read about this being done. Don’t panic, Daniel.”

“Read about what being done?”

“This.”

When Emma parted my ass cheeks and began fingering my anus, my cock got harder. I gasped loudly, gripped Hannah’s hips, fingers digging into soft flesh, and I pounded her harder.

“I’ll milk your prostate and make you cum inside Hannah.”

“How… where?”

“Cosmo magazine. Just thinking about it got me wet… now I am doing it, I feel alive. Is it nice when I do this?”

Somehow, being balls deep inside Hannah got even better. Emma suck her finger deep inside my back passage, found my prostate, and massaged it. My eyes rolled, I groaned loudly, and my cock trembled inside one sister while the other felt like she was massaging the root with her fingertip.

The wet schlick-schlick-schlick of my cock spearing my sister’s tight, wet cunt filled the air, mingling with her broken moans and Emma’s soft, encouraging whimpers from behind. Hannah’s soft tissue walls clenched around my cock rhythmically, squeezing me in pulsing waves, her slick coating my shaft in a frothy sheen that dripped down my balls and spattered the sand.

Emma began fucking my back passage. When not inside me, she rubbed the ridges around my anus in tight, frantic circles, matching my thrusts. Hannah’s moans turned to screams—raw, desperate, echoing off the lake. Her pussy spasmed, squirting in hot, forceful jets that soaked my thighs and the blanket beneath us.

I felt my own release building, a white-hot coil in my spine.

“Gonna cum darling—”

“Do it inside me!”

Hannah snarled, slamming back onto me.

“Fill me. Fucking breed me.”

With one final, brutal thrust balls deep inside my sister, I erupted—thick, endless ropes of cum flooding her cunt, painting her walls white. Her pussy milked me in rhythmic pulses, drawing out every drop until I was shaking, spent, my forehead pressed between her shoulder blades.

Emma massaged every drop of cum out of me before sliding her finger out. She kissed my cheek, then Hannah’s, her voice soft and sated.

“Perfect. Now… wine. Then it’s my turn to ride him while you feed him your pussy.”

“Let’s rest for a few minutes here, then go home and shower. It’s so fucking humid here. We can turn on the AC, and fuck our brother all night, then see what tomorrow brings.”

Mom.

That’s what tomorrow will bring — Mom.

We collapsed onto the blanket, three bodies tangled, the lake lapping softly at the shore, the moon our only witness—and the night still young. I lay staring up at the stars, one sister on each side of me, Emma kissing me, Hannah cleaning the creamy mess off my cock.

I stared down at Hannah while Emma traced a line of kisses down my neck, across my chest and abdomen, joining our sister in sucking my cock. They took a side each, their flattened tongues licking my flesh from balls to tip, where they took turns to suck my crown. I cupped their heads in my palms and lay back, soaking up the moment.

“You’ve discussed doing this… perhaps not with me, but with another guy. This idea of you two sharing a man didn’t start with Dad.”

“No… that’s true, but now that it’s you… This makes life feel so much more perfect.”

“Let’s go home. I want both of you together.”


Chapter Fifteen

◆◆◆

My god… I just fucked both my sisters.

No… that’s not true… I just fucked my stepsisters.

The words ricocheted inside my skull, louder than the engine’s low growl, louder than the blood roaring in my ears. My cock still remembered Emma’s virgin blood and was coated with what remained of Hannah’s slick. It twitched against my thigh like it hadn’t emptied twice in the last hour, like it was already hungry again.

“Wow.”

“What was that, Daniel?”

Emma sat in the passenger seat, moonlight striping her bare shoulders where her dress had slipped. Her fingers were laced through mine over the gearshift, squeezing tight, possessive, claiming. The pressure shot straight to my balls.

I opened my mouth, but nothing came out. My voice had vanished somewhere between the memory of Emma’s cunt clenching around my cock for the first time and Hannah’s throat milking me dry while Chloe’s cum-smeared fingers still ghosted over my prostate in my head.

“Daniel?”

I braked at an empty crossing, the truck idling beneath me. Streetlights flickered across the windshield in slow pulses, painting Emma’s freckles silver, then gold, then silver again. I dropped my forehead to the steering wheel, the vinyl warm and faintly tacky from where Hannah had dripped on it earlier. My breath fogged the leather, and I shook my head.

Hannah’s hands slid over my shoulders from the back seat, her thumbs digging into the knots at the base of my neck, kneading slowly, in deliberate circles that made my spine melt and my cock surge harder against my zipper.

“I’m sorry.”

“What for?”

“I want you both so fucking much. I keep thinking this is a dream and I’ll wake up.”

Emma didn’t wait. She unbuckled, climbed across the console, and straddled my lap, her sundress riding up until the bare, swollen lips of her freshly fucked pussy settled hot and wet against the ridge of my jeans. The heat of her seeped through denim, through skin, straight into my bloodstream.

My sister cupped my face, her thumbs stroking my cheekbones, and she kissed me—soft at first, tasting of strawberries, lake water, and the faint copper of her own virgin blood still lingering on my tongue from when I’d licked her clean after we packed up the truck.

“Be honest, Daniel… what were you thinking about?”

“You… and Hannah… and me.”

“Were you thinking about you fucking both of us?”

Her voice dropped to a whisper that scraped raw across my nerves. She rolled her hips once, slowly and deliberately, grinding her slick folds along the aching length trapped in coarse jeans beneath her.

“Yeah.”

“Does the thought of you having me and Hannah anytime excite you, Daniel?”

My cock jerked so hard the head nudged her clit through my jeans. She felt it, her eyes bulged, and she smiled against my mouth, and did it again.

“Yes, but…”

“It’s a lot to take in, right? Especially when Mom has started something with you, too.”

“I know.”

Emma’s fingers slid down my chest, her nails dragging over cotton until they reached my belt. She tugged it open with a metallic clink that echoed in the quiet cab, then popped the button, eased the zipper down tooth by tooth. My cock sprang free into her waiting palm, hot, rigid, already leaking.

She rubbed my cock head with her thumb like polishing a brass ornament, then she offered the sticky load to Hannah, who licked it clean.

“Is it going too fast?”

“No… and that worries me. I want more.”

Emma’s hand closed around my shaft, slick with the leftover mess of her virginity and Hannah’s mouth. She stroked my stiff cock once, slow, twisting her cupped palm over the crown, spreading precum and cum in a glossy sheen that caught the moonlight.

“Fuck me now, Daniel.”

“Again… already?”

“Do you need to fuck me again, darling?”

“Yes.”

Without another word, and while stroking her fingers from one hand through my hair Hannah reached around from the back seat with her other hand, gripping the base of my cock. Emma lifted herself high, her pussy lips reeking of sweet honey and my salty cum.

When she lowered just enough for my crown to part her swollen lips, Hannah dragged my cock up and down her slit, pausing to circle my sister’s clit with a bulbous, leaking crown.

I stared at Emma like she was a goddess as my cock impaled her, and Hannah let go. She eyed me with love so ferocious that she owned me while Hannah reached around me and clamped my nipples between index fingers and thumbs, rolling them as though she were a virgin rolling tobacco on her thigh.

Emma slid her tight pussy down my cock slowly, squeezing her muscles, clamping down hard on my stiffness. She moaned and rolled her neck as if shrugging off kinks with a smile so broad that I knew she wanted me.

“I want you inside me every day, Daniel. It feels so good.”

When Emma settled down onto the root of my cock, she pressed her bulging clit against my pubic bone, grinding herself. Hannah leaned closer, whispering in my ear.

“There is a deeper truth in Emma’s words, honey. It’s something that reaches past the physical and into the soft, unguarded part of female desire where pleasure becomes connection. Wanting you every day isn’t just lust; it’s her and my way of anchoring ourselves to you, of holding onto the closeness, the safety, the affirmation we feel in your arms.”

“I understand. I need to kiss you, Hannah.”

“Of course, darling.”

While Emma rocked her hips back and forth in my lap, grinding her soaking wet clit into my pubes, drenching them, Hannah cupped my chin and tilted my head sideways. She stared deeply into my eyes, branding me as much as Emma was when clamping her pussy around my shaft, milking it. My eldest sister leaned closer, her closed lips touching mine with the softness of silk.

Hannah’s mouth opened first, and I followed, a slow, deliberate parting that let her breath spill hot across my tongue, tasting of strawberries, lake water, and the faint, unmistakable salt of my own cum still clinging to the back of her throat from when she’d swallowed me on the beach.

Hannah’s flavor was a delicious reminder of the last couple of hours. It detonated inside me, as a filthy reminder that this was the same mouth that had taken me to the root while Emma watched, the same mouth that had licked Emma’s virgin blood and our cum from my cock like it was communion wine.

Hannah’s tongue slid against mine, lazily at first, then she became hungry, curling, stroking, claiming every inch of my mouth with slow, wet sweeps that made my cock jerk violently inside Emma’s clenching cunt.

Hannah moaned into the kiss, the vibration humming straight down my spine, and I felt her slick gush hotter, coating my balls, dripping in thick rivulets down the crease of my ass to soak my jeans underneath.

Emma’s nails dug into my shoulders, her hips rolling harder, faster, her swollen clit dragging back and forth over my pubic bone with a wet, rhythmic slap that echoed in the cab. Each grind smeared more of her creamy arousal across my skin, the scent rising sharp and heady, mixing with Hannah’s lavender-honey breath and the raw musk of my own leaking precum.

Hannah deepened our kiss, her teeth gently catching my lower lip before tugging it and then sucking it into her mouth, soothing the sting with her tongue. She tasted like sin and love and everything forbidden, her saliva flooding my mouth until it spilled from the corners of our lips in glistening strands that broke and splattered across my chin, cooling instantly in the night air rushing through the cracked window.

She pulled back just enough for our breath to mingle, hot and ragged, her forehead pressed to mine, her green eyes blown wide and dark with possession.

“Is this fun, dear, sweet brother?”

“I love the intimacy best when I have both of you.”

“For us, that kind of intimacy isn’t only a rush of heat — it’s bonding, identity, belonging. It’s the reassurance of being wanted, chosen, and seen.”

“Emma feels so good, and you kissing me feels amazing while she fucks me.”

“When Emma said it felt good to have you inside her, she wasn’t just talking about her body. She was talking about the way he made her feel whole.”

“Do you feel that, Hannah?”

“Yes, darling. When you set off, drive faster. I want you inside me again before we reach the lodge. I want to feel you stretch me while Emma watches from the back. I want Mom to smell us on you if she visits in the morning.”

Emma whimpered at that, her cunt clenching so tightly around my cock now that when she lifted, her slick dripped in a slow, obscene rope from her swollen lips to my throbbing cockhead.

Then Emma stared at me while sliding back down my cock, her orgasm firing brightly in her eyes before she was impaled balls deep.

She stared at Hannah.

“I feel his cock twitching inside me. Our brother is cumming hard.”

“So are you, honey.”

“Yes… Yes, I am.”

Emma leaned into my arms for a warm, loving cuddle as we both orgasmed. She moaned, and I growled as my shaft pressed hard against her tight, fluttering pussy walls, my semen flooding her like a hot ocean. From the side, Hannah kissed me again, and I felt the blessings of all angels.

When Emma finished her orgasm, long after mine, she smiled at me, lifted her pussy from my cock, then moved across the console before leaning in, licking the strand of my cum that had dribbled from her gaping pussy onto my cock head.

She sucked me clean, then kissed me too, her tongue tangling with the taste of Hannah still coating my mouth. The three of us were bound in that single, filthy moment of shared breath and shared sin.

My foot slammed the accelerator.

The truck roared toward home, toward Mom, toward everything I wasn’t supposed to want but already couldn’t live without. Hannah continued rolling my shoulder and neck muscles between her fingers and thumbs, whispering, while Emma gripped my free hand and squeezed.

“Let’s get home and have more, Daniel.”

“Yes… I can’t wait.”

Emma wriggled back into her seat, glowing, radiant, her wide open thighs shiny with my fresh cum and her slick. She fingered her clit with a fingertip, teasing me while Hannah’s hands never left my neck, her thumbs pressing harder, possessive, promising.

“Don’t overthink, Daniel. We’re entitled to privacy in our lives, too.”

“It’s not that. I have responsibilities.”

“No, you don’t. Beyond exclusivity, as we discussed, there is honesty and reliability… and nothing else. Babies will come when they will.”

Emma leaned across and her sticky fingers found mine again, squeezing tightly, her other hand sneaking back to my cock, stroking it lazily, making me hard, preparing me for her sister.

“What about marriage?”

“We’ll cross that bridge when we come to it, darling. Let’s nail happiness first. Don’t complicate things. Let’s use intimacy to bind this triad properly. Mind you, it might become a quad fairly soon.”

I sighed, the sound coming from the back of my throat ragged and desperate. The thought of making love to my stepmother ravaged me. I wanted Chloe so badly it hurt—the taste of her jasmine-vanilla skin under my tongue teased, her throat taking me the way Hannah’s had, her pussy milking me while Emma and Hannah watched, touching themselves, touching me.

It wasn’t that I loved Mom more than I loved my stepsisters.

It was that I loved them all, and the taboo of enjoying myself with them. The feral man inside me wanted to spread his seed, and in three women under one roof, I had that opportunity.

My cock throbbed in Emma’s grip, leaking steadily now, the cab thick with the scent of sex—Emma’s floral sweetness, Hannah’s lavender-honey, my own musk rising sharp and animal.

Emma leaned over, kissed the corner of my mouth, then she moved lower, her teeth grazing my jaw, my throat, her tongue flicking out to taste the sweat beading there.

“Drive, Daniel. Take us home. I want you inside me again before the moon sets.”

Hannah’s lips brushed my ear, her breath hot, her words a velvet command.

“And when you’re done with Emma, you’ll fuck me while she watches. Then we’ll go to Mom’s room and see how loud you can make her scream your name.”

My foot slammed the accelerator. The truck lurched forward, tires spitting gravel, the road unrolling beneath us like a promise.

Three women and one man all under one roof.

My seed swimming inside all of them.

The thought should have terrified me. Instead, it felt like my destiny.


Chapter Sixteen

◆◆◆

I drifted into sleep sometime after the third or fourth round of fucking my sisters, my cock finally surrendering, raw and throbbing from the endless clutch of two perfect cunts.

My tongue was swollen from hours of being buried between slick folds, my face glazed with their mingled squirt and cream that had dried in flaky, salty patches across my cheeks and chin.

Hannah’s bedroom smelled thick and filthy, sex-soaked sheets twisted around our legs, the air heavy with the sour-sweet musk of cum, sweat, and pussy that clung to every breath. Hannah’s thigh was still draped over mine, her slick, pussy lips parted against my hip, a slow trickle of my last load seeping from her swollen hole onto my skin in warm, viscous pulses.

Emma’s smaller body curled into my other side, her freckled breasts pressed soft and damp against my ribs, her breath fluttering warm across my nipple each time she exhaled in her sleep.

Sometime in the deepest black before dawn, I woke, my throat dry, lips cracked, the taste of both my sisters still coating my tongue like a second skin, thick, creamy, unmistakably feminine.

My cock twitched half-heartedly, sore and oversensitive, the crown sticky with dried fluids. The room was quiet except for the soft, wet sounds of Hannah and Emma breathing, their hair tangled across my chest in damp ropes, blonde and chestnut strands glued together with sweat and cum.

I eased out from between them slowly, carefully, the mattress sighing as my weight left it. Emma murmured something unintelligible, her arm flopping across the warm spot I’d vacated, fingers curling as if searching for my cock even in sleep. Hannah didn’t stir, only rolled onto her stomach, her ass rising slightly, the cheeks parting just enough for a fresh bead of my seed to slip from her gaping pussy and trail down her inner thigh in a slow, pearly ribbon that caught the faint moonlight slicing through the blinds.

I pulled on a navy bathrobe hanging from the bedpost, the terry cloth rough against my raw skin, the belt loose so the front gaped open, my spent cock swaying heavy and tender between my legs.

The hallway was cool, the oak floorboards chilled under my bare feet, carrying the faint scent of pine from the open windows downstairs. I padded toward the kitchen, each step making my balls ache pleasantly, the memory of Emma riding my face while Hannah milked my prostate with a fingertip still pulsing behind my eyes.

The fridge door opened with a soft suck of the seal, cold air washing over my chest and tightening my nipples instantly. I grabbed a glass pitcher of fresh orange juice, the pulp swirling thick and golden, and poured until the glass brimmed, condensation already beading on the outside and sliding cold down my fingers.

I drank greedily, the acid biting my swollen tongue, cutting through the lingering taste of pussy and cum. The cold liquid flooded my throat and spilled a little at the corners of my mouth, dripping icy trails down my neck and chest.

On the way back to Hannah’s room, with a glass still in hand, I heard it — low, raw, unmistakable, and desperate. A wet, rhythmic squelch, soft gasps, and the faint creak of bedsprings stirred my cock.

I saw Mom’s bedroom door was cracked open just enough for a blade of warm lamplight to spill across the hallway floorboards. The desperate sound came again, deeper this time, a throaty moan that curled straight into my balls and made my cock twitch despite its soreness.

I pushed the door wider with two fingers.

My mother was on her back, lying in the center of an enormous bed, sheets kicked to the footboard. Her knees were splayed wide, her thighs trembling, and my body shuddered.

Chloe looked magnificent.

She had suction cups on her nipples, which were deep rose and swollen, pulling her heavy breasts into perfect cones. The skin stretched taut and shiny, the cups pulsing faintly with each ragged breath.

Between Mom’s legs, her fingers worked furiously, three of them plunging in and out of her soaked cunt with slick, obscene sounds, her palm grinding hard against her clit on every inward stroke.

I watched intently, mesmerized. Her arousal coated her hand in thick strings that stretched and snapped each time she pulled back, dripping onto the sheets in glossy puddles that darkened the cream linen. The air in Mom’s bedroom was thick, almost humid with the scent of her, jasmine-vanilla mixed with the sharp, metallic tang of a woman in full, desperate heat.

My mother’s eyes were closed, her head thrown back, auburn hair fanned across the pillow in damp ropes, lips parted as she gasped my name under her breath, over and over, like a prayer.

“Daniel… oh Daniel!”

I let the bathrobe slide from my shoulders and pool on the floor.

The mattress dipped as I knelt between her spread thighs, the heat radiating from her cunt washing over my face, thick and intoxicating. Her eyes snapped open, hazel and blown wide, pupils swallowing the gold flecks as she registered me there, naked, cock already thickening again despite the ache.

“Oh god… Daniel.”

I nodded between Mom’s legs and smiled.

“Let me take care of that, Mom.”

“How?”

“With my tongue, just as you helped me.”

“Oh Christ… are you sure?”

“Oh, yes. Do you want me to?”

Chloe didn’t speak further. She nodded frantically, her eyes fixed on mine, her fingers slipping free of her pussy with a wet pop, strings of slick stretching between her swollen lips and her hand before breaking and splattering across her inner thigh.

“Don’t waste that, Mom.”

“Do you want it?”

“Of course.”

Chloe raised her hand, her fingers coated with the thick, translucent slick from deep inside her pussy.. I took her wrist and, with my eyes glued to hers, I licked each one, then sucked all three, savoring her.

When I cleaned Mom’s fingers, I lowered my mouth between her legs slowly, luxuriating in the way her scent grew stronger with every inch, until my lips brushed the slick, puffy folds that glistened under the lamp’s golden glow.

“This is where my girlfriends grew up and were born.”

“I thought you might recognize the significance, Daniel.”

“I do… and I will worship this place.”

I started pleasuring my mother with gentle, broad, flat licks from her succulent entrance to her throbbing, rock-hard, slick clit, gathering her creamy arousal on my tongue, swallowing the thick, tangy flood that coated my throat instantly.

Her taste exploded across my senses, richer than Hannah’s honey, deeper than Emma’s floral sweetness, pure, mature woman, heady and addictive. I sealed my lips around her clit, sucking softly at first, then harder, flicking the swollen nub with the tip of my tongue in tight, rapid circles while I slid two fingers inside her clenching, tight heat, curling them upward to stroke the ridged spot that made her back arch off the bed.

Mom screamed and her hands flew to my hair, fingers tangling in loose strands, as she pulled me closer, her hips bucking to grind her cunt against my mouth. I added a third finger inside her pussy, stretching her, pumping slowly while my lips and tongue never stopped their assault on her clit

As I worked Mom’s pussy, I glanced up and saw the suction cups bobbing on her nipples each time her chest heaved. I reached up with my free hand and turned the screws half a turn each, watching her nipple engorge and fill the tiny plastic capsule.

My mother groaned and stared down at me desperately.

“I’m gonna cum, son.”

“In my mouth… just like your daughters.”

“Are you sure?”

“I want it, Mom… I want you.”

I could feel Chloe’s orgasm building, her thighs trembling harder, her pussy fluttering around my fingers in frantic pulses.

I pulled the suction off one nipple with my free hand, the cup coming away with a soft pop, leaving her areola dark and swollen, the nipple itself elongated and glistening. I latched onto it immediately, sucking hard, my teeth grazing just enough to make her cry out, the sound raw and broken.

Then I went back down between Mom’s legs to finish her off, and she came undone.

Her cunt clamped down on my fingers like a vice, squirting in powerful, hot jets. I moved my lips from her clit to the pee hole that flooded my mouth with powerful jets. Mom’s juices splashed my chin, dripped down my neck in sticky rivulets. I swallowed what I could, the rest coating my face in a glistening mask as I kept licking, kept sucking, drawing out every aftershock of her orgasm until she was shaking, gasping, tears glittering at the corners of her eyes.

When the last tremor of ecstasy left her body, I pressed one final, reverent kiss to Mom’s throbbing clit and crawled up the bed. She pulled me into her arms, kissing me slow and deep, tasting herself on my tongue with a soft, satisfied moan.

She fell asleep quickly, and I left her like that, sated, glowing, the scent of her release clinging to my skin like a brand.

Back in my bedroom, the air was still thick with last night’s sex, the sheets cool now where my girlfriends had burrowed closer together in my absence. I slipped between them carefully, the mattress dipping under my weight. Hannah stirred first, her eyes fluttering open, green and sleepy, a lazy smile curving her lips as she inhaled deeply.

She nuzzled into my chest, her tongue flicking out to taste the sheen of Mom’s squirt still drying on my skin, and purred, low and content.

“You went down on Mom.”

“I did.”

“Good boy, Daniel. She fucking needs it.”

Her hand slid down my stomach, fingers wrapping possessively around my cock, already hardening again at the memory, at the promise, at the taste of all three of them still lingering on my tongue.

I kissed her forehead, breathing her in, breathing them all in.

“Yeah, she does, and so do I. Tomorrow I’m going to fuck her while you both watch.”


Chapter Seventeen

◆◆◆

I woke slowly, the room still heavy with the thick, sour-sweet reek of last night’s marathon fucking, bedsheets crusted in places where cum and squirt had dried into stiff, flaky patches that tugged at my back when I shifted.

The air tasted of pussy, salt, and warm skin. My tongue felt thick, coated with the lingering essence of my stepmom’s mature, creamy arousal, a flavor richer and more complex than either of my sisters, like aged honey mixed with something darker, more forbidden. It coated the back of my throat, and every swallow brought another pulse of Chloe across my taste buds.

Emma’s soft breasts pressed against my ribs, her nipples hard, damp points scraping across my skin as she leaned over me. Her chestnut hair spilled in sweat-stiff ropes across my chest, tickling my collarbone. She kissed me without warning, her lips plush and warm, mouth opening instantly so her tongue could slide against mine, searching, tasting Mom on me with a low, greedy hum that vibrated straight to my balls.

She never mentioned the pussy flavor that steeped inside my mouth, so I didn’t either.

While our tongues tangled, slick with shared saliva and the faint copper trace of last night’s sins, Emma’s fingers wrapped around the base of my aching cock. Her grip was firm, possessive, the pads of her fingers pressing into the thick, aching vein that ran along the underside, squeezing in slow, rhythmic pulses that forced another fat bead of precum to well up and spill over my crown in a warm, viscous ribbon.

Lower down the bed, heat, and wet suction enveloped my cock head. Lips, fuller and more practiced than either sister’s, sealed around the flared rim with perfect pressure. A tongue, stronger, more deliberate, flattened against my sensitive slit and dragged upward, collecting the fresh precum Emma had just milked out of me, drawing it into a hungry mouth with a soft, filthy slurp.

I jerked, my hips bucking involuntarily as I tried to sit up. Emma’s free hand pressed flat to my chest, pinning me gently but firmly.

“Hush, sweet brother. Mom’s down there, repaying your love from last night. Just go with it.”

Her voice was breathy, eyes glittering blue and wicked in the morning light slicing through the blinds. She never stopped stroking my cock, slow, twisting pulls from the root to our mother’s lips, her palm gliding effortlessly over the slick mess already coating my shaft.

“Okay.”

The word came out ragged, a half moan. Emma smiled against my lips and kissed me again, deeper this time, her teeth catching my lower lip and tugging until it stung sweetly. She released it with a soft pop, then licked the spot, soothing the bite while her hand kept its steady, relentless rhythm.

Chloe’s mouth sank lower down my shaft, and her neck muscles gripped my rock-hard cock, milking it.

I felt every inch of Mom’s descent, her lips stretching wide around my girth, soft and plush yet unyielding, sliding down until the head of my cock nudged the back of her throat. She didn’t gag like my sisters did. She swallowed around me, her throat muscles rippling in a slow, milking wave that dragged a guttural groan from my chest. Her tongue pressed flat against my shaft, cradling it, tasting the salty mix of my precum and the dried remnants of both her daughters still crusted along my length.

Emma’s eyes never left mine. She watched my face like she was memorizing every flicker of pleasure, every twitch of my brow as Chloe took me deeper still, her nose brushing the wiry hair at my thick base, her lips sealed tightly around the root. I felt the soft vibration of Mom’s moan, felt her breath flare hot across my balls before she pulled back, agonizingly slowly, her cheeks hollowing with suction that made stars burst behind my eyelids.

“You’ll figure it out, Daniel.”

“What do you mean?”

“How to manage a mother and her two daughters… you’ll figure it out.”

“You’ll help me?”

“Yesterday I was a virgin. Today, I’m already wanking you off into Mom’s mouth, so yeah… We’ll help.”

As if to make her point, Emma twisted her wrist on the upstroke, her thumb sweeping over the slick crown the exact moment Chloe’s lips released it with a wet, obscene pop. I glanced down and saw a thick rope of saliva and precum stretched between Mom’s bottom lip and my cock head, glistening in the morning light, before it broke and splattered across Chloe’s chin. With a smile from ear to ear, she chased it with her tongue, lapping it up like cream, before diving back down, taking me to the root again in one smooth glide.

Emma’s hand and Chloe’s mouth found a perfect, ruthless rhythm as the mother and daughter combination worked my morning wood. Mom’s head bobbed with steady, relentless pulls, her throat opening to take every inch on the downstroke, her tongue swirling on the upstroke. My sister stroked whatever our Mom couldn’t swallow, her grip slick with the mess left behind, pumping my cock from base to crown in tight, twisting pulls that made my balls draw up hard and fast.

I couldn’t look away from Emma. Her pupils were blown wide, freckles stark against flushed skin, lips swollen from kissing me and sucking my cock after Hannah fucked it. She leaned in again, breath hot against my ear.

“Cum in Mommy’s mouth, Daniel. Flood her throat the way you flooded our pussies.”

“Will you share it with her?”

“Yes… of course.”

Her words shattered the last of my control. My hips jerked up hard, my cock pulsing violently between Chloe’s lips. The first rope shot straight down her throat, thick and scalding.

Mom swallowed greedily, her throat muscles rippling around my crown, milking me in rhythmic waves that dragged out spurt after spurt. Emma’s hand kept stroking, squeezing from root to tip, forcing every drop past Chloe’s sealed lips until I was shaking and gasping, my vision whiting out.

My mother didn’t release my cock until the very last shudder, until it yielded every drop and softened just enough to slip from her mouth with a final, wet sound. She pressed a soft, open-mouthed kiss to the hypersensitive head, lapped away the final pearl of cum beading at the slit, then crawled up the bed.

Emma met her halfway. Mom took her daughter’s fingers and licked my cum onto them before my sister took the creamy load into her mouth, sucking both digits clean. They traded the taste of my load between mother and daughter with soft, greedy moans that made my spent cock twitch again against my thigh.

When they broke apart, a thin strand of cum and saliva stretched between their lips before snapping, splattering across Chloe’s chin and Emma’s freckled cheek. Mom smiled, slow and sated, and brushed a thumb across Emma’s lip, gathering the mess, then sucked it clean.

“Good morning, my beautiful boy.”

Chloe’s voice was husky, satisfied, the same voice that had sung me to sleep when I was five. Now it had curled around my cock like smoke.

Emma leaned down and kissed me again, letting me taste myself from her tongue, the flavor thick, salty, and utterly depraved. Hannah stirred beside us, her green eyes blinking open, a lazy, predatory smile curving her lips as she took in the scene.

“You started without me?”

I reached over and tugged my sister close, kissing her deeply, sharing the last traces of my cum.

“Never, darling. There’s plenty left for all of us.”

And just like that, the morning began.

I showered with Mom while my sisters padded off to their separate bedrooms, the soft click of their doors echoing down the hallway like distant punctuation marks on the night. The bathroom door shut behind us with a heavy, final thud, sealing the humid air thick with the ghosts of earlier sins still clinging to my skin: Emma’s floral sweetness dried in flaky patches along my thighs, Hannah’s lavender-honey musk crusted beneath my nails, and beneath it all the deeper, richer note of Chloe’s mature arousal still burning the back of my throat.

I stared at Mom and smiled.

“The great thing about sharing a man is that you have more time to yourself without worrying you might neglect the guy you love.”

“Does that appeal to you, Mom?”

“Yes… I have more time on my hands than your sisters. I work and have a home to keep, but they have friends, social media, and a life outside of this, outside you even.”

“Does that mean you and I will spend more time together?”

“That’s up to you, Son. You have College, friends, and a life I don’t want to interfere with.”

“But I want you, Chloe. I want the stability you’ve always provided…”

“You have that darling, and we can spend time together as often as you wish. Sleep in my room, or with your sisters, fuck me anytime you want… and of course, if you want to kneel between my legs, that’s also fine.”

“I loved that… it felt… umm… spiritual. I wanted to kneel for you.”

“It’s called love, honey. I wanted you to wake this morning with my lips wrapped around your cock.”

“That was amazing.”

“Shall we shower together… I feel horny too.”

When I strolled into the bathroom moments after Mom, steam already billowed from the rainfall showerhead, thick and scalding, turning the marble enclosure into a private cloud. The overhead light was dimmed low, casting everything in a golden, womb-like haze. Water roared down in a relentless curtain, drumming against the tiles with a sound like a thousand fingers tapping impatiently.

Mom stepped in first, her back to me, the swell of her ass, the shadowed cleft between her cheeks, and when she turned, the soft mound of her pussy outlined in exquisite detail through lace panties she slept in.

Chloe peeled a drenched tee upward slowly and deliberately, the fabric dragging over her hips, her waist, and the heavy underswell of her breasts until it caught on her nipples for one teasing heartbeat before slipping free.

When she tossed it, the tee landed on a marble bench with a wet slap, leaving her in nothing but those lace panties, the front panel already darkened where her arousal had seeped through in a wide, shameful stain.

Mom hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and bent forward slightly, sliding them down her thighs, the lace catching for a moment on the generous curve of her ass before tumbling to her ankles. She stepped out of them gracefully, kicking the sodden scrap aside so it landed with a soft, wet splat against the glass wall, the gusset turned outward, creamy strands of an earlier self-pleasure stretching between the fabric and the tile like spider silk.

I watched Chloe, my cock already thickening again, as she turned to face me fully. Her breasts were heavy, pendulous, the deep rose nipples still elongated and glistening from suction cups she’d worn while masturbating to my name. They swayed with each breath, water tracing rivulets down the soft slope of her belly, gathering in the neat triangle of auburn curls above her slit before spilling over swollen, flushed lips that parted just enough to reveal the slick pink within.

“I should probably tell you that nipple clamps aren’t the only toy I play with, Daniel.”

“Are you kinky, Mom?”

“Yeah… I love to wear a butt plug when being fucked. Double penetration fills me and fulfills me. When you fuck Mommy, will you insert a butt plug inside me?”

“As long as you show me how.”

“I’ll show you how to pleasure a woman plenty, son. When we go shopping, you’ll insert my dildo or beads and carry the remote control so we can play without anyone knowing.”

“Fuck!”

“And then there will be spanking… me across your knee. I have paddles, floggers, and other whips.”

“You’re into BDSM?”

“In a big way. I love Shibari, which is Japanese bondage. I have a friend who is an expert. He can teach you how to tie me up and fuck me in all kinds of ways… he doesn’t, by the way… fuck me, I mean.”

“Do you want him to?”

“We’ll discuss that another time. Honestly, I don’t know, Son. We’ve tossed away the rule book. Most importantly, we settle into this quad relationship safely and lovingly.”

My mother reached for me, her palms sliding up my chest, nails scraping lightly through the matted hair still crusted with dried squirt from her orgasm earlier. Her touch was reverent, maternal, yet charged with something feral.

Chloe guided me under the scalding spray, water pounding against my shoulders, sluicing down my back, running in hot rivers between my ass cheeks and over my balls, washing away the top layer of last night’s debauchery but not the flavor in my mouth, never the flavor.

I took the soap from a niche, a thick bar of something expensive and creamy that foamed instantly between my palms, its fragrance subtle, clean, almost clinical against the raw animal reek still rising from our skin.

I started at Mom’s throat, my thumbs pressing into the hollow beneath her jaw, working the lather in slow circles that made her head fall back, exposing the long column of her neck where water and soap mingled in frothy streams that traced the line of her collarbone before spilling between her breasts.

Then I worked my way downward.

My hands cupped the heavy weight of Chloe’s breasts, lifting them, kneading the slick foam into every inch of soft, yielding flesh. Her nipples dragged across my palms, stiff and rubbery, the areolae pebbled tight from the heat and my touch. I rolled the nubs between soapy fingers, pinching gently, tugging until she gasped, her rapturous sound swallowed by the roar of water, but I felt joy in the tremor that ran through her body and into mine.

I moved lower still, tracing the curve of Mom’s waist, the gentle swell of her belly, the faint silver lines of stretch marks that caught the light like secret constellations, proof of the daughters she’d carried, the life she’d grown.

Chloe gripped my wrists lightly and smiled so vulnerably I wanted to fold her into my arms.

“My body is different from my daughter’s, honey.”

“I love your curves, Mom. Your heavy breasts that I fed on, the veins, the small curve left from where you carried my sisters.”

“I’m more lived in than they are.”

“That’s what I want to worship.”

“When you fuck me, your cock will be inside their first bedroom, your seed will swim freely there.”

“It turns me on, Mom.”

My thumbs dipped into Chloe’s navel, swirling soap there before sliding downward, over the neat trim of auburn curls now plastered dark and wet against her mound.

I dropped to my knees.

Water pounded against my back, scalding, but I barely felt it. Mom’s pussy was inches from my face, her lips swollen and flushed a deep, needy rose, glistening with more than just water. The scent hit me like a drug: jasmine, vanilla, and the darker, muskier note of a woman who had spent the night fucking herself to thoughts of her stepson’s cock. I leaned in, nose brushing the soft curls, inhaling until my lungs burned with her.

I soaped my hands again, lather thick and creamy, and I cupped Chloe’s mound fully, fingers sliding between her thighs to wash every fold, every crease. My thumbs parted her outer lips, exposing the delicate pink inner petals already slick with fresh arousal that refused to rinse away. That nectar mingled with the soap in pearly swirls that dripped down her legs in slow, obscene rivulets.

One finger traced her slit from the tight, pink entrance I had licked to her clit, slow and deliberate. I gathered Chloe’s slick on the pad before circling the swollen nub that throbbed under my touch like a second heartbeat. Mom’s hands flew to my shoulders, her nails digging in hard enough to leave crescents as her knees buckled slightly.

“Daniel…”

Her voice cracked, raw, pleading.

“Don’t stop.”

I slid two fingers inside Mom’s tight pussy without warning, curling them upward to stroke the ridged front wall of her cunt, feeling her clench instantly, hot and velvet and impossibly wet. My thumb settled on her clit, rubbing in tight, relentless circles while my fingers pumped slowly, fucking and scissoring gently to stretch her, to open her, to claim every inch of the pussy that had nurtured my sisters and now trembled around my touch.

Water poured over us in sheets, soap, and arousal mixing in frothy streams that ran down my wrist, over my balls, dripping from my cock in thick ropes as it jerked untouched, aching, leaking steadily into the drain.

I added a third finger, making a wedge and stretching Chloe wider, feeling her pussy walls flutter and grip, her hips rocking forward to meet every thrust of my hand. The wet, obscene squelch of her cunt filled the enclosure, louder than the water, raw and shameless.

Mom’s head fell forward, her auburn hair plastered to her cheeks, water streaming from her lashes as she watched me finger-fuck her with desperate, reverent focus. Her thighs trembled violently, her powerful muscles cording beneath soft skin, and I felt the first flutter of her orgasm building deep inside, her cunt clamping down hard on my fingers, trying to pull them deeper.

I curled my fingers harder, my palm grinding and rotating her clit without mercy as I fucked her, and she shattered.

Mom’s cry was hoarse, broken, echoing off the marble as her pussy spasmed around my fingers in powerful, rhythmic pulses, squirting in hot, forceful jets that splashed against my chest, my chin, my open mouth. I swallowed what I could, the taste of her flooding my tongue again, richer in the heat of climax, thick with the flavor of pure, maternal surrender.

I kept fingering Chloe through it, drawing out every aftershock until her knees gave out completely and she sagged against the tiled wall, held up only by my arm around her waist and the three fingers still buried knuckle-deep in her convulsing cunt.

Water continued to pour over us, washing away the soap but not the scent, never the scent, as Mom’s forehead dropped to my shoulder, her breath coming in shaky sobs against my neck, her pussy still fluttering weakly around my fingers like it couldn’t bear to let me go.

I eased them out slowly, bringing them to my lips, licking them clean while she watched, eyes glazed and sated, a slow, filthy smile curving her swollen mouth.

“Good boy.”

Her voice was wrecked, fingers threading through my wet hair.

“Such a good boy for Mommy.”

“I need to make love to you today.”

“You will.”


Chapter Eighteen

◆◆◆

The shower’s lingering steam still clung to our skin when my stepmother led me by the hand into her bedroom, droplets tracing lazy silver paths down the generous curve of her hips, over the soft swell of her belly, dripping from the heavy underswell of her breasts where they swayed with every slow, deliberate step.

The air in the room was warmer, thicker, saturated with jasmine-vanilla and the deeper, muskier note of a woman who had spent the night fucking herself raw to thoughts of the man now walking naked behind her.

Mom released my fingers only long enough to pull back the duvet. The sheets beneath were cream silk, cool and slippery, already bearing faint, darker patches where her earlier arousal had soaked through while she waited for me to come to her bed. I sank into them, the fabric kissing the small of my back, my ass, the tender backs of my thighs, still flushed and sensitive from the scalding water.

Chloe crawled over me without hesitation, her knees bracketing my hips, the weight of her breasts rasping across my chest, her nipples stiff and dragging twin lines of fire through the damp hair there.

Water beaded on Mom’s collarbones, rolled down the slope between her breasts, and dripped onto my sternum in warm, deliberate drops that cooled instantly against my skin. She lowered herself until every inch of her was pressed to me, skin to slick skin, her belly soft against mine, the neat triangle of auburn curls above her mound tickling the head of my cock where it lay trapped and throbbing between us.

“Can we make love now, Mom?”

“I want my daughters to lower me onto your cock.”

“Wow… fucking, wow!”

“Yeah… won’t that be nice? Imagine the number of guys who dream of fucking a Mom and her daughter. You get to do that with three of us.”

“I wanted to look you in the eye the first time I cum inside you, Mom.”

“I want that too, honey.”

Chloe’s mouth found mine, slow, open, hungry, lips plush and tasting of orange juice and the faint copper trace of her own earlier desperation. Our tongues slid together, lazy and wet, saliva pooling at the corners of our mouths, spilling in thin rivulets down my chin when she tilted her head to deepen the kiss. I felt her moan more than heard it, the vibration humming through her chest into mine, her nipples scraping across my skin with every breath.

“I need to shop briefly this morning, Daniel.”

“I’ll drive you.”

“I want a plug fitted so we can play.”

“Me too… I mean, I don’t want a plug fitted. I want to fit yours.”

“And operate the remote control?”

“Yes.”

Mom smiled briefly, and her eyes sparkled with life and love before she broke away, only to trail lower, lips brushing the hollow of my throat, the sharp jut of my collarbone, the flat plane of my chest.

Her tongue flicked out to taste the water still beading there, lapping it up with soft, greedy sounds that made my cock jerk against her belly, smearing a fresh streak of precum across the smooth skin just above her navel.

“I could spend all day making love to the three of you.”

“We’ll work out a roster, Son. You must get through college, learn the business, have time to train, and hang out with your friends.”

“But I want to hang out with you, Hannah, and Emma.”

“We can figure it out. How about tomorrow evening, we go to the beach, watch the sunset, and see what happens.”

“I’d love to.”

While Mom kissed me, I glanced around her bedroom and felt no trace of my father, no lingering cologne, no forgotten watch on the dresser, no indentation on the pillow beside the one that now bore the faint imprint of Chloe’s head. The space was hers alone now, all woman, all mother, all mine.

Framed photographs crowded the dressing table: Hannah and Emma as toddlers with ice-cream-smeared faces, me at ten with scraped knees and a gap-toothed grin, the three of us piled on Chloe’s lap the Christmas I was twelve. On the nightstand to the left, closer to what had once been Dad’s side, were smaller silver frames: Emma in her prom dress, Hannah graduating high school, both glowing under Chloe’s proud smile.

On the right side, my side now, a single eight-by-ten stood alone. It was me, three months ago, stripped to the waist in the driveway, sunlight pouring over bronzed skin, sweat glistening on the ridges of my abs, biceps flexed as I leaned over the truck’s open hood, grease streaking one forearm. My hair was longer then, falling into my eyes, lips curved in a half-smirk I didn’t remember giving the camera.

I reached for the frame, its cool silver biting into my palm.

“Why am I on this side of the bed, Mom?”

Chloe’s eyes flicked to the photo, then back to me, soft and wicked all at once.

“This is the side I usually sleep on.”

“Okay… but.”

She tilted her chin toward the nightstand drawer, handle gleaming brass in the morning light.

“Look inside the drawer, Son.”

I tugged it open and the scent hit me first, warm silicone, faint talc, and something earthier underneath. A velvet-lined tray held a perfect row of toys: sleek vibrating wands in candy pink and midnight purple, a thick veined dildo the color of wet onyx, a string of graduated anal beads glistening with residual lube, every piece arranged with the same meticulous care she once used to line up my childhood crayons.

“I like to keep you handy for before I go to sleep and when I wake up, Daniel.”

Her voice was low, velvet, and smoke. I tried to speak but couldn’t. She grinned innocently, stroking my rock-hard cock, sending shivers through me.

“You have been provided a constant supply of my used panties, honey, fair is fair.”

Mom rolled on top of me again. Her words sent a fresh surge of blood to my cock, its head nudging insistently against the soft curve of her lower belly, leaving a glistening smear of precum that cooled instantly against her skin.

“Wow.”

Chloe spread her thighs to straddle my hips, her weight settling warm and heavy, breasts crushing against my chest, nipples dragging through the damp hair there as she dipped her head to kiss a slow path across my pecs. She paused to circle one nipple with the tip of her tongue, her teeth grazing just hard enough to spark pain into pleasure, then she soothed it with a slow, wet lick that made my back arch off the mattress.

My mother’s mouth continued its descent, her lips brushing my chin, the stubble rasping softly against her tongue, before she claimed my mouth again in a kiss that tasted of orange juice, her own arousal, and the faint salt of my skin. When she finally lifted her head, auburn hair tumbling in damp ropes over one shoulder, her hazel eyes locked onto mine and unraveled me from the inside out.

“I breastfed you, even though you were not my biological child. I have watched you grow into this fine, strong man, and yes… I am selfish enough to want you now.”

Mom’s confession hung between us, thick as the steam still drifting from the bathroom, and I felt my cock pulse hard against her belly, another thick bead of precum spilling free to paint a warm, sticky trail across her skin.

“Should I be worried that you and my sisters are willing to share me?”

Chloe’s smile was slow, feline, devastating.

“No… because we are not willing to be shared by you. No other man will ever fuck any of us again. You have that privilege, Daniel, and with it comes great responsibility.”

“Fidelity, care… love?”

“Yes… But also, you’re the man around here. The Alpha, even though you are the youngest, some might say too young.”

“But I want this… You and my sisters. I want to be the man.”

“We’ll help you, honey. Just listen to us, learn, and soon, you’ll have everything you want.”

Mom rolled to one side, and her fingers trailed down my chest, her nails scraping lightly through the wet hair, over the ridges of my abs, until they wrapped around my cock, hot, rigid, my precum leaking steadily into her palm. She squeezed once, possessive, then leaned down to kiss me again, her lips soft and open, tongue sliding against mine in a slow, filthy promise.

Chloe shifted lower, kissing a burning path down my sternum, tongue flicking out to taste the sweat and water still beading there, teeth grazing the edge of a rib hard enough to leave faint pink marks. Mom’s hand never stopped its slow, deliberate stroking up and down my stiff, veiny shaft, her thumb sweeping over the slick crown on every upward pull, spreading precum in glossy circles that caught the light and dripped in slow, viscous strands over her knuckles.

My mother paused at my navel, her tongue dipping into the shallow pool of water gathered there, lapping it up with a low, approving hum before continuing downward, lips brushing the coarse hair at my base, breath ghosting hot over the sensitive head of my cock.

“Is your cock sore, Son?”

“No.”

“One of us will clean it every night and massage oil into it. Then, we’ll take turns fucking you and keeping everything in good working order.”

“Fuck! Even the thought of that gets me hard.”

“I need to suck your cock now. It’s been too long, and you are so fucking hard.”

“Be my guest, Mom.”

Chloe’s auburn hair spilled across my stomach like molten silk, damp strands clinging to my skin where the shower water still beaded and cooled. The morning light slanted through half-open blinds, striping her bare back in molten gold, catching on the faint sheen of sweat already gathering between her shoulder blades, on the soft curve where her spine dipped before rising into the generous swell of her ass.

Mom shifted lower, her heavy breasts dragging across my abdomen, nipples stiff and dragging twin trails of fire through the fine hair on my skin. Each breath she took pressed those swollen, deep-rose peaks harder against me, the weight of her breasts resting warm and heavy over my hips as she settled between my spread thighs.

My mother’s fingers curled around the root of my cock, her grip firm, maternal, possessive, the same hand that had soothed fevers and wiped tears now wrapped around the thick, aching length that had grown hard for her on so many nights when I wanked myself into her soiled underwear.

The veins along my shaft throbbed beneath her palm, pulsing in time with my heartbeat, the skin stretched tight and glossy with a fresh sheen of precum that welled steadily from the slit and slid in slow, viscous rivers down the flared crown.

Chloe’s hazel eyes flicked upward, locking onto mine, her pupils blown wide and dark with hunger, the gold flecks glittering like embers. A slow, wicked smile curved her lips, full and slick from our earlier kisses, still tasting faintly of orange juice and the creamy remnants of her own squirt I had fed her, now dried at the corners of her mouth.

She lowered her head, auburn hair cascading forward to curtain her face, the strands brushing my thighs in damp, tickling sweeps that made my hips jerk involuntarily. Her breath ghosted hot over the slick crown first, a humid puff that made the sensitive skin twitch and another fat bead of precum surge free, trembling at the slit before it spilled over and traced a sticky path down the underside.

With a loud, rumbling purr, Mom’s tongue slipped out, broad and wet, and she caught that bead in one slow, deliberate lick from the base of my crown to the very tip, the flat of her tongue pressing hard enough that I felt every ridge and taste bud dragging over the swollen veins. From her sudden groan, I knew the flavor exploded across her tongue, all salt and musk. I imagined if I hadn’t showered, that she would devour the faint, lingering trace of her daughter’s still crusted along my length.

When Mom moaned, low and filthy, the vibration hummed straight into my balls, and I growled.

Chloe’s lips parted wider, plush and glistening, and she took my sticky cock head into her mouth with a slow, deliberate suction that hollowed her cheeks and sealed her heat around me like a velvet fist. The wet heat was overwhelming, her tongue curling beneath the crown, swirling in tight, relentless circles that traced the flared ridge, teasing the sensitive, taut string until my thighs trembled and my toes curled against the sheets.

Mom sank lower, inch by torturous inch, her lips stretching obscenely wide around my girth, saliva flooding her mouth and spilling in thick, glistening ropes from the corners of her lips, dripping down my shaft to coat her fingers still wrapped around the base. Each downward bob of her head took me deeper, the bulge of my cock visible in the slender column of her throat, distorting the delicate skin as she swallowed around me, muscles rippling in rhythmic waves that milked me from crown to root.

Mom’s free hand cupped my balls, rolling them gently in her palm, the skin there drawn tight and slick with shower water and the fresh sheen of sweat beading in the crease where thigh met groin. Her thumb traced the seam, pressing lightly behind my sac, circling the swollen prostate she’d already teased to aching readiness, drawing a guttural groan from my chest that echoed off the bedroom walls.

Chloe pulled back slowly, her lips dragging upward with deliberate suction, cheeks hollowed until my trembling crown popped free with a wet, obscene sound, a thick rope of saliva and precum stretching from her bottom lip to my slit before snapping and splattering across her chin in a warm, sticky strand. She chased it with her tongue, lapping it up like cream, then dove back down, taking me to the root in one smooth glide, nose buried in the wiry hair at my base, her throat convulsing around my length as she swallowed me whole.

The room filled with the wet, rhythmic sounds of Mom’s worship, slurps, and soft gags, the slick drag of her lips, the muffled moan vibrating around my cock every time her throat fluttered. Her auburn hair swayed with each bob of her head, strands sticking to her sweat-slick cheeks, to my thighs, to the glistening shaft each time she pulled back only to sink down again, deeper, hungrier, relentless.

My hips rocked upward involuntarily, fucking Mom’s mouth in shallow, desperate thrusts she welcomed with a low, approving hum that sent fresh sparks shooting up my spine. Her nails dug into my thighs, leaving crescent marks, anchoring me as she worked me toward the edge with the same patient, devastating skill she’d used to soothe nightmares and dry tears, now repurposed to wring every drop of pleasure from my body.

I felt the coil tightening low in my belly, the heat surging, balls drawing up tight against her palm. Chloe sensed it, her eyes flicking upward again, locking onto mine through the damp curtain of her hair, her pupils blown wide, lips stretched obscenely around my girth, saliva dripping in steady streams from her chin to splatter across my thighs and the sheets beneath us.

My mother never slowed, never released, only took me deeper and faster, her throat opening to swallow every inch of my throbbing cock until my vision whited out and the first thick rope of cum erupted straight down her throat, flooding her with heat.

Chloe swallowed greedily, her throat muscles rippling in powerful waves, milking me through each pulsing jet, her moans vibrating around my cock as she drank me down, every drop, until I was shaking, spent, and utterly hers.

When she rolled off me, giggling, I cuddled her. Mom showed me her tongue, coated thickly with my semen. Then she closed her lips tightly, shot me an innocent look, and swallowed, before showing me a clean tongue that smelled musky and ripe.

“Do you love sucking cock, Mom?”

“Yes. I love all sex, honey… You can fuck all three of my holes anytime. I love period sex too.”

“I can’t wait.”

“Maybe your cock can stretch us deep enough to get rid of those pesky cramps.”

“I’ll try hard.”

“I know you will, son.”


Chapter Nineteen

◆◆◆

“Are you okay, sweetheart?”

“Yes, Mom… why do you ask?”

“Come on, Daniel… I know you. Every expression, word, sigh, every tic — I know you.

That last, I know you, rolled off my stepmother’s tongue like a truth-seeking missile.

Chloe slipped out of her bed after we’d kissed and cuddled for what felt like forever. I was still processing the fact that I was in a full-blown romantic and sexual relationship with three step-relatives, but there was something fraying the edges of my mood.

“I need a routine, Mom.”

“I know. Skip shopping with me, honey.”

“Really… as simple as that?”

My mother smiled and sat back down, eying me lovingly and pursing her lips as she considered what to say.

“I want us to do things together, Son, but not so much that it suffocates you. We are three women. You are one guy, and now, you have your hands full.”

“I want to make love to you when I am pumped, Mom.”

“Go to the gym and do what you need to do. No more excuses, no demands, no pressure, darling.”

“Thanks, Mom.”

The gym reeked of iron and sweat and the sour ghost of a thousand strangers. I racked the final squat with a metallic crash that bounced off the mirrors and came back louder, my thighs shaking, every fiber on fire.

Sweat poured off me in sheets, rolled down the deep cuts between my abs, soaked the waistband of my shorts until the gray cotton turned almost black, and clung to the thick ridge of my cock like it had been painted on. I could feel the head pulsing, leaking precum that smelled like raw testosterone, my underwear and shorts fabric translucent where the creamy mess had already soaked through in a dark, spreading coin.

In the changing rooms, I peeled my tank off and let it fall with a wet slap. The mirrors showed me everything: my nipples peaking rock hard from the cold blast of air-con, my chest still heaving from a monster session, veins swollen and pumping hard across my biceps. Lower, the obscene outline of my cock jutted half-hard and heavy, the crown clearly visible, a fat bead of precum trembling at the slit before it drooled down my shaft and disappeared into the soaked fabric.

I needed to be empty again. Needed to fuck my mother so badly my teeth ached. It was precisely what I hoped the gym would give me — peace, tranquility, and the heart of a lion for when my mother showed me her pussy.

My phone buzzed. It was Hannah.

“Where are you, Daniel?”

“In the dressing room, about to shower.”

“Are you filthy?”

“Yes.”

“Is your cock hard?”

“Oh, yes… very.”

“Leave the gym exactly like that. Don’t shower. Emma and I want you dripping and like a beast when you fuck Mom.”

“Why?”

“She hasn’t been fucked in ages. She’ll be tight… like Emma was. You have to fuck her hard. Mom likes it deep.”

“She told you that?”

“Yeah… we talked.”

Twenty minutes later, the automatic doors slid open, and my stepsisters walked in wearing nothing but tiny sundresses that ended high on their thighs, thin cotton already clinging to the swell of their breasts, nipples stiff and dark against white fabric. The air-con hit them, and those nipples tightened instantly, poking out like bullets.

Emma’s freckles stood out against flushed skin when she inhaled, her nostrils flaring at the thick cloud of my sweat rolling off me. Hannah’s pupils swallowed the green of her irises until only black remained.

They didn’t speak. They just looked at me like I was meat, and I absolutely loved it.

Hannah stepped close enough that her perfume, lavender-honey, and warm skin slammed into the raw stink of my workout and turned it into something filthy and perfect. Her fingers brushed the waistband of my shorts, nails scraping lightly over the soaked cotton.

She pulled my garments out with her fingertips and stared inside, grunting, her eyes blown out, her smile broad when she looked at me.

“We’re taking you home exactly like this. Mom’s waiting.”

The drive home was torture.

We used Hannah’s old, reliable truck, with a bench seat up front. Emma sat beside me, one bare foot propped on the dash, her sundress riding so high I could see a wet patch blooming across her lace panties every time she shifted.

Hannah drove, one hand on the wheel, the other resting high on my thigh, her thumb tracing slow circles that crept higher with every mile until her knuckles brushed my cock’s rigid length. It strained against my shorts, smearing the growing wet spot there until the fabric clung transparent and obscene.

“Fuck Mom plenty please, Daniel.”

“I will.”

“You’ll insert her butt plug, right?”

“She told you about that, too?”

“Yeah, today. We’re sharing more.”

“Good… I think.”

I wasn’t sure that it was such a good thing because I felt mildly intimidated by three strong women in my harem. I said nothing, not wishing to upset the equilibrium and lose what was the best thing that ever happened to me.

“Will you and Emma be there to watch?”

“Wouldn’t miss you fucking Mom for the first time for all the tea in China.”

By the time we rolled up the gravel drive, my crotch was drenched, the head of my cock outlined perfectly, a steady stream of precum drooling down the inside of my thigh in a glistening trail.

Emma looked down and grinned.

“You’re a fucking stallion, bro.”

“I try.”

“You’re ripped and pumped. I wish you were fucking me next.”

“Maybe later.”

“There is no maybe about it, sweetheart. I’m getting some brotherly love tonight… and a big, fat cock stretching me wide.”

The lodge smelled of seared steak and rosemary, candle wax, and something darker, riper, unmistakable. Chloe stood at the head of the dining table wearing a cream silk robe, her belt loosely knotted so the fabric gaped open to reveal the deep shadowed valley between heavy breasts already glistening with a faint sheen of nervous sweat.

Candlelight flickered across her collarbones, caught on the silver chain around her waist that disappeared between the cheeks of her magnificent ass.

Mom’s eyes dropped immediately to the obscene bulge in my shorts, to the dark, spreading stain, and her tongue slid slowly across her lower lip.

“Sit down, please, Son.”

“I need to.”

“Dinner can wait. I need you to fuck me right now.”

“I need it too… so fucking much.”

When the robe slipped from Mom’s shoulders and pooled at her feet, I gasped, and every fiber of my body strained. Somewhere deep inside me, in a mostly surreal place, I tasted her breast milk, and I wanted it so badly again.

Beneath, she wore only sheer black lace panties, utterly soaked through, clinging to swollen lips so completely that every detail of Mom showed: the neat trim of auburn curls, the flushed inner petals peeking through, and right at the center, the unmistakable steel base of a butt plug nestled deep, glinting whenever she breathed.

Emma and Hannah moved in perfect sync, each sliding an arm around their mother’s waist, their fingers splaying possessively over the soft curve of her hip. Chloe’s breath hitched, her breasts rising and falling, her nipples deep rose and elongated from whatever she had been doing to herself while waiting for me outside the gym.

Together, my stepsisters guided Mom forward until she stood between my spread thighs. The heat rolling off her cunt washed over my face, thick with jasmine-vanilla and the darker, muskier note of a woman who had spent the day edged and desperate.

Emma’s fingers found the waistband of my shorts and dragged them down. My cock sprang free, slapping heavy and wet against my stomach, the head flushed angry purple, slick with hours of leaked precum that stretched in a glistening rope from my crown to navel before snapping and splattering across Chloe’s belly.

Hannah’s hand wrapped around the root of my cock, squeezing once, hard and tight, forcing another thick bead to surge free and drip in a slow, viscous strand down the underside.

When her daughter stooped to suck my cock head clean, growling as she did, Chloe’s eyes never left mine.

“I’ve been wearing this anal plug since breakfast, Daniel. Stretching my asshole for you, so that I am ready for the day you take me there. Every time I moved it nudged, squeezed, and I leaked from my pussy into these panties thinking about my Son’s cock finally filling me.”

“Wow… I worked out with you in mind, too. I couldn’t wait to get back here.”

“Did you think things through?”

“Oh yes.”

My mother stepped forward, her knees brushing mine, the steel base of her butt plug catching candlelight as her ass flexed. Emma and Hannah supported her weight, one arm under each of Mom’s, lifting slightly so her feet left the floor, her thighs spreading wide, lace panties stretched taut across her dripping cunt.

The anal plug tried to slip out, but her panties stopped it. Then she smiled, flexed her abs, and sucked it back inside herself.

“Take me to bed. All of you.”

I stood, my cock bobbing rigid and dripping, and the four of us moved as one toward Chloe’s bedroom, the air growing thicker with every step, heavy with the mingled scents of sweat, cock, cunt, and illicit anticipation.

Mom’s king bed dominated the bedroom, her sheets already turned down, cream silk gleaming like a shimmering ocean under moonlight. Candles on every surface threw golden light across the walls, across Mom’s skin as my sisters eased her down onto the mattress on her back, then rolled her gently onto her hands and knees, doggy style.

Hannah stared at me, smiling.

“This way you’ll fill Mom deeper… she needs that.”

“She’s going to get what she needs, sis.”

“Good boy, Daniel.”

Emma crawled up on Mom’s left, Hannah on her right, both still in their sundresses, both breathing hard, nipples straining against cotton. I crawled onto the bed, sitting with my back against the headboard, my legs spread wide, my cock pointing to the ceiling.

I knelt behind Chloe, my hands sliding up the backs of her thighs, thumbs tracing the lace edge of her panties where the fabric had ridden into the cleft of her ass, soaked through and clinging to the steel base.

The plug was thick, black silicone tapering to that gleaming metal circle. Her rim was stretched pink and glistening around it, a slow trickle of lube and her own slick seeping out to coat the inside of her thighs in shining trails.

Chloe looked back over one shoulder, auburn hair spilling across the sheets, eyes glazed.

“Pull my panties down, Daniel. Nice and slow. Let your sisters see you fuck where they came from.”

“Oh, dear god…”

My fingers hooked Mom’s lace waistband, and I peeled her drenched panties downward, the fabric dragging over the plug’s base, clinging wetly before finally slipping free with a soft, lewd sound. The soiled underwear caught on her knees before I tugged them off entirely, the crotch absolutely drenched, strings of arousal stretching and snapping as I tossed them aside.

Mom’s cunt lips were swollen, flushed deep rose, parted slightly to reveal the slick pink hole that Dad hadn’t fucked in months, maybe years within. It glistened with hours of pent-up need for me. Above her honeyed pussy hole, the plug filled Mom’s anus completely, the stretched rim of her ass fluttering each time she clenched.

Emma and Hannah moved in unison, sliding their arms beneath Chloe’s hips and shoulders, lifting her gently back until she straddled my lap, where my weight leaned against the headboard, my cock jutting upward, rigid and dripping. The head nudged Mom’s soaked entrance open, sliding through her folds, coating itself in the thick cream that drooled steadily from her cunt.

Chloe’s breath hitched, her thighs trembling.

Emma’s hands settled on her mother’s hips, fingers digging into soft flesh. I reached around my mother and cupped her heavy breasts from behind, my thumbs circling the elongated nipples, smearing the sheen of sweat there.

Together, without touching her intimately, my sisters slowly lowered their mother’s pussy onto my cock like a gift from the goddesses.

The first breach of my stepmom was slow and deliciously agonizing. Chloe’s thick, sticky cunt lips parted around my crown, stretching wide, the heat of her searing, velvet, and molten and impossibly tight despite the plug stretching her other hole. She sank an inch and stopped, gasping, her inner walls fluttering wildly around my throbbing head.

Emma and Hannah held Mom steady, their arms trembling with effort and excitement, their eyes fixed on the place where their mother’s body began to swallow their brother’s cock.

Chloe exhaled shakily and sank her trembling pussy lower down my shaft.

I felt every millimeter inside my mother: the slick drag of her tight, silken walls, the way she clenched and released as if milking me, the obscene, wet sound of her cunt taking me deeper. Another inch of my cock disappeared inside my mother, then another, until half my length was buried and I finally felt the plug, helping me fill her entire body, pressing it deeper, making her cry out, a raw, broken sound that echoed off the walls.

The pressure inside Mom was unreal, her cunt gripping my cock like a fist, the plug creating a hard ridge inside her that rubbed along the topside of my shaft with every tiny movement.

Emma leaned in, her lips brushing Mom’s ear.

“Take all of him, Mommy. Let Daniel breed you the way you’ve been dreaming.”

“I need him inside me so badly.”

“I know how it feels, like all of you wants all of him.”

Chloe’s eyes rolled back, and she slid the rest of the way down my cock in one shuddering glide. I speared my mother balls-deep inside the pussy that had carried my sisters, the place they had come from, and that I dominated now in every way that mattered. Mom’s ass cheeks settled against my thighs, the plug’s base cold against my pubic bone, her weight driving it deeper until she whimpered and ground down hard.

Hannah nodded at my mother’s butt plug.

“Press it, honey… play with Mom.”

“Won’t it hurt?”

“I don’t think so… try.”

I pressed the butt plug lightly, stretching Mom’s anus wider as I forced her sphincter open on the tapered neck. She groaned, pushed back, milking my cock as the silicone plug inside her pressed hard against the topside of my throbbing cock.

“My my… that feels amazing, Mom.”

“For me too.”

Emma and Hannah held her there, arms wrapped around their mother’s waist and chest, breasts pressed to her back, mouths at her ears whispering filthy encouragement while Chloe began to move.

Mom rode me slowly at first, rolling her hips in lazy circles that dragged my cock along every inch of her clutching, slick, soft tissue walls, the plug shifting inside her with every motion, creating a constant, grinding pressure that made my vision blur. Her cunt drooled steadily, thick cream coating my shaft, dripping down my balls in warm rivulets that soaked the sheets beneath us.

I gripped Mom’s hips, my fingers sinking into her soft flesh, and I thrust upward to meet her, the slap of skin on skin growing louder, wetter, and more desperate. Chloe’s moans turned to sobs, her breasts bouncing heavily with every rebound, her nipples grazing my knees, leaving sticky trails of sweat.

Emma and Hannah never let go. They held their mother impaled on my cock, guiding her rhythm back and forth, one hand each sliding down to spread her lips wider, exposing the obscene stretch where her cunt swallowed my cock whole, cream frothing around the root, dripping in thick strands that stretched and snapped with every stroke.

I felt the coil deep inside me tightening, the heat surging, and my balls drawing up hard as my cock pressed against the cold silicone of the plug.

Chloe’s head fell back against Hannah’s shoulder, her mouth open in a silent scream as her cunt clamped down on my cock like a vice, squirting in powerful jets that splashed across my stomach, soaking my thighs, drenching the sheets.

I came with a roar, my hips snapping upward, my cock pulsing violently as the first thick rope of cum erupted deep inside my stepmother, flooding the cunt that had made my sisters, painting her walls white, spurt after endless spurt until I was shaking, spent, buried to the root while her pussy milked me dry.

Mom collapsed forward onto my legs, trembling, tears streaking her cheeks, my cock still twitching deep inside her, cum and cream seeping out around the seal of our joining in slow, obscene pulses.

Emma and Hannah eased their mother off me gently, my cock slipping free with a wet, filthy sound, coated thick and glistening with a creamy mix of our release. They laid Chloe on her back, her legs still spread, cunt gaping and dripping with my semen, the plug’s base gleaming between flushed ass cheeks.

Then both my stepsisters crawled between my thighs, their eyes glazed with hunger. They took turns licking me clean, their tongues dragging up every inch of my shaft, swirling through the mess, sharing the taste of me in slow, deliberate kisses around my softening cock until not a single drop remained.

I lay there spent, my heart thundering, the three women I loved curled around me, the room thick with the scent of sex and candle wax and the quiet, perfect certainty that nothing would ever be the same again.

And I had never been happier.


Chapter Twenty

◆◆◆

Emma’s Point of View

The shower was already running when I slipped inside, a scalding wall of steam hitting my bare skin like a wet slap, thick and heavy. It curled in lazy spirals around Daniel’s broad shoulders, clinging to the sharp cut of his traps, sliding down the deep valley of his spine in glistening rivulets that caught the low light and shimmered like liquid mercury.

The entire bathroom smelled of cedar soap, hot water, and the faint, unmistakable musk of a man who had woken up with a rock-hard cock and had not emptied his load yet. I breathed in my stepbrother and his morning wood, and my knees almost buckled.

He hadn’t heard me. His head was tipped back under the rainfall head, his eyes closed, throat working as he swallowed the spray, water pouring in silver sheets down the hard slope of his chest, racing the deep grooves between each carved ab, diving over that perfect V that pointed straight to the heavy, solid length of his cock pointing straight out thick from between his thighs.

It was stiff now, but even when my brother was half-hard when he slept, his cock was obscene: flushed, dark, and angry, the fat crown glossy with soap. I watched him and the first lazy drops of precum that beaded on the underside of his glans, trembled, then spilled in slow, clear threads the water could not quite rinse away. One bead clung stubbornly to his pouting, red slit. It swelled, finally let go, and slid down the underside in a hypnotic trail that disappeared into the dark hair at his root.

My cramps twisted low in my belly like a hot, rolling fist, as the sight of him made my mouth flood with saliva and my pussy clench so hard I felt the first warm rush of blood seep between my swollen lips.

I needed that cock balls-deep inside me, and I needed it now.

I shut the glass door behind me with a soft, deliberate click that sliced through the hiss of water. Daniel’s eyes snapped open, hazel and still sleepy, then they flared wide and dark when his gaze landed on me, standing naked, my nipples peaking tight from the sudden temperature change, my thighs already trembling with want.

My brother took one look at the desperation written across my face, the way I was practically vibrating, and his cock jerked hard enough that a fresh bead of precum surged to the tip and dripped in a long, silver string.

My brother smiled lovingly, a mild tease flickering in his eyes.

“Do you need my cock, Emma?”

I gulped and nodded, my smile stretched with sexual tension and desperation.

“So fucking badly. My period cramps are worse today, and your cock is so much better than Advil.”

“That’s such a great endorsement.”

I smiled coyly, then scrunched my face with guilt, because the truth was clawing at me.

“What’s wrong, darling?”

“During my period, I need you so much that I feel selfish.”

“Mom and Hannah are fine. They still get enough of me.”

“You must be exhausted fucking me three times a day, then crawling into their beds.”

“Emma… It’s a hard life, but I wouldn’t swap it for any other. How do you want it?”

He grinned like the cat that got the cream and settled my worry. I didn’t answer with words, I just turned, planted both palms on the cool, wet marble, arched my back steeply, and spread my feet wide apart until the swollen lips of my pussy parted on their own, until the cool air outside the shower water’s cone kissed the slick, bloody mess already leaking from me in slow, warm pulses.

My period had started two days ago, the cramps were low and gnawing until Daniel fucked them away last night, but now, in the cruel light of morning, my need was worse. It was always worse on the third day: a swollen, empty throb that only quieted when my brother’s cock was buried balls-deep inside me, stretching my pussy wide open, flooding me with heat and semen, drowning my pain in an explosion of pleasure.

I had far worse cramps than my mother and sister, who understood my need, but it had been three months since my brother first fucked me, and for one week in every four, I hogged and took more of him than my fair share.

Daniel stepped in closer, the heat rolling off his body hitting my back like a wall. His lips brushed the shell of my ear, his cock already nudging between my thighs, thick and rigid, parting my swollen, wet cunt lips with its weight alone.

“Hard, deep, and fast it is then, Emma.”

“Thank you, honey. You know what I need… what we all need.”

Water sluiced over both of us now, plastering my hair to my neck in heavy ropes, warming my aching shoulders, running in hot rivers down my spine, over the curve of my ass, dripping from the tips of my breasts in steady streams.

Daniel’s hands slid around my waist, big and warm and rough from weight lifting, his strong fingers splaying wide over the soft curve of my belly like he was already claiming whatever might grow inside me there one day.

My brother’s cock nudged my throbbing, bloody hole, thick and rigid, and I felt it jerk hard against me when he inhaled deeply and smelled the blood, and when he felt the slick, creamy mess already coating my inner thighs.

“You’re bleeding, and I love it.”

“The water will wash away my shame.”

“I’m not ashamed of period sex, and neither should you be.”

“I know. I love feeling the filth. I love sitting in class with your cum deep inside me, soaking into my tampon. Annamarie asked me yesterday if I was in a relationship.”

“What did you say?”

“I told her about us. She was pissed because it means you’re off the market, but she’ll keep my secret.”

“It won’t be a secret for long. Mom’s telling our family next week.”

“Oh, my… you and she… It’s like you’re taking Dad’s place.”

“I’m trying to.”

“And I love you even more for that… now please, fuck me hard before I melt and dribble away.”

I pushed back, grinding my ass against my brother, feeling the slick slide of my own arousal mixing with the first warm rivulets of blood that slipped down the inside of my thigh in slow, sticky trails. A primal scent of raw sex rose between us, sharp and metallic and sweet, and Daniel groaned like it was the best thing he had ever smelled.

“I need you to fuck me hard, bro. Please make it stop hurting.”

He didn’t need to be asked twice.

One of Daniel’s arms banded under my breasts, lifting me just enough that my toes barely touched the tile floor, my nipples dragging across his forearm with every deep breath I sucked in. My brother’s other hand guided his cock inside me, the blunt head dragging through my folds, coating himself in the creamy mix of blood and slick that was already dripping from me in shameless pulses.

I whimpered when he found my entrance, when he paused there, letting me feel exactly how big his cock was against my swollen, aching cunt, letting the fat crown spread me open just enough to make me sob with want.

“Please, Daniel… I’m begging you to fuck me.”

“I love when you are desperate.”

“I am, I am, now fucking get inside me.”

Daniel drove his hips forward, pushing his cock inside me slowly, god, so slowly it felt like utter ecstasy in every part of me. His cock stretched inside my pussy, and it felt like perfect agony, my soft tissue walls fluttering around every inch of his solid shaft as he sank deeper, the heat of him chasing away my cramps in rolling waves as oxytocin flooded me, thick and golden and perfect.

I felt every vein on my brother’s cock, every throb, every heartbeat pulsing through his shaft into my cunt, and I clenched around him greedily, trying to pull him deeper inside, faster, for more.

Immense relief flooded me the moment my brother’s cock bottomed out balls-deep inside my throbbing pussy, his fat crown kissing my cervix, his shaft pulsating his heartbeat, providing the delicious pressure that made my knees buckle, and my vision sparkled white at the edges.

Water pounded over us, turning the blood that seeped around my brother’s buried cock into pale pink ribbons that swirled down his shaft, cascading over his heavy balls, dripping in delicate threads to the shower floor before the spray washed the mess away. It was filthy and beautiful art, and it was mine, and I knew Daniel loved it, because he loved me.

Daniel pulled back just as slowly as he had entered me, dragging his cock through me, inch by torturous inch, massaging me from the inside. I craned my neck and watched over my shoulder as his cock emerged glossy, streaked dark rose, bulging veins pulsing, the creamy mix of us coating every ridge and groove. He stared at me, his eyes black with lust, and then thrust his amazing cock balls-deep inside me again, driving harder this time, the wet slap of his hips against my ass echoing off the marble like a promise.

“Harder, please, Daniel. Fuck the cramps out of me.”

“I don’t want to hurt you.”

“You won’t. I need this. I need you.”

My brother growled, actually growled, feral, almost monstrous, and he gave me more of what I needed. Long, punishing strokes followed that drove the air from my lungs, his cock dragging over every sensitive spot inside me, reverberating around me until the cramping pain was only pleasure, until the only thing I felt was the thick slide of him filling me, owning me, breeding me even while I was bleeding.

I came first, sudden and sharp, my pussy clamping down on him so hard he cursed against my neck, groaning because I was making him cum sooner than he wanted. My squirt mixed with the blood, a warm rush that coated his cock and spilled down both our thighs in messy, beautiful streams.

Daniel followed me seconds later, his hips snapping forward, burying his cock to the root as he flooded me with heat. I felt every pulse, every thick spurt painting my walls, soothing the ache from the inside out until I was boneless, trembling, held up only by his arms and the thick cock still lodged balls-deep inside me.

During my period, my brother always left his cock inside me long after he had made us both cum, because every bit of him helped. I hummed and purred, enjoying the heat of our moment as the air cooled around us. Eventually, my entire body relaxed, and the cramps vanished, leaving pleasure and love behind. Our breathing slowed together, and I felt joy when Daniel’s hand slid down to cup my lower belly, his fingers splayed wide and possessive.

“Does that feel better, Emma?”

I nodded and whimpered, my throat too full for words because it was too soon after my orgasm, and I still had not settled completely. The cramps were gone, and there was only warmth inside me, fullness from his cock, and a loving sensation from his seed, which was racing through me.

He kissed the side of my neck, soft and reverent.

“We’re gonna be late for class.”

I laughed, breathless, clenching my pussy around his cock just to feel it jerk one more time, and to decant one last drop of seed inside me.

“It will be worth the scolding.”

My brother’s cock slipped free from my throbbing pussy with a wet sound. A final rush of pink-tinged cum and slick followed that swirled down the drain. Daniel turned me gently, cupped my face, and kissed me slowly and deeply while the water washed us clean.

“I love you, Emma.”

“I love you more.”

I whispered against his lips, staring into his eyes and smiling.

“I’ll make breakfast while you give Mom her wake-up tongue. Then you can drive us to school.”

My brother’s grin was pure sin.

“Yes, ma’am.”


Chapter Twenty-One

◆◆◆

Chloe’s Point of View

I stared down between my legs and saw my stepson’s head sweep up again as his tongue curled through my sticky slit in one long, luxurious lick. The flat of it dragged over every swollen fold, gathering the thick, creamy slick that had been leaking from me since the first moment I felt his breath ghosting over my cunt.

I knew my stepson had fucked my daughter in the shower, but I also knew he would come for me, too. He always did. I had been licked every morning and fucked twice a day since the first time, almost three months ago.

I smiled at him, and he showed me his tongue. My arousal coated it in thick, glistening layers with strings that stretched and snapped each time he pulled back, only to dive in again, deeper, hungrier.

I moaned, the sound ripping out of me raw and shameless, as tremors from my son’s lips reverberated through my clit when he clenched, sucked, and hummed gently, a trick my eldest daughter Hannah taught him. The vibration sank straight into the throbbing bundle of nerves, making my thighs jerk wider apart on their own, knees flopping open until the cool morning air kissed the wet, exposed insides of my pussy lips.

“You lick pussy so well, honey.”

“I have three excellent teachers, Mom, and a lot of pussy to satisfy.”

“It’s not that… you actually get it.”

“Get what?”

“That being down there, between my legs, eating me until I cum is as spiritual for you as it is satisfying for me. It’s so nice to see an Alpha man on his knees worshiping from time to time… and boy, you take your time just like any girl wants.”

“I do love being down here, Mom. It’s relaxing for me too, and even when I am on my knees, I am still in control.”

“I love your dominance, honey.”

“Me too.”

I cried out and arched my back when my son puckered his lips and kissed my anal whorl while thumbing my solid, protruding clit from side to side, then around in tight, pleasure-rippling circles.

Then he licked me there, flattening his tongue and lapping the ridges around my anus like they were his catnip. The wet heat of his mouth sealed over the tight ring of muscle, sucking softly so the pucker bloomed open under his lips. I imagined the slick from my pussy that dribbled there, musk flooding his tongue while his thumb kept circling my clit in slow, merciless figure-eights.

Every nerve in my body lit up at once. My hips rolled forward involuntarily, grinding my asshole against his mouth, pressing my solid clit against his nose, smearing the slick that dripped from my cunt down over his chin and throat in warm, filthy rivulets. My son groaned into me, the vibration shooting straight up my spine, and the sound alone made another thick gush of arousal spill from my pussy lips, coating his fingers where they spread me wide.

Daniel dragged his tongue upward again, slow and deliberate, tracing the seam where my cunt and ass met, gathering every drop of the mess I was making before sealing his lips around my clit and sucking hard. My thighs clamped around his head, heels digging into the mattress, toes curling so tightly the sheets bunched beneath them.

Two of my son’s thick fingers slid into my cunt without warning, curling upward to stroke that ridged, spongy spot that made my vision sparkle white at the edges. He pumped my tight hole slowly at first, scissoring gently, stretching me open while his tongue flicked and swirled and lapped, never the same rhythm twice, keeping me teetering on the edge of too much and not enough.

I felt the orgasm building low in my belly, a hot, liquid coil tightening with every thrust of his fingers, every wet pull of his mouth. My slick ran in steady streams now, dripping off his wrist, splattering his forearm, pooling on the sheets beneath my ass in a warm, sticky puddle that cooled instantly against my skin.

“Daniel… oh fuck, right there…”

My son hummed again, louder this time, the vibration sinking bone-deep, and he curled his fingers harder, rubbing that spot inside me in tight, relentless circles while his lips sealed around my clit and he sucked like he was starving.

I came with a scream that tore my throat raw, my cunt clamping down on his fingers in violent, rhythmic pulses, squirting in forceful, scalding jets that splashed across his mouth, his cheeks, his chin, running in thick rivers down his neck to soak the collar of the T-shirt he still wore.

He would have to change again before college.

My asshole fluttered around nothing, the plug long since removed, desperate to be filled again while my pussy milked his fingers like it wanted to drag them deeper and never let go.

My son kept licking, gentler now, lapping up every pulse of my release, swallowing the flood with greedy, reverent moans until the last tremor left my body and I sagged back against the pillows, boneless, chest heaving, thighs shaking.

Only then did Daniel lift his head. His face was drenched, slick from forehead to chin, my cum shining on his lips and cheeks in the morning light, droplets clinging to his lashes, strands of my arousal stretching between his mouth and my still-spasming cunt.

He crawled up my body slowly, kissing every inch of skin he passed, my breasts, sternum, and throat, until his lips found mine. I tasted myself on him, thick, tangy, unmistakably me, mixed with the faint salt of his own skin, and I kissed him deeper, licking into his mouth, chasing every drop.

When we finally broke apart, both of us breathing hard, he brushed a thumb across my swollen bottom lip, gathering the mess there, then sucked it clean himself.

“I love you, Mom.”

“I love you too, sweet boy.”

He pressed one last soft kiss to my forehead, then rolled off the bed, his cock already half-hard again and glistening with the remnants of my squirt. I watched him walk naked toward the door, muscles shifting under sweat-slick skin, cum-streaked skin, my taste still shining on his lips.

“Save some of that mouth for your sisters at breakfast.”

He flashed me a wicked grin over his shoulder.

“Always, Mom.”

The door clicked shut behind him, leaving me sprawled and trembling, sheets soaked beneath me, the scent of my orgasm thick in the air, my cunt still fluttering with delicious aftershocks.

Downstairs, I heard Hannah’s throaty laugh first, then Emma’s softer gasp, followed by the unmistakable wet sound of deep, hungry kisses, my daughters tasting their mother on their lover’s tongue, sharing the flavor of my cum like the filthy, perfect family we had become.

And I smiled, slow and sated, already aching for the next time he knelt between my thighs. I was being patient. I needed to be bound. I needed my anus fucked, but it must all be in good time.

My phone vibrated on the nightstand, the screen lighting up with Mary’s name. I never ignored my sister.

“Hey, Mary.”

“Have you told him yet, Chloe?”

“Not yet, at least not everything.”

“You really must explain it all to him, and soon. It’s been three months.”

“I know… and I am desperate for the ropes. I told him you were a guy.”

“Ahh, I see. I guess it’s easier to explain that you have a Master who ties you up but doesn’t fuck you, than explaining your Master is actually a Mistress and also his Aunt.”

“Yes. It’s all about timing.”

Mary was a Dominatrix by profession, though nobody except me knew that. I only knew because one night I walked into a fetish club, heart hammering, and asked to be roped into bondage. Imagine my shock when the door to the private playroom opened, and my own sister stepped inside, latex catsuit gleaming under the red lights, flogger dangling from one gloved hand.

It took minutes for either of us to speak. The room was soundproofed, the silence thick enough to chew. When Mary finally did speak, her voice was calm, professional, and loving. We could play, she said. She would help me, but there could be no sexual contact, ever.

Since then, my need for compression therapy and spanking had been met in the only way I trusted, bound, helpless, suspended in rope until the world narrowed to heartbeat and breath, until every worry dissolved into the burn of hemp against skin. But now, with Daniel’s cock stretching me twice a day and his tongue worshiping me every morning, the old itch was crawling back under my spine.

“I’ll explain everything to Daniel tonight. He knows I love bondage, but he doesn’t know what that really means.”

“A good thrashing keeps you grounded, sis.”

“I have other ways to be grounded now.”

“Yeah, but still… Daniel’s cock and tongue won’t be enough. The itch will resurface. I’ve seen this so many times with other clients.”

“Am I just another client, Mary?”

“You know what I meant. Bondage and spanking are part of you, honey.”

“I know.”

I felt the truth of it settle heavy in my belly, a dull ache that had nothing to do with cramps and everything to do with the memory of rope biting into wrists, of being folded and displayed and utterly owned before a flogger stripped me of my shame and strain.

“How often, Chloe?”

“How often what?”

“How often do you fuck your son… oh god, I feel horny even saying it.”

“Daniel fucks me twice a day and usually licks me in the morning if he didn’t sleep with me.”

“Fuck!”

“What is it?”

“He has three of you to satisfy… Jesus.”

“I know. My son has plenty of stamina. This morning he already fucked Emma in the shower, washed, then kneeled between my legs like he was starving for breakfast.”

My sister sighed, then giggled.

“I wish I had a son like that, Chloe.”

“You mean you wish you had a stepson like Daniel?”

“Yeah… that’s what I meant.”

I ended the call and stepped into the shower, letting the scalding water pound against my shoulders until my skin flushed pink. Steam filled the marble enclosure, thick and humid, carrying the lingering scent of Daniel’s cum still smeared across my inner thighs from last night. He wasn’t into cleaning up, but he would as a matter of convenience when I needed tongue. He wasn’t squeamish at all, but he was yet to claim anal from my daughters, which meant I waited for that honor too.

My son had reawakened me from a failing, but friendly marriage to his father.

I soaped my breasts slowly, palms gliding over heavy, aching flesh, thumbs circling nipples that were still swollen and tender from the suction cups I’d worn while fantasizing about him before he came to lick me. Every pinch sent sparks straight to my clit, the little nub throbbing in time with my heartbeat, already slick and begging.

My fingers trailed lower, over the soft curve of my belly, tracing the faint silver lines that mapped where my daughters had grown. I parted my thighs wider, letting the water sluice between them, rinsing away soap but not the deeper, muskier evidence of how many times Daniel had filled me in the last twenty-four hours.

I couldn’t wait any longer.

I killed the water, stepped out, and didn’t bother with a towel. Droplets clung to my skin, rolling down the slope of my breasts, dripping from elongated nipples in steady, cold rivulets that made me shiver. The bedroom air was cooler, raising gooseflesh along my arms, tightening my areolas until the nipples stood out like bullets.

I moved to the center of the rug, the thick wool plush beneath my bare feet, and sank into a low squat, knees splayed obscenely wide, thighs trembling from the stretch, pussy lips parting on their own to expose the slick, pink inner folds still swollen from Daniel’s tongue an hour earlier.

I looked in a mirror positioned for the purpose and saw the lips of my cunt glistening, flushed deep rose and dripping with fresh arousal that stretched in sticky strands between my thighs every time I shifted. A bead of Daniel’s cum from last night’s final load still clung to my entrance, pearlescent and thick, trembling before it slipped free and spattered onto the rug in a wet, filthy splat.

I reached down with both hands, fingers sliding through the sticky mess, gathering the creamy mixture of his seed and my own slick, coating my palms until they shone. I brought them to my face first, inhaling deeply, the raw, salty-sweet reek of sex flooding my lungs, making my clit throb harder, then licked my fingers clean, swallowing the taste of us with a moan that vibrated in my chest.

Both hands dropped back between my legs. I spread my pussy lips wide with one, exposing the throbbing entrance, my tiny pee-hole still fluttering, the swollen hood of my clit pulled back so the pearl stood proud, sparkling, and aching. With the other hand, I plunged three fingers straight inside my cunt, no teasing, no gentleness, just raw, greedy need.

The squelch was immediate and obscene, wet and loud in the quiet room, my walls gripping my fingers like they were starving. I pumped my fluttering hole hard, wrist twisting on every thrust, palm grinding against my clit in brutal circles that made my thighs shake harder, my ass clenching, the plug long gone but the memory of fullness still ghosting inside me.

I added a fourth finger, stretching myself wider, feeling the burn, the delicious ache of being opened, used, owned. My slick poured out around my hand, dripping in thick ropes from my knuckles, splattering the rug in glossy puddles that darkened the wool. The scent rose sharp and animal, pussy, cum, and sweat, thick enough to taste on every breath.

I fucked myself faster, hips rocking in the squat, breasts bouncing heavily, nipples dragging through the air with every jolt, sending sparks straight to my cunt. My free hand abandoned my lips and flew to my clit, rubbing hard, frantic, the little nub swollen and hypersensitive, every touch electric as I strummed myself like a guitar.

The orgasm slammed into me without warning, a white-hot explosion that tore a scream from my throat and buckled my knees. My cunt spasmed violently around my fingers, squirting in powerful, scalding jets that arced through the air and splashed across the rug in messy, steaming puddles.

I kept rubbing, kept fucking myself through it, drawing out every pulse, every shudder, until my thighs gave out entirely. I collapsed forward onto my hands and knees, fingers still buried to the knuckles, pussy gaping and dripping, still fluttering, cum and squirt pooling beneath me in a warm, sticky lake that soaked into the wool and clung to my wrists, my forearms, my breasts, where they hung heavy and swaying.

I stayed there, panting, trembling, the taste of Daniel still faint on my tongue, the scent of my own release thick in the air, my cunt throbbing with delicious emptiness that begged to be filled again.

Tonight, I would tell him everything.

Tonight he would learn exactly how deep my needs ran, and how perfectly he was already learning to meet them.

I reached for my phone and rolled onto my back, speed-dialing a friend for a favor.

“Hey, Chloe.”

“Hi, Jack. Could you collect and dry-clean a rug, please?”

“Of course. Is it the bedroom one again?”

“Yeah. It got messy.”

“Same stain as last time?”

His voice sounded hopeful, and I giggled.

“Yes… It is, Jake.”

“Might take a few days, honey.”

“That’s fine. Enjoy it.”


Chapter Twenty-Two

◆◆◆

Daniel’s Point of View

I was stunned by what Mom told me.

“Aunt Mary?”

“Yes.”

The bedroom air hung thick, humid, almost syrupy with the layered ghosts of every fuck that had happened in this house over the past three months. The rug beside her bed was missing, so I assumed it was out being laundered, as it had been before.

It was never just one scent that circulated; it was a cocktail that shifted with the hour. Right now, it was Mom’s jasmine-vanilla perfume, the sharper metallic tang of Emma’s period blood still drying in my memory, like the scent was hard-wired into my animal brain.

Hannah’s lavender-honey cunt cream crusted in the creases of my balls from the moment I arrived home from College. I saw her in the garage. My stepsister smiled, turned, bent over, and lifted her skirt, showing me a panty-free pussy.

Of course I fucked her — who wouldn’t?

And beneath it all, the musky reek of my own dried cum that had leaked out of three different pussies and soaked into every mattress, couch cushion, and throw blanket we owned.

I sat on the edge of Mom’s bed, the cream silk duvet cool and slippery beneath my bare thighs, already darkening where the head of my cock had drooled a fat, glistening bead of precum that stretched in a trembling silver thread from my slit onto the fabric every time I shifted.

The wet patch spread wider, warm at first, then cooled into a tacky film that glued the duvet to my skin. My jeans were long gone, kicked somewhere across the room, the zipper still open and dripping with the leftover mess from Hannah.

Mom sat beside me, naked, except for the thin silver chain around her waist that disappeared between the cheeks of her magnificent ass, the links catching the late-afternoon light every time she breathed.

Her auburn hair spilled loose over one shoulder, damp at the ends where shower water still clung, individual strands stuck to the sheen of sweat glazing her collarbone, trickling down between her heavy breasts in slow, deliberate trails that gathered at the deep rose nipples still elongated and shiny from the suction cups she’d worn while waiting for me to come lick her awake this morning.

She’d showered after doing yard work most of the day, I suspected, because she wanted to make love.

A single droplet of water hung from the tip of her left nipple, which trembled and swelled, until it finally let go and splattered onto her thigh with a soft, wet sound that made my cock jerk hard enough to slap audibly against my stomach.

“Aunt Mary?”

Her name tore out of me a second time, raw, cracked, almost a gasp.

My pulse hammered so hard I felt it in my throat, in my balls, in the throbbing vein that ran the length of my shaft and pulsed visibly beneath the thin skin.

“Yes. Aunt Mary.”

“Your younger sister, Aunt Mary?”

“There is only one Aunt Mary in our lives, sweetheart.”

“And she ties you up?”

Mom’s hazel eyes never left mine.

She reached for my hand, her fingers warm, slightly tacky with the residue of her own arousal still coating them from when she’d fingered herself open while telling me the story.

Her grip was gentle but unyielding, the same hand that had milked my cock dry so many times now trembling just enough to betray how deep this confession ran.

“Yes. She ties me up, suspends me, flogs me until I cry and beg and squirt so hard the ropes drip with it. Then she leaves me hanging there, stuffed with the biggest plug she can force into my asshole, phone on speaker so all I have to do is whisper my safe word and she’ll untie me.”

“What about sex?”

“Aunt Mary never fucks me. She never touches me sexually. But she owns me in those moments, Daniel, and I need to be owned that way sometimes.”

I couldn’t breathe.

“By me?”

“Yes… please.”

The images slammed into my brain one after another: Mom’s pale skin crisscrossed with perfect diamond patterns of hemp rope, her heavy breasts bound tight until they bulged purple and shiny, nipples clamped and chained, her cunt lips swollen and spread wide by the crotch rope until every pulse of her heartbeat made slick drip in steady ropes from her hole to the floor.

I would fuck her that way — for sure.

I imagined Aunt Mary. I couldn’t believe she was so kinky. That tall, dark-haired, severe, beautiful Aunt Mary, circling my mother with a flogger, the tails whispering through the air before they cracked across Mom’s ass, leaving angry red welts that bloomed instantly. In my mind, I heard Mom’s screams turning to sobs, to moans, to the desperate, satisfying sound of a woman completely surrendered.

My cock surged so hard it slapped my stomach again, leaving a wet streak of precum that cooled instantly against my skin.

Mom’s gaze dropped to it, her pupils blowing wide, lips parting on a soft, involuntary inhale that smelled of coffee, pussy, and the faint copper trace of her own arousal still clinging to my nostrils like it was baked in.

“Wow, Mom.”

The words came out strangled because I couldn’t think.

All the blood in my body was in my cock, in my balls, in the frantic drum of my pulse roaring in my ears.

Mom shifted closer, the mattress dipping under her weight, her bare thigh pressing warm and damp against mine, the faint rasp of trimmed auburn curls brushing my skin where her leg parted just enough for me to smell her again, richer now, riper, the scent of a woman who had spent the day edged and aching and waiting for this exact conversation.

“Daniel… you came in here to talk to me about something before I derailed everything with my confession. Tell me, sweetheart. What did you need?”

I swallowed hard, my throat raw, my voice barely a whisper.

“I want to cum inside each of you every single day. I love blowjobs, I love waking up with one of your mouths wrapped around my cock, I love watching my cum paint your tongues and drip down your chins, but it’s not enough anymore.”

“What do you need, honey. Tell Mommy.”

“I need to feel my cock buried balls-deep in pussy every day, need to feel those walls fluttering around me when I unload, need to watch my seed leak out of you for hours afterward and know it’s still swimming inside, looking for a home.”

Mom’s breath hitched.

Her nipples tightened visibly, the deep rose tips stiffening into hard, aching points that begged for teeth, for clamps, for rope. A fresh gush of arousal seeped from between her thighs, the scent blooming sharp and intoxicating, thick enough to taste on the back of my tongue.

I reached down between her legs, and she parted them. I dipped a finger inside her trembling, sticky hole and swirled it around, retrieving it. I stared in wonder at the slick, thick, sweet hormones that glistened on my coated finger, and then I sucked it clean.

“I need this too. To kneel every day between each of your legs and lick.”

“Well… not every day, but yeah, I get it, honey.”

“I want my cum dripping out of all three of you when Emma goes to class, when you go to the grocery store, and when Hannah sits at a restaurant with friends. I want each of you to feel it sliding warm down your thighs. I want to know that every step you take, you’re carrying me inside you.”

Mom’s hand slid from mine to my cock, her fingers wrapping around the slick, throbbing shaft, squeezing once, hard, forcing another thick rope of precum to surge from the slit and spill over her knuckles in a warm, sticky flood that coated her palm and dripped in slow, viscous strands onto the silk duvet.

She bowed her head, clenched her lips around my cock, and sucked me clean before licking my precum off her fingers.

“And there’s one more thing, Mom.”

I met her eyes, my voice shaking with the weight of it.

“What is it, Son?”

“I want to get you pregnant, too. I want my baby growing in the same womb that carried Hannah and Emma. I want all four of us bound by blood and cum and rope and love until none of us knows where one ends and the others begin.”

Mom’s cunt clenched so hard I heard it, a wet, greedy sound that made my cock jerk in her grip.

Her thighs spread wider on their own, her knees falling open until the swollen lips of her pussy parted with a soft, filthy sound, revealing the creamy mess still inside her from this morning, a slow trickle of my earlier load seeping out to coat the inside of her thigh in a glistening trail that caught the light and shimmered like liquid pearl.

“Wow.”

The word left her lips on a broken exhale, her eyes glassy, pupils blown wide, lips parted and trembling.

Then she moved.

Mom swung a leg over my lap, straddling me in one fluid motion, her heavy breasts dragging across my chest, nipples scraping through the sweat still drying there, leaving twin trails of fire.

She reached between us, her fingers wrapping tightly around my cock again, angling it upward until the fat, leaking crown nudged her dripping entrance, sliding through the creamy mess of my earlier cum and her own slick until it caught at her hole.

My stepmother’s eyes never left mine.

“Do it inside me, Daniel. Right now breed me. Let’s pretend you can put another baby in the womb that made your sisters. Make me leak you for the rest of the evening while I walk around this house knowing my son’s cum is swimming inside me, looking for an egg.”

“But one day I want this for real.”

“Me too.”

Without averting her warm, loving eyes, Chloe sank in one slow, relentless glide, her cunt swallowing every inch of my cock in a single, scorching slide. Her pussy walls fluttered and gripped my cock tightly as she milked it, any cum from this morning forced deeper by my invasion until it oozed out around my shaft in a warm, filthy flood that soaked my balls and dripped in heavy ropes onto the silk beneath us.

I groaned, my hips bucking upward to meet my mother’s, driving my cock balls-deep into the pussy that had carried my girlfriends, the pussy that had nurtured them, the pussy that was now mine to fill, to breed, to claim in every way that mattered.

Mom’s arms wrapped around my neck, her forehead pressed against mine, breath coming in hot, ragged pants that tasted of coffee, pussy, and raw, desperate need.

“We need to discuss this with your sisters, Daniel. It’s a big step.”

“I did already.”

“And?”

“They want it too.”

“Oh god, cum inside me, sweetheart. Every day. Flood me until I’m dripping with you. And when you’re ready, when you’ve painted my womb white often enough practicing, tell me to come off the pill and put your baby inside me. Make me swell with you again.”

“I will, Chloe. I want to.”

I fucked Chloe hard after that, my hips snapping upward, the wet slap of skin on skin echoing off the walls, her cunt squelching with every thrust, cum and slick frothing around my cock, splattering our thighs, soaking the sheets in a growing, shameful puddle that spread wider with every stroke.

She wasn’t my mother anymore. Chloe was a woman I loved deeply.

She came first and hard, screaming joyously as her cunt clamped down on me like a fist. Mom squirted in hot, forceful jets that soaked my stomach, my chest, and even landed a few drops on my chin as a powerful jet escaped on a downward plunge. It dripped in thick rivers down my chest to pool where my cock disappeared inside her.

I followed seconds later, roaring as my cock pulsed violently inside Mom’s tightly clenched pussy, flooding her with thick, endless ropes of cum that painted her walls white, spurt after spurt until I was shaking, spent, buried to the root while she milked me dry.

We stayed locked together, trembling, her cunt still fluttering around my softening cock, cum, and squirt seeping out around the seal of our joining in slow, obscene pulses that soaked the silk beneath us in a warm, sticky lake.

Mom kissed me slowly and deeply, tasting herself on my tongue, tasting us, and smiled against my lips.

“Welcome to the rest of our lives, Mom.”


Chapter Twenty-Three

◆◆◆

Hannah’s Point of View

I shut my bedroom door with my heel, and the click echoed like a starting gun.

Daniel sat on the edge of my unmade bed, moonlight striping his bare chest in silver bars, sweat still glistening from the gym, from fucking Emma in the truck, from licking Mom awake at dawn.

“Message from Mom, honey. Aunt Mary is coming tomorrow night, and she’s staying over.”

“I see.”

I watched my brother for a reaction, but there was none. He was quiet, contemplative, maybe slightly nervous, but hiding it well.

The room reeked of us: dried cum flaking off the headboard, my lavender-honey cunt cream baked into the sheets, the ghost of Emma’s period blood still clinging to the throw blanket I’d used to wipe his cock clean last night.

My panties were already soaked. The lace had surrendered hours ago, plastered to my swollen lips so completely that every step dragged the fabric across my clit and made me shudder.

It was my turn to fuck my stepbrother.

I walked toward him slowly, letting him watch the wet patch between my legs bloom darker with every stride, letting him see the way my thighs slid together, slick with need.

“I want to fuck you, Daniel.”

“I need you too.”

“But we must discuss Aunt Mary.”

“Okay… why?”

When I reached him, I didn’t speak.

I simply climbed into his lap, my knees sinking into the mattress on either side of his hips, the heat of his bare skin searing through my thin cotton tank, my nipples so hard they ached where they dragged across his chest.

His cock was already rigid, trapped between us, pulsing against my belly like a second heartbeat. The bloated underside of my brother’s stiff shaft parted my swollen lips all the way, as we fit perfectly.

I could feel the fat crown leaking, the steady drip of precum smearing across my lower stomach, cooling instantly in the night air that slipped through the cracked window.

I cupped my brother’s face in both hands, my thumbs stroking the sharp line of his jaw, feeling the faint rasp of stubble, the tremor in his muscles when my slick-soaked lace brushed the underside of his shaft.

“You’re going to fuck Aunt Mary tomorrow night.”

My brother’s cock jerked, and I gasped at the pressure of his crown against my clit. The words tasted like smoke and honey on my tongue.

His jaw dropped, his hazel eyes going wide, cock jerking so violently between us, the blunt head nudging my clit through the ruined lace, dragging a fresh gush of sticky juices from my cunt that soaked us both.

“No, I am not.”

His voice cracked, half laugh, half prayer.

I rolled my hips slowly, deliberately, letting the drenched lace scrape over his shaft until another thick rope of precum surged free and painted my lower belly in a warm, sticky stripe.

“It’s not a question, baby. It’s prophecy.”

“How do you figure that, Hannah?”

“Mom hinted. She wants me and Emma on board.”

I leaned in until my lips brushed his, our breath mingling. I tasted Mom’s richer cunt honey still clinging to his tongue from earlier, but that drove me on — sharing our brother was turning out to be my perfect life.

I had so much time to myself and all the sex, love, and romance I needed.

“Hannah… please answer me properly.”

“Every Christmas, every birthday, every time Aunt Mary walked through the door, she hunted you down. Found your mouth. Gave you tongue when you were still jailbait and too dumb to know what it meant. Emma and I used to fight over who got to stand next to you because we knew exactly where her lips were going.”

I kissed him then, just a tease, just the softest brush of tongue against his teeth, tasting him, tasting all of us on him.

“And later, when your cock started getting hard the second she touched you, we’d watch you bolt to your room and listen to the headboard thump while you jerked off thinking about her mouth.”

I pulled back just far enough to watch his pupils blow wide, black swallowing hazel.

“Did you ever taste her back, Daniel? Even once?”

He hesitated. I felt it in the way his cock jerked again, in the fresh flood of precum that painted my cunt lips glossy, in the way his fingers dug into my thighs hard enough to bruise.

I glanced down at my brother’s cock, then stared him in the eye, smiling.

“Oops… there it is.”

I kissed him deeper this time, my tongue sliding slowly and filthily against his, pulling the memory straight out of his mouth and swallowing it down like communion wine.

“You wanked over her. Often.”

He exhaled shakily against my lips, nodding.

“You, Mom, Emma… and her. I stroked myself raw some weeks.”

“Good.”

“Good?”

“Yeah, Daniel. Good.”

I clenched my cunt around nothing, felt another gush of slick soak through the lace, drench his cock until the fabric clung transparent and obscene. It was time to reveal all, secret desires that burned in places where they would not be chained forever.

“Because Emma and I talked. We want to taste women.”

“What the fuck!”

“But only with you inside the room. Only when your cock is buried in one of us, while our tongues are buried in them. You’ll get to fuck them too.”

“What? I don’t understand.”

“If Mom agrees, you’ll fuck Aunt Mary tomorrow night, and one of us will be riding your face or your fingers or your tongue the whole time. No contact between her and us. Just you in the middle, drowning in pussy, owning all of it.”

My brother’s cock jerked so violently the head slipped free of the lace and nudged my bare entrance, hot, slick, open.

I lifted just enough to deny him entry, letting the lace snap back into place so my clit dragged over the underside of his shaft as I rocked back and forth instead. The friction felt maddening for me, so I could only assume it was far worse for Daniel.

“Not yet, baby.”

“I need… sorry… I… I-”

“It’s a surprise. Sorry.”

I ground my cunt down harder, letting him feel every pulse of my clit against his vein, letting him feel how close I already was just from telling him the future.

“Soon you’re going to watch Aunt Mary tie Mom up for the first time in months. You’re going to learn exactly how to make her scream. And then, when Mom’s cunt is gaping and dripping and begging, you’re going to breed her while Mary watches and Emma and I hold her open for you.”

I leaned in, lips brushing the shell of his ear, breath hot and humid.

“But first…”

“First?”

“It’s my turn, bro.”

I slid off his lap, knelt between his thighs, and peeled his T-shirt upward inch by inch, my mouth following the rising hem, my tongue dragging over every delectable ridge of his abs, tasting salt and dried cum from when he fucked Emma in the truck at lunch break.

When the shirt cleared his head, I let it fall, then reached for his shorts.

“Stand up, Daniel.”

He obeyed instantly, his monster cock jutting proud and angry, the head flushed dark and glossy with precum that stretched in a trembling silver thread from his slit to the waistband.

I hooked my fingers into the elastic and dragged his shorts down slowly, letting the fabric rasp over his shaft, letting the waistband catch on his crown for one teasing heartbeat before his cock sprang free and slapped heavy against his stomach, leaving a wet streak that cooled instantly.

I wrapped my fingers around the solid root of his trembling shaft, squeezing hard, milking another thick rope of precum that surged free and dripped in a slow, viscous strand over my knuckles.

Then I leaned in and took him into my mouth.

No teasing.

No gentle licks.

I sank down until my lips kissed the base, until the bulge of his cock distorted my throat, until my nose pressed into the wiry hair at his root and I swallowed around him, feeling every vein pulse against my tongue, feeling the heat of him brand the back of my throat.

I pulled back slowly, choking, my lips dragging, cheeks hollowed, saliva flooding my mouth and spilling in thick ropes from the corners of my lips, dripping down his shaft, coating my fingers, splattering my tank until the cotton clung transparently to my breasts.

“While I suck you.”

I murmured around his cock, my words muffled, vibrating through his shaft.”

“You’re going to practice something very important.”

I pulled my lips off my brother’s cock with a wet pop, and a rope of saliva stretched from my bottom lip to his slit before snapping and splattering across my chin.

“What is it, Hannah?”

“Tomorrow night, at the dining table, in front of all of us, you’re going to spread Aunt Mary’s thighs and bury your tongue in her ass. You’re going to rim her until she forgets her own name. Dominant women love that, baby. They love feeling worshipped from the filthiest place.”

His cock jerked in my grip, another surge of precum flooding my palm. I sucked it off, licked my flesh, savoring every drop of him.

“But you’re not allowed to be submissive. You give her your mouth like a gift, not like a slave. You stay in control. You make her beg, Daniel.”

“She’s so fucking experienced.”

“You’ve been fucking three girls multiple times a day for over three months. You are fucking experienced.”

I licked a slow stripe up the underside of my brother’s cock, swirling my tongue around the crown, sucking the fresh bead clean.

“Show me you understand. Show me how you’ll tongue-fuck Aunt Mary’s asshole while the rest of us watch. It will get the evening off to a fantastic start.”

“How can I show you, Hannah?”

“Practice on me.”

I rose, peeled my tank over my head, my breasts spilling free, nipples stiff and aching, then shoved my soaked panties down my thighs, letting them fall in a wet slap on the floor.

I climbed back onto the bed, straddled his chest, my cunt dripping onto his sternum in slow, sticky pulses, and crawled forward until my knees bracketed his ears.

My slick-coated lips hovered an inch above his mouth, close enough that he could feel the heat, smell the thick lavender-honey reek of my arousal, see the way my hole fluttered and winked, begging.

“Start here, baby. Show me exactly how you’ll worship Aunt Mary’s pussy and ass.”

Daniel’s hands gripped my ass cheeks, his fingers sinking into soft flesh, spreading me wide as his tongue speared straight into my cunt without warning, hot, eager, perfect. Mom had taught her stepson well, giving him regular lessons in how to worship pussy. He was patient, slowly teasing until he could cause each of us to cum hard every time.

I moaned, loud and shameless, grinding my pussy down until his nose pressed against my solid, throbbing clit, until his chin was coated in my slick, until I was riding his face like a woman possessed.

When I was dripping, shaking, close, so close to orgasm, I lifted slightly and presented my puckered whorl to his mouth, arching my back, reaching back to spread my cheeks myself.

“Now the part you’ll give Aunt Mary.”

My brother’s tongue circled my rim slowly, reverently, gliding across the ridges, tickling deep inside me. Then, when he clawed my tiny sphincter open with fingers and thumbs, he pressed inside me, hot and wet and perfect, fucking my ass with the same devotion he’d just shown my cunt.

I plunged two fingers wedged with a thumb into my pussy and fucked myself hard, my palm grinding my clit, slick squelching loud in the quiet room. I came with a scream, squirting across Daniel’s chest, my ass clenching around his tongue, my cunt spasming around my fingers until I was sobbing, shaking, dripping.

The door opened.

Emma stood there, her sundress already halfway over her head, freckled breasts bouncing free, her eyes glazed at the sight of me feeding Daniel my asshole while I finger-fucked myself over his face.

I didn’t stop as my orgasm dipped and began rising again. Emma didn’t speak.

She just let the dress fall, climbed onto the bed, straddled Daniel’s cock, and sank down in one slow, perfect glide, her tight cunt swallowing every inch until her ass rested on his balls, and we all groaned in unison.

I craned my neck and looked down at her, at him, at the place where his cock disappeared inside my little sister’s body, and I smiled through the aftershocks still rippling through me.

“Daniel agreed to us fucking other women, Em. Tomorrow night, he fucks Aunt Mary while we watch. Tomorrow… we start inviting pretty girls to taste what only he’s allowed to own.”

“He will fuck them too, though, right? I want to suck Daniel’s cum out of a woman.”

“Yes, of course. Our Stallion is going to stud.”

Emma’s cunt clenched so hard around Daniel’s cock I felt it, her back arching, mouth falling open in a silent scream as she came instantly, squirting down his shaft, soaking his balls, dripping onto the sheets in messy, steaming puddles.

I followed, half a heartbeat later, my ass grinding down on Daniel’s tongue, my fingers buried deep inside me, stretching as I scissored them. My swollen clit throbbed against my palm as I screamed his name and flooded his face.

Daniel roared into my asshole, his hips snapping upward, his cock pulsing violently as he unloaded inside Emma, thick, endless ropes of cum painting her walls, leaking out around his shaft in creamy rivulets that soaked his balls and the sheets beneath.

We stayed locked together, trembling, until the last shudder left our bodies.

Then, wordlessly, Emma and I slid off him, took one arm each, and pulled our beautiful, cum-slick boy toward the bathroom.

Aunt Mary would enjoy herself with our brother tomorrow, but tonight, he was ours.


Chapter Twenty-Four

◆◆◆

Mary’s Point of View

The leather of my steering wheel had grown slick beneath my palms, warm from the late-summer sun that had hammered through the windshield for the last two hours. I hated air-conditioning and the stuffy feeling it caused in my face and nose.

Every breath dragged the scent of my own wet, throbbing cunt into my lungs — thick, metallic, edged with the faint sweetness of the lube I had used on the plug still wedged deep in my ass, stretching me, reminding me with every shift of the seat who I belonged to tonight.

My nephew. Well, my step-nephew.

I had flexed my hips against the heated leather of the driver’s seat, and the plug had shifted inside me, a slow, deliberate nudge inside my rectum against my pussy wall that made my clit throb so violently the pulse had been visible beneath the soaked gusset of my black lace thong.

The lace had surrendered hours earlier, plastered to my swollen lips, riding up between them so entirely that the seam sawed across my clit with every bump in the road.

A fresh gush of slick had seeped out of me then, warm and viscous, sliding down the crease of my thigh to pool beneath my bare ass on the seat, cooling into a tacky film that stuck and released with every roll of the car.

Chloe fucking her stepson had got me feeling so damn horny, I’d fucked myself senseless every night with one or another dildo from my extensive collection.

But regardless of how much I fucked myself, I found little relief; the thought of Daniel’s young cock aroused me, and I had been wet since the Vermont border.

No. That’s not true. I had been wet since Chloe’s last text after she’d begged me to visit. It was three words only:

Daniel knows everything.

My right hand left the wheel without permission.

Fingers slid beneath the waistband of my skirt, beneath the drenched lace, two of them spearing straight into the molten clutch of my cunt without ceremony. I kept my eyes on the road and slowed, staying on the inside lane.

The squelch of my fingers slipping inside me was immediate, obscene, loud enough that I had felt it in my teeth. Using two fingers, I pumped slowly at first, curling, scissoring, spreading the creamy mess that had been gathering for hours, coating my fingers until they glistened like they had been dipped in warm honey.

I brought them to my mouth, my tongue dragging across the creamy fingertips, sucking them clean, tasting myself, sharp, salty, faintly metallic from the anticipation that had been bleeding out of me since dawn.

I had fucked women with strap-on cocks the size of my forearm. I had flogged men until they sobbed and begged and still came away untouched. I didn’t sell sex — I sold dominance and escape.

I’d had lovers, but nobody right now. Nothing after Chloe’s three words and her implication of my nephew fucking me had ever made me this ravenous. The thought of my sister’s stepson sliding his thick, young cock into me drove my libido mad, and a wank was the only way I would survive the rest of the drive.

As I rolled my clit softly on a fingertip, I remembered the last time I saw my sister. She wanted to be roped and suspended. I obliged, as she dangled from a steel hook driven into a solid beam in her bedroom, Chloe decided an anal plug was absolutely vital. I wore latex gloves and slid the anal pleasure inside her, gently screwing it, to ease and stretch her.

She’d growled, turned me on, but, being sisters, she was strictly out of bounds, so I inserted the plug and left her dribbling cunt juices on a rug underneath.

I’d ran from my sister’s bedroom in a hot mess and found myself in my nephew’s room while he was out. I lay on his bed and pushed three fingers inside myself then as I did now, stretching my throbbing, wet hole, my entire body burning, the heel of my hand grinding hard against my clit in brutal circles that made my thighs tremble against the pedals.

I snapped back to the present, panting. The car swerved slightly, and I corrected with my left hand, my knuckles white. My right fucked my pussy deeper, my wrist twisting, knuckles dragging over that spot that made my vision spark white at the edges.

Another gush of slick coated my palm, spilled over, and dripped in thick ropes from my cunt to the leather seat beneath me, pooling, cooling, sticking.

I thought about tying Chloe tonight and fucking her son on the bed while she watched.

I saw the red hemp biting into her pale wrists, the way her heavy breasts would bulge between the chest harness, nipples clamped and chained until they were dark purple and throbbing.

Daniel would watch me tie up his stepmother-lover and would finally know the real me.

Tonight, when she was roped and gagged, I would spread my sister’s ass cheeks wide open with gloved hands, the latex cool against her flushed skin. Then, I would teach Daniel how to ease the thick steel plug past her fluttering anal rim while she whimpered and dripped and begged for the cock that was not allowed to be mine.

I slid my creamy fingers over my throbbing clit, squashing, rolling, and dragging it from side to side. Daniel would watch me perform from the shadows, his cock in hand, learning.

Maybe, just maybe, once I had taken enough of him after hours of fucking, I would hold my sister in her suspended cradle and stare into her eyes while her stepson fucked her.

My cunt clamped down hard on my fingers at the image, and I orgasmed without warning, a sharp, violent spasm that made the car lurch again.

I squirted everywhere. A few drops even splashed across the steering wheel as hot pulses sprayed the dashboard. More of my squirt ran in rivulets down the leather seats, having soaked the front of my skirt until the fabric clung cold and wet to my thighs.

I kept fucking myself through it, drawing my orgasm out, riding the wave until my arm shook and my breath sobbed in my throat. The scent of my release filled the entire cabin, thick and unmistakable.

A truck overtaking slowed to match my speed when it drew up beside me. I looked, without missing a beat on my pussy, and a driver smiled, nodding, his arm rising and falling as he wanked himself.

For his benefit, I licked my fingers clean again, slowly, deliberately, tasting the faint trace of the lube still clinging to my skin from the plug in my own ass. The plug I had inserted this morning, while picturing Daniel’s cock had done excellent work, as had my fingers, but I needed my nephew inside me.

I had twenty miles to go, and I watched the truck driver, waiting until he finished. He grinned and raised a hand, globs of white cum dripping over his fingers.

I waved and booted the accelerator harder, my V8 engine growling beneath me like it knew what waited. My cunt still fluttered, still leaked, the seat beneath me a warm, sticky lake of my own desperation.

I smiled at the windshield, lips wet, tongue tracing the taste of myself, and whispered to the empty car.

“Drive faster, Mary.”


Chapter Twenty-Five

◆◆◆

Daniel’s Point of View

Emma lay sleeping to my left, her freckled cheek pressed into the damp hollow of my shoulder, chestnut hair spilling in sweat-stiffened ropes across my chest. Strands of hair were glued to my skin by the flaky residue of her dried arousal. Her breath fluttered soft and even against my collarbone, warm puffs that stirred the fine hairs there, carrying the faint floral sweetness still clinging to her lips from when she’d kissed me goodnight after cleaning my cock when Hannah fucked it and we both shuddered and spilled.

Hannah lay to my right, her green eyes locked on mine, filled with that familiar, blazing adoration that always made my cock twitch even when it was raw and spent. She ran a single fingernail slowly across my chest, the sharp edge parting damp hairs one by one, scraping lightly over the crusted patches of our mingled release that had dried in flaky streaks across my skin, sending tiny shivers racing down my spine.

“These days we get very messy.”

“Heavy orgasms, brother. Tomorrow I get my period. You’ll have to fuck me in the shower.”

“Three showers a day then. Lucky me.”

“I can’t wait. Emma says her cramps dissolved when you slid your cock inside her.”

“Wow.”

“What is it?”

“Mommy sex, Aunty sex, period sex… Sister sex: is there a luckier man alive?”

“I doubt it.”

“I know it.”

One of Hannah’s sticky thighs was thrown possessively over mine, the soft, warm weight of it pinning me to the mattress. Her swollen pussy lips parted against my hip, still leaking a slow, viscous trickle of my cum from hours ago that cooled in a tacky trail down my side and soaked into the sheets beneath us.

She sighed, the sound low and content, her full breasts rising and falling against my ribs, her nipples stiff and dragging through the sweat-matted hair there with every breath. A slow, radiant smile curved her lips, lighting up the dim morning glow filtering through the blinds, turning her face into something almost angelic despite the filthy evidence of our night still smeared across her chin and throat.

“I’m not ready to help tie Mom up.”

“It’s Saturday, Daniel. Mary is here until midweek. Start slow, take control. It’s what all three of us want — not outright dominance—”

“Loving care… I know. You said.”

“And I’ll keep saying it. You’re in the driving seat with three great instructors. Accept your dominance slowly, on your terms.”

“I want to make love to Mary so badly.”

“Liar. You want to fuck her hard and plenty before she leaves. My dear, sweet stepbrother wants to plant his seed inside the belly of another family woman.”

I craned my neck and looked at Hannah, her blonde hair a wild, damp tangle framing her flushed face, strands stuck to her cheek where my cum had dried in pearly streaks from when she’d swallowed me deep in the dark. I laughed, the sound rumbling low in my chest, vibrating through the places where our sweat-slick skin still clung together.

“You know me too well.”

“I’ve known you since you were two. We bathed together, played together, fought together, and now we love together.”

Emma shifted her weight a couple of inches in her sleep, her more petite body melting deeper into mine, the soft curve of a pert breast pressing warmer against my ribs. Her thigh slid higher until the sticky heat of her cunt brushed my side, leaving a fresh dribble of the creamy mess still leaking from her. She moaned something soft and unintelligible, a breathy sound that stirred the fine hairs at my neck, her fingers curling reflexively against my stomach where dried flakes of our release still clung in crusty patches.

Hannah grinned, her teeth flashing white in the morning light, and tapped my stomach lightly with two fingers, the nails scraping through the tacky residue there, sending a faint sting of pleasure-pain straight to my cock.

“I won’t be here for Aunt Mary.”

“No problem.”

“I’m shopping all day, staying at Claire’s tonight. I’ll be back by morning — fill me up in the shower before I leave?”

“Of course. I’ll miss you.”

“That’s very sweet, but untrue Daniel. This family setup means none of us has to worry about fidelity, love or spending a little time apart with friends. Mom and my sister have me covered.”

“It’s true.”

“I start squash lessons next week, then I join a ladder. I’ll play twice a week. I like having that freedom. Loving you gives me that.”

I pondered the thought, letting it settle deep in my chest like warm honey, the truth of it spreading through me slow and golden: no jealousy gnawing at the edges, no fear of emptiness when one of us stepped away for a night. We had the quiet certainty that home waited exactly as we’d left it, sheets still soaked with our mingled scents, bodies still marked with each other’s claim.

The freedom of it was intoxicating, a vast, open space where love could stretch without breaking, where my cock could bury itself in one warm, willing cunt tonight and another tomorrow without a single heart feeling starved.

If I visited friends or went to a concert, my sisters or Mom could come with me. Most of the guys knew about my arrangement and they were envious. My women were gorgeous. But, if they didn’t want to join me — no big deal. Trust was absolute, bonded by family.

I turned my head, pressing a soft kiss to Hannah’s damp temple, tasting salt and sex and her, breathing her in until my lungs burned with the certainty that this—this tangled, filthy, perfect life—was exactly where I belonged.

“Let’s shower and fuck.”

“Yes… let’s.”

The shower roared like a living thing, steam billowing in thick, humid clouds that clung to every surface, turning the marble walls slick and glossy, beads of condensation racing downward in erratic silver trails that pooled at the base before swirling into the drain in lazy spirals.

Water pounded relentlessly from the overhead rainfall head, scalding hot, drumming against my shoulders, my chest, the ridges of my abs in a rhythmic assault that sent rivulets cascading over every curve and hollow of my body, washing away the crusted remnants of last night’s sins but not the deeper, baked-in scents that lingered in my pores.

Hannah stepped in first, her naked body gleaming under the spray, water tracing the full, heavy swell of her breasts, dripping from the deep rose nipples that hardened instantly in the heat, rolling down the soft curve of her belly to disappear into the neat blonde trim above her swollen pussy lips. She turned to face me, her green eyes blazing with that familiar bold hunger, her auburn hair from the steam darkening to wet ropes that clung to her shoulders and back, framing her face in damp strands that stuck to her flushed cheeks.

A slow smile curved my sister’s full lips. Lips that had swallowed my cock whole countless times. I stared down at her pussy and saw different lips, still faintly swollen from the way she’d ridden my face in the night, grinding her slick until I drowned in her.

She reached for me, her fingers warm and slick with water, wrapping around my wrist, pulling me under the spray until the heat enveloped us both, water sluicing between our bodies in hot rivers that mingled with the fresh sheen of sweat already beading on my skin from the steam alone.

Hannah pressed close, her eyes filled with desire and love, her breasts crushing soft and heavy against my chest, nipples dragging twin lines of fire through the wet hair there. Her belly felt warm against mine, the slick heat of her cunt brushing my thigh as she shifted, leaving a sticky trail of her arousal that washed away instantly in the cascading water.

Emma followed us in looking half-awake, her smaller, freckled body slipping in behind Hannah, chestnut hair plastering instantly to her neck and shoulders in dark, wet ropes. Water traced the pert swell of her breasts, dripping from the stiff, rose-pink nipples that begged for teeth, for tongues, for the pinch of fingers. She pressed against Hannah’s back, her hands sliding around her sister’s waist, fingers splaying wide over the soft skin there, but never touching intimately, only anchoring as the three of us moved under the spray in a tangled, dripping knot of limbs and heat.

Hannah guided me downward until my back met the slick marble floor, the stone radiating heat from the water, smooth and unforgiving beneath me as I stretched out. She spread my legs wide and stepped over my body, one foot on either side of my chest. My cock jutted upward rigid and throbbing as I stared at my sister’s pussy.

My bloated crown flushed dark and glossy with a steady leak of precum that beaded at the slit. It trembled, gathered weight, then spilled in a slow, viscous strand down the underside of my shaft, mixing with the water but never quite rinsing away.

Hannah shuffled back until she straddled my hips, then, without hesitation, she sank, her knees dropping to the wet marble on either side of me. Her thighs trembled as she held herself, her swollen lips parting on their own, revealing the slick, pink inner folds already dripping with fresh arousal that stretched in sticky threads between her thighs.

She reached down, her fingers wrapping around the root of my cock, squeezing hard, milking another thick rope of precum that surged free and coated her palm in a warm, creamy flood. Her eyes locked on mine, green and fierce, as she angled my crown against her entrance, the heat of her searing, the slick mess of her cunt kissing my head in a wet, sucking promise.

Hannah sank slowly, deliberately, her tight cunt walls stretching around my girth inch by torturous inch. The velvet clutch of my sister’s pussy gripped my cock like a fist, fluttering wildly as she took me deeper, her slick coating my shaft in frothy cream that dripped down my balls in warm rivulets, pooling beneath me on the marble in sticky puddles that cooled against my skin.

She leaned closer, her moan vibrated through her chest, into mine. Her breasts bounced heavily with the motion, nipples dragging across my chest as she rolled her hips, taking all of me until I bottomed out inside her.

She rose into a seated position and took more, everything I had, spreading her knees wide to fill herself with cock. When her ass settled flush against my thighs, the full weight of her drove my cock balls-deep inside her until I felt the plush kiss of her cervix against my crown.

Hannah sighed, groaned and whimpered, her brow knitting, her face exploding in pools of ecstasy.

Emma moved without a word, her freckled body glistening under the spray, water tracing every curve, every freckle, dripping from her pert breasts in steady streams. She climbed over me, straddling, sinking fast until her knees bracketing my head. Her thighs were warm and trembling as she settled herself, her swollen lips hovering tantalizingly close to my mouth, close enough that I felt the heat radiating from her cunt, smelled the sharp, floral sweetness of her arousal mingled with the faint metallic trace of her lingering period blood that still seeped in slow, warm pulses from her hole.

I reached up, my hands gripping her ass cheeks, fingers sinking into soft, wet flesh, spreading her wide as my tongue speared straight into her dripping entrance. She spread her knees wider while my eldest sister rode my cock.

I was hot and eager, utterly devoted to both sisters. I loved the taste of their pussies and now, I gathered the thick, creamy mix of Emma’s slick enjoying the faint copper tang that coated my tongue instantly. She pushed and rolled her hips, flooding my mouth with her taste, rich and addictive.

Emma’s moan was soft, breathy, vibrating through her thighs as they clamped around my ears, her hips rolling forward to grind her clit against my chin, smearing her mess across my face in warm, sticky streaks that mingled with the pounding water.

Hannah rolled her hips in slow, deliberate circles that dragged my cock along every inch of her clutching walls, the slick squelch of her cunt loud and obscene over the roar of water. When Emma lifted to shift her weight, I stared down. Cream frothed around my solid root, dripping down my balls in thick ropes that splattered the marble beneath us. She smiled at me, then lifted slightly, and sank hard, the slap of her ass against my thighs echoing off the walls. Water splashed in frantic sprays with every impact, her breasts bouncing heavily, nipples grazing my chest in stiff, aching points.

Emma ground down harder, feeding me her cunt in greedy rolls, her slick pouring into my mouth in steady floods I swallowed greedily. The taste of her burned my throat, branding my tongue as I licked deeper, spearing inside her fluttering hole, curling to stroke the ridged walls that clenched around me.

Her thighs trembled violently, her fingers tangling in my wet hair, pulling me closer until my nose pressed hard against her solid clit, until I felt every pulse of her heartbeat through her cunt lips smeared across my face.

The shower pounded over us in relentless sheets, water sluicing between Hannah’s breasts, dripping from her nipples in cold rivulets that landed on my stomach, cooling instantly against the heat of our joining. Emma’s arousal mixed with the spray, dripping down my chin, my neck in warm, sticky trails that cooled and stuck, the scents rising thick and heady.

Hannah rode my cock harder, her hips snapping now, the wet slap of skin on skin growing louder, more desperate, her cunt clenching rhythmically around my shaft, milking me it pulsing waves that drew guttural groans from my chest muffled against Emma’s grinding pussy. Emma’s moans rose in pitch, breathy and broken, her thighs clamping tighter around my head, her slick gushing hotter as she chased her release on my tongue, grinding herself onto my face hard.

I felt the coil tightening low in my belly, the heat surging through my balls, my cock pulsing violently inside Hannah’s clutching heat. She sensed it and slammed down one final time, grinding her clit against my pubic bone, her cunt spasming in powerful waves that squirted hot jets across my stomach, soaking my chest in steaming pulses.

Emma’s orgasm followed half a heartbeat later, her back arching, a sharp cry tearing from her throat as her pussy clamped down on my tongue, squirting in forceful floods that filled my mouth, burned my throat, gagged against my tonsils. Her overspill dripped down my chin in thick rivulets that mingled with the shower water and splashed across my chest.

I roared into Emma’s cunt, my hips snapping upward, burying my cock balls-deep in Hannah as the first thick rope of my cum erupted inside her. I flooded her walls in endless, scalding spurts that painted her cervix white, in pulse after pulse of my ecstasy until her pussy overflowed, cum and cream seeping out around my shaft in creamy rivulets that soaked my balls, dripped onto the marble in sticky puddles.

We stayed locked together, trembling, the water pounding over us in relentless sheets, washing away the top layer of our mess but not the deeper stains, never the scents that clung to our skin like brands.

The implication hung in the air as we dried off, towels rasping over sensitive skin, leaving faint red trails where the terry cloth dragged across nipples still swollen and aching, across thighs sticky with dried cum and slick. I kissed both my sisters slow and deep, sharing Emma onto their tongues before padding naked down the hallway toward Mom’s room. My cock was already twitching half-hard again at the thought of kneeling between her thighs, of licking her awake until she squirted down my throat.

Later, after Hannah left and Mom went to bathe, the day pulled me elsewhere.

I needed the woods.

The pines closed around me like old friends, needles crunching soft and damp beneath my sneakers, the air sharp with sap and cold lake water drifting up from Saranac far below. Sunlight slanted through the canopy in golden blades, striping the trail in light and shadow, golden dust motes dancing in the beams like tiny, lazy fireflies.

My mind wandered to Mary.

Aunt Mary.

Tall, dark-haired, severe in the way that made my cock ache even when I was too young to understand why. The way she kissed me every holiday, her tongue slipping past my lips just long enough to taste, just long enough to brand me before pulling back with that wicked, knowing smile.

I wanted her spread open tonight, her thighs trembling, cunt dripping while I licked her asshole until she forgot how to breathe.

But deeper, filthier, the fantasy that made my cock surge hard against my shorts as I walked: Mary and Mom together, both fucking me.

Maybe Mom roped tight might be good. Her breasts bound until they bulged purple and shiny, nipples clamped and chained, her cunt lips spread wide by the crotch rope until slick dripped in steady ropes to the floor. Mary circling her with the flogger, tails whispering before cracking across Mom’s ass, leaving angry red welts that bloomed instantly.

And me in the middle.

Fucking Mom’s cunt slow and deep while Mary held the ropes, while she spread Mom’s cheeks wider so I could watch my cock disappear inside the pussy that made my sisters, while Mary’s tongue licked the place where we joined, tasting us both, tasting the creamy mess leaking out around my shaft.

Then switching.

Oh fuck!

I wanted Mary on her back, her legs spread wide, my face buried between her thighs, licking Mom’s sister’s cunt. Then, I would fuck Mom from behind, my cock sliding through the slick my tongue left there. They would be kneeling on the bed, side by side — I could fuck Mary’s hole, then Mom’s — the three of us tangled in rope and cum and sweat until none of us knew whose release coated whose skin.

My cock leaked steadily now, the head smearing precum across the inside of my shorts in a warm, sticky trail that cooled with every step, the scent rising sharp and animal in the pine air.

I turned to go home before temptation gave in to a wank. I never needed to do it myself again.

Mary’s car crunched up the gravel drive just as I stepped from the trees, sweat cooling on my skin, my cock still half-hard and aching.

She unfolded from the driver’s seat like something predatory, tall and dark-haired, latex gleaming under the late sun where it peeked from beneath her coat. Her eyes found me instantly, pupils blowing wide, her lips curving in that same wicked smile that had haunted my wanks for years.

She crossed the distance in five long strides, her arms wrapping around my neck, body pressing flush to mine, breasts heavy and warm through the thin fabric, her nipples stiff points scraping against my chest. Her mouth found mine without hesitation, her tongue sliding deep.

I imagined she tasted sweat and pine and the faint trace of her sister still clinging to my skin.

When she finally pulled back, breath coming in hot puffs against my lips, her eyes were glazed, cheeks flushed dark.

“I’m a mess from the drive. Need a shower before…”

“Before?”

“Before anything you want, Daniel.”

“Go get cleaned up, Aunt Mary. There is something I’ve wanted to do for some time.”

“Oh, my Daniel… you have grown up.”

Her voice was husky, smoke, and velvet, the same voice that had whispered safe words to Mom in the dark.

She kissed me once more, quick and filthy, her tongue flicking mine before she disappeared inside, her coat swirling behind her like a promise.

I took to my bedroom, showered again, soaped down by Emma. We didn’t play because I had to perform for Aunt Mary.

After a brief rest, I dressed and joined my ladies. Dinner candles flickered low, wax pooling in thick, creamy rings around the bases, light dancing across the polished oak table, across the silver that gleamed, across the faces of the three women who watched me with varying degrees of hunger.

Mary sat at the far end, her hair still damp from her shower, dark waves loose over one shoulder. She wore a simple black silk robe that gaped just enough to reveal the shadowed valley between her breasts, the faint red marks of rope burn still visible on her wrists from whatever private session she’d had with herself.

Mom sat to my right, cream silk clinging to her curves, nipples dark and visible through the fabric, thighs pressed together beneath the table where I knew she was already wet, already aching.

Emma and Mom flanked me, their sundresses riding high on their thighs, bare feet brushing against mine under the table, their toes tracing lazy patterns up my calves.

Mary leaned forward, her elbows on the table, the sheer robe gaping further, her eyes locked on Mom.

“Shall we tie you up after dessert, sister? I’ve brought new rope. Hemp. It bites beautifully.”

Mom’s breath hitched as she stared at me and her daughter. I nodded and smiled, saw her thighs shifting, the faint wet sound of her cunt lips sliding together audible in the quiet room.

I set my fork down, the clink loud in the hush.

“I’m not ready to help tie Mom up yet.”

Four pairs of eyes snapped to me. Mary’s brow arched, slow and dangerous.

“How would you like to start, then?”

I pushed my chair back, the legs scraping against oak. I held her gaze until she blinked — not a power play, but enough to establish I wasn’t submissive. I pointed to the place setting directly in front of me, crystal and silver gleaming.

“Lie here. I’m hungry for something I should have started eating years ago.”

Mary’s smile was slow, feral and devastating.

She rose without a word, her silk robe whispering as she moved around the table, perfect hourglass shaped hips swaying, until she stood before me. Her fingers tugged the belt loose, the robe sliding from her shoulders to pool at her feet, leaving her naked, skin flushed and gleaming in the candlelight.

I glanced down and saw a gorgeous mess of dark curls neatly prepared covering swollen lips already glistening with arousal that stretched in sticky threads between her thighs.

Aunt Mary climbed onto the table slowly, like a Tigress, seductively, her knees sinking into the linen cloth. Her heavy, blue veined breasts swayed as she crawled forward and rolled over until she lay on her back directly in front of me, her thighs spread wide, knees falling open until her cunt parted on its own, revealing the slick pink within, the tiny flutter of her hole begging.

Mom moved first, sliding from her chair to kneel beside Mary’s head, fingers threading through her sister’s dark hair, cradling her gently, thumb stroking her cheek as Mary’s breath came faster, eyes locked on mine.

She reached down and took one of Mary’s knees, spreading it wider, nodding at her sister’s cunt, grinning at me.

“Eat it all up like a good boy.”

“I will.”

Emma dropped beneath the table without hesitation, her small hands spreading my thighs, her mouth finding my cock instantly. Her lips sealed hot and wet around the crown, her tongue swirling through the precum that leaked steadily as I ached more and more.

My sister sucked gently as she took me deeper.

Mom joined her daughter seconds later, kneeling opposite Emma under the table. My mother’s tongue dragged up the underside of my shaft while Emma sucked the head, both women working in perfect, filthy sync, mouths and tongues sharing my cock, saliva dripping in thick ropes down my balls, coating them in warm, sticky floods.

I leaned forward, my hands gripping and spreading Aunt Mary’s thighs, pushing her wider. My thumbs reached in and parted her swollen lips until her cunt gaped wide open, slick dripping in slow pulses to the tablecloth beneath her.

“Yummy.”

Before my Aunt could speak, my tongue speared straight into her entrance, hot and deep, gathering the thick, creamy flood that coated my tongue instantly, sharp and musky and perfect. Mary cried out, her back arching off the table, her fingers clawing at the cloth as I licked deeper inside, curling my tongue inside her fluttering walls, tasting every inch of the pussy I’d dreamed about eating for years.

Mom and Emma never stopped, their mouths working my cock in relentless rhythm, tongues swirling, lips sucking, saliva and precum mixing in glossy ropes that dripped from my balls to the floor in steady splatters.

Aunt Mary’s hips bucked upward, grinding her cunt against my mouth, slick pouring in hot floods I swallowed greedily, the taste of her burning my throat, branding me as her thighs clamped around my head, trembling violently.

She came with a scream that echoed off the dining room walls, her cunt spasming around my tongue in powerful waves, squirting in forceful jets that splashed my chin, my chest, dripped down my neck in steaming rivulets while Mom and Emma moaned around my cock, their mouths working faster, hungrier, drawing me to the edge.

But I held back.

Tonight was just the beginning.

And we had all week.


Chapter Twenty-Six

◆◆◆

Mary’s Point of View

The shower poured over me like liquid fire, scalding and relentless, pounding against my shoulders, my back, cascading in hot rivers down the curve of my spine. I braced one palm against the slick marble wall, fingers splayed wide, and bent forward slightly, arching my back as I flexed my inner muscles around the thick plug buried deep in my back passage.

The pressure was exquisite—a constant, delicious fullness that nudged against my sensitive walls with every breath, a thrill from every subtle shift of my hips. It pressed forward, grinding against the thin barrier separating it from my throbbing cunt, sending electric sparks straight to my clit. I moaned, low and shameless, the sound echoing off the tiled enclosure as I clenched harder, milking the intrusion, feeling the stretch, the burn, enjoying the way it made my pussy flutter and drip in helpless response.

God, it had been too long since a real cock had claimed that hole—stretched me wide, filled me completely, made me sob with the overwhelming sensation of being utterly taken and crammed full. The photos my nieces had sent—sly, teasing glimpses of Daniel’s thick, veined length—had haunted my dreams for weeks. I imagined him behind me now, his strong hands gripping my hips, that gorgeous cock stretching my anus, sliding deep inside me while I begged for more.

My free hand slipped between my thighs, fingers gliding through my soaked folds, circling my swollen clit in tight, frantic strokes as I ground back against the plug, chasing the edge. Daniel’s tongue was excellent — controlled, patient, chasing my pleasure, not his, but it wasn’t enough.

I stopped myself—just short of cumming hard, trembling, denying the release. Not yet. Tonight was for him.

With a shaky exhale, I reached back, my fingers wrapping tightly around the plug’s slick base. I pulled slowly, deliberately, savoring the drag, the way my rim clung greedily to every ridge until the widest part stretched me open one final, burning time. The pop as it slipped free sent a shockwave through my core, my asshole fluttering closed, empty and aching, a fresh gush of slick spilling from my cunt to coat my inner thighs in warm, sticky trails.

I straightened, my forehead pressing to the cool marble as the water rinsed me clean, my body still humming with unspent need. The steam curled around me like a lover’s breath, thick and humid, carrying the faint, musky scent of my arousal that no amount of soap could fully wash away.

I was his aunt—taboo, forbidden fruit in a family already drenched in it. But Daniel had claimed his stepmother, his stepsisters, and reshaped their world into something raw and unbreakable. I wouldn’t beg to join. I wouldn’t submit easily.

I never usually submitted, but something about Daniel and his demand that I mount the dining table changed that.

Even so, I’d make him earn every moan, every surrender, and every cock twitch balls deep inside me.

The water cooled on my skin as I stepped out, droplets clinging to my breasts, tracing lazy paths down my belly, dripping from my swollen lips like tears of anticipation. I didn’t dry off fully—just a quick towel through my dark hair, letting the rest air-dry, letting the chill raise goosebumps across my skin, tightening my nipples to aching peaks.

I wanted my nephew to see me like this—flushed, dripping, ready to be fucked.

The hallway was dim, candlelight flickering from Chloe’s bedroom door cracked open in invitation. My heart pounded as I padded naked toward it, thighs brushing with every step, the slick between them cooling into a tacky reminder of how desperately I needed what waited inside.

Chloe must have heard me and met me in the hallway, her cream silk robe hanging open, breasts heavy and swaying, nipples dark and stiff. She didn’t speak—just threaded her fingers through mine, squeezed once, and led me toward her bedroom. Emma followed a step behind, her sundress already discarded somewhere, freckled body glowing in the low light, eyes wide and hungry.

Inside my sister’s bedroom, my gaze locked on Daniel—my beautiful, grown step nephew—standing at the foot of the bed, naked, his cock jutting thick and rigid, the head flushed dark and glossy with precum that stretched in a trembling silver thread from the slit.

My nephew looked at me like he was starving, his hazel eyes devouring every inch of my naked body, lingering on the heavy sway of my breasts still glistening with stray droplets from my damp hair. They traced the curve of my waist, the flare of my hips, the dark curls between my thighs already matted with the fresh slick that seeped steadily from my swollen lips.

I wanted my nephew to plant his seed inside me.

I was ready to be devoured, my cunt throbbing with a deep, aching need that had built for years, every holiday glance, every lingering hug when he was younger, every time I’d felt the forbidden spark of his body against mine and buried the desire under layers of dominance and denial.

Now it surged free, raw and overwhelming—the emotional pull of family twisted into something carnal. This near-incestuous tether bound me to him through Chloe, through shared bloodlines that weren’t quite blood but close enough to make my pulse race with the thrill of the forbidden.

“Aunt Mary, I decided Mom should join us, not spectate from ropes.”

“And you chose?”

“I did. No disrespect, but I am the man in this house.”

“You are indeed, and quite a man at that.”

“I’m going to cum inside you, Aunt Mary. Are you taking birth control?”

I nodded and gulped. His words sent a shiver racing down my spine, pooling hot and liquid between my thighs. The thought of his Mom watching, maybe taking part, her presence amplifying the taboo until it consumed me.

“I am, and yes… please cum inside me.”

“I want to so much.”

“Me too.”

My voice came out husky, breathy, laced with the hunger I could no longer hide, my nipples tightening further under his gaze, aching peaks that begged for his mouth, his hands, anything to ease the throb that matched the one in my clit.

“I think you’ll enjoy what I have planned for you. No need to rush into bondage.”

“As you wish, Daniel.”

“I want to fuck you all night, starting with a good stretch on your hands and knees.”

The promise in his tone made my cunt clench hard, a fresh gush of slick coating my inner thighs in warm, sticky trails that cooled instantly in the room’s subtle draft, the scent of my arousal rose sharp and musky, mingling with the candle wax and lingering sex that permeated the air.

“Does it scare you, Daniel?”

I asked softly, teasingly, but underneath lay the truth: the idea of him owning me completely, terrified and thrilled in equal measure. I was dominant, but not now. I felt an emotional surrender to my nephew—the boy I’d watched grow, the man who’d claimed his stepmother and stepsisters — now, making my heart pound with a vulnerability I’d rarely allowed.

“Not scared at all… I want to acclimate to our relationship. Reshape it, reshape inside you.”

His words hit me like a physical thrust, my breath catching, my pussy fluttering emptily as I imagined his cock filling me while I proudly pointed my ass high. The psychological weight of submitting to family crushed down in the most exquisite way.

“My my… you’ve grown.”

“I stay hard for ages.”

“Mom and your sisters told me that.”

“Shall we do this, Aunt Mary?”

The room smelled of candles and sex, thick waves of melted wax mingling with the deeper, muskier notes of dried cum and slick baked into the sheets from earlier encounters, the air heavy and humid, clinging to my damp skin like a lover’s breath.

The bed was turned down, sheets cream silk gleaming like an invitation under the flickering light, soft and slippery, promising to soak up every drop of what was to come.

Chloe released my hand and moved to the side, perching on the edge of an armchair, her thighs pressed tightly together, the silk of her robe parting slightly to reveal the shadowed curve where her hand already slid between them. Her fingers disappeared into a slick heat I could smell cutting the air as she watched me, staring at her son with eyes dark and glazed, pride and hunger intertwined.

“He fucks hard, deep, and forever, Mary.”

Her words sent another rush of slick dripping from my cunt, warm and viscous, coating my inner thighs in fresh trails that made me tremble, the knowledge that she’d raised him, shaped him into this man now poised to claim me, deepening the taboo until it throbbed in my core like a second heartbeat.

“I always knew he would. Do you remember how he wore tight shorts and his giant cock coiled to the right?”

The memory flooded me—Daniel as a teenager, innocent yet already potent, the outline of him making my mouth water even then, the forbidden thoughts I’d buried under dominance now rising unchecked, the emotional pull of watching him grow into the man who could own us all.

“I do.”

“And now you are sharing your son with me.”

The words hung heavy, laced with gratitude and the sharp edge of possession. Our sisterly bond twisted into something filthy and profound. Chloe’s willingness to offer Daniel deepened the intimacy until my chest ached with it.

“We were always close.”

“Thank you, sis.”

Emma climbed onto the bed first, kneeling near the headboard, her small hands gripping the rails tightly, knuckles whitening, her freckled body glowing in the candlelight. Her eyes locked on me with wide, hungry curiosity that made my skin prickle, her breath already coming faster, the faint floral sweetness of her arousal drifting toward me, sharp and intoxicating.

Daniel stood at the foot of the bed, naked, his cock jutting thick and rigid, the head flushed dark and glossy with precum that stretched in a trembling silver thread from the slit to his thigh, the musky scent of his need rising to mingle with mine. My mouth watered, and my cunt clenched hard enough to force another thick drop of slick to seep from my lips and drip onto the sheets below.

My nephew’s eyes never left mine as I positioned myself on all fours, ass toward him, knees spread wide, back arched deeply until my heavy breasts hung swaying, nipples grazing the cool silk in teasing brushes that sent sparks racing straight to my clit, the fabric already darkening where my dripping arousal soaked through.

I could smell Emma’s pussy, sharp and sweet, blooming hotter as she shifted closer, but no way would I touch it—she was there as sensory elevation, her presence driving me crazy with the forbidden closeness. I closed my eyes and imagined how her breath would soon ghost across my skin, heightening every thrust, every stretch of Daniel’s cock inside me.

I loved eating pussy, craved the taste and texture on my tongue, but none was on my menu this evening—only Daniel’s cock, only the emotional surrender to my nephew, the man who’d grown from boyhood hugs into this force claiming me while his family watched.

Chloe’s voice was soft, velvet.

“Take Aunt Mary slow at first, Son. Let her feel every inch of your cock stretch her.”

“I’ll be careful. As though she were you.”

“Good boy.”

Daniel’s hands gripped my hips, his fingers sinking deep into soft flesh, spreading my cheeks wider until the cool air kissed my soaked cunt and asshole. Both still fluttered from dinner’s worship and the lingering gap left by my plug. The sudden exposure made me whimper, my rim clenching emptily, my pussy lips parting further to reveal the slick pink within, honey dripping steadily in warm pulses that splattered the silk beneath me.

The head of my nephew’s cock nudged my entrance, hot and blunt, sliding through my folds with deliberate slowness. He coated himself in the thick cream that drooled steadily from me, sliding his crown up and down my slit. The contact alone sent shivers racing up my spine, the taboo crashing over me—he was Chloe’s son, raised in her arms, on her nipple days after he arrived, and now his cock was poised to fill me, to bind me deeper into this family in ways that made my heart pound with forbidden love and raw need.

“I have waited too long for this, Daniel.”

“Me too.”

“I’m trembling.”

“This is my dream come true, too, Aunt Mary.”

He pushed forward—slowly, relentlessly, stretching my pussy wide, filling me inch by torturous inch. The burn felt exquisite as my walls yielded to his girth, my body clinging greedily to every vein, every throb, the pressure building deep inside until his crown kissed my cervix and his balls pressed flush against my clit. I cried out in ecstasy, the fullness overwhelming, perfect, making tears prick at my eyes from the sheer intensity of finally having my nephew’s immense cock inside me.

Emma’s breath hitched, hot and ragged against my back as she mounted me gently. She settled on all fours above me, her small body aligning with mine, her freckled breasts brushing my skin in feather-light teases that sent sparks racing through me. Her knees trembled as she positioned herself, her slick cunt hovering above my back, the heat radiating down, her floral sweetness mingling with my musk in the air.

I craned my neck and looked back. I couldn’t believe it when Daniel’s tongue speared into Emma’s slit, hot and deep, the wet sounds immediate and filthy as he licked his sister while his cock throbbed balls-deep inside me. The vibration of his moans sank into my core, Emma’s breath hot puffs against my skin, her knees rolling subtly on my back as her brother devoured her. Her arousal dripped in warm drops onto my back, sliding down my spine in sticky trails that cooled and made me shudder.

The sensation defeated my will to hold back—I orgasmed, not hard, not fully, but a sharp, rolling wave that clenched my cunt around Daniel’s cock in rhythmic pulses, milking him as slick gushed hotter around his shaft, soaking his balls, dripping in thick ropes to the sheets.

“Fuck!”

“You like my plan, Aunt Mary?”

“I love it!”

I turned my head again, craning my neck to watch my nephew’s lips glistening with my niece’s sticky cream, the sight sending another pulse through my cunt. His grin was boyish yet utterly masculine as his man-like monster cock throbbed inside me, stretching my soft tissue walls with every heartbeat, his crown kissing my cervix beautifully, deeply, as I was taken by the boy turned man who’d always held a piece of my heart in ways I never admitted until now.

I had to watch behind me because that was where the action was. I locked my arms, holding my niece’s weight while pointing my ass high so my nephew could fuck me hard.

Chloe rose from the chair, silk whispering as she moved behind Daniel, her hands sliding around his waist, fingers splaying over his abs before dipping lower. She pressed close, her breasts crushing against his back, lips brushing his ear as one hand wrapped around the base of his cock where it joined me, squeezing gently, feeling the pulse of him buried inside my cunt.

Her other hand slipped between his thighs from behind, fingers tracing the seam of his balls before sliding higher, finding his tight hole. She drooled saliva into her son’s crack and pressed inside without warning.

Daniel groaned, his hips jerking forward, driving his cock faster and deeper into me until I cried out, the sudden fullness making my walls flutter wildly around him.

Chloe’s finger sank deeper inside her son’s anus. I knew what she was doing: curling, finding his prostate, massaging it in slow, deliberate circles that made his cock swell harder inside me, the veins pulsing against my walls.

My sister was milking her son’s cock so he would fill me completely.

Daniel began to move like gravity, fucking me with long, punishing strokes that dragged his thick shaft through my clutching heat. The wet squelch of my tight, dripping wet cunt was loud and obscene in the quiet room. Chloe’s finger matched his rhythm, pressing hard against his prostate on every inward thrust, forcing him deeper, making him throb thicker inside me.

“I can feel you inside him. His cock twitches.”

“Daniel is such a considerate lover, sis.”

“He’s fucking incredible.”

The triple assault—Daniel’s cock fucking me deep and relentlessly, Chloe’s finger milking his prostate from inside, and Emma’s breath on my back- sent me spiraling fast.

I came hard, my cunt clamping down on Daniel’s cock in violent, rhythmic pulses, squirting in hot jets that soaked his balls, dripped down his thighs in steaming rivulets. He groaned, his hips snapping faster, Chloe’s finger pressing harder, forcing him toward the edge.

Daniel’s hand reached around me while he devoured his sister and fucked me. His finger found my clit, and he rubbed it in tight, frantic circles that matched his thrusts, intensifying and drawing out my orgasm until I was sobbing, shaking, and dripping.

Daniel followed seconds later, his roar raw and feral as his cock pulsed violently inside me. He flooded my cunt with thick, endless ropes of cum that painted my walls white, with spurt after spurt until I was full, overflowing, the creamy mess leaking out around his shaft in slow, obscene pulses that soaked the sheets beneath us.

Chloe’s finger never stopped, milking every drop of semen from her son, pressing hard against his prostate until he shuddered, spent, buried to the root, while my pussy fluttered weakly around him.

Emma dismounted, and I collapsed, trembling, Daniel’s weight pressing me into the mattress, Chloe’s arms wrapping around him from behind.

I felt my nephew’s cum deep inside me, warm and thick, the perfect brand.

And I knew—this was only the first night.

We had all week.


Chapter Twenty-Seven

◆◆◆

Daniel’s Point of View

I woke to the weight of two women pressed against me, their skin fever-warm and faintly tacky with the dried remnants of last night. Moonlight had long given way to soft dawn, the early sun filtering through half-closed blinds, striping the tangled sheets in pale gold.

Mary lay curled into my left side, her dark hair spilling across my chest in damp ropes that still carried the clean, sharp scent of her post-drive shower. One of her thighs was draped possessively over mine, the soft weight of it pinning me to the mattress. Her heavy breast rested against my ribs, the deep-rose nipple stiff and grazing my skin with every slow breath she took. Lower, the slick heat of her cunt pressed against my hip—still swollen, still leaking a slow, creamy trickle of my cum from hours ago—thick, pearly strands that cooled into tacky trails down my side and soaked into the silk beneath us.

She stirred next, her dark lashes fluttering open, eyes the color of rich coffee locking onto mine with that familiar predatory gleam. A slow, wicked smile curved her lips as she felt my cock pulse in Mom’s loose grip.

“Good morning, nephew.”

I leaned in and kissed her, soft at first, then deeper, tasting the faint echo of myself on her tongue—a mild, salty tingle that pulled last night’s frenzy into sharp focus.

“Good morning, Aunt Mary.”

“You fucked me so well last night—six times. I ache inside. That hasn’t happened in a long time.”

“I loved it.”

“I can see what’s happened here.”

Her gaze softened, tracing my face like she was memorizing it anew.

“My family has fallen deeply in love.”

“It’s more than sex, Aunt Mary.”

“I know, baby.”

She brushed her thumb across my lower lip.

“Just Mary from now on.”

Mom lay on my right, her auburn hair fanned across the pillow, one arm thrown over my waist, her fingers splayed just above the root of my cock as if even in sleep she needed to claim me. Her softer, fuller breast cushioned my arm, the elongated, stiff nipple dark against my bicep. I felt the faint throb of her heartbeat through the warm press of her body—steady and maternal, even after everything we had done.

My crown ached in the best way. I’d fucked four women in one day, Mary multiple times. I was spent, yet already stirring again from the sheer nearness of them—two gorgeous, mature women who looked like angels and fucked like fallen ones.

Emma had slipped away sometime in the night—probably to give Mary her first whole night with me. Mom helped her sister to fuck me, holding her cheeks wide apart, fingering my anus, kissing me, or just riding my mouth when Mary slid her tight cunt down my cock.

The room still carried Emma’s scent layered beneath Mom’s jasmine-vanilla and Mary’s sharper, muskier heat. Emma’s floral sweetness and Hannah’s lavender-honey were baked into my life from weeks of them taking turns riding my tongue while I fucked whichever sister was closest.

“Is your back okay, Mary?”

“Fine. I work out. I barely felt Emma’s knees.”

“Good.”

“How was that for you?”

I paused, trying to find the right word.

“Bliss.”

My cock stirred, thickening against my stomach, already half-hard from the sheer nearness of them. A fresh bead of precum welled at my slit. It trembled, then spilled in a slow, viscous thread that traced the underside of my shaft before dripping onto Mom’s fingers.

Mary licked her sister’s fingers clean with a low hum, then wrapped her lips around my cock head, sucking gently while polishing the aching crown with slow, deliberate swirls of her tongue.

Mom murmured something soft and unintelligible in her sleep, her hand shifting instinctively to wrap around the thick base of my hardening shaft, squeezing once—gentle, possessive—as if her body knew exactly what it wanted even before she woke.

When she woke, half-dazed, eyes still closed, Mom’s voice was husky from sleep and from screaming my name half the night. When she orgasmed, the sound had curled straight into my balls and made them draw up tight.

“Morning, my beautiful boy.”

“I love you, Chloe.”

“I’m blessed. I love you too.”

Mom’s eyes opened a heartbeat later, hazel and soft, gold flecks catching the dawn light as she registered her sister curled against me, registered my cock already rigid and leaking between us.

She didn’t pull away. Instead, her smile was slow, radiant—maternal pride laced with raw hunger.

While Mary gently teased my cock with her tongue, Mom leaned in, pressing a soft, open-mouthed kiss to my lips, her tongue sliding slowly and deliberately against mine. I knew she must taste the faint trace of Mary and Emma still clinging to my throat from the night. When she pulled back, her breath came warm against my cheek.

Mary sucked my throbbing cock gently, watching us, her eyes hooded, her hand sliding down my chest to join Mom’s while her head bobbed up and down, doing amazing work. Their fingers brushed—accidental, electric—but then deliberately as they meshed them, settling into a shared, unhurried rhythm, wanking me slowly from root to crown, milking another thick rope of precum that Mary slurped and swallowed greedily.

Mom’s voice was velvet.

“Did you sleep well with your aunt wrapped around you?”

“Best night of my life. I had all three of you here. Can’t wait for Hannah to come home.”

Mary’s laugh was low, throaty, vibrating through her breast against my ribs.

“We’re just getting started, baby. I’m here all week.”

Mom shifted, rolling toward me until her breasts crushed soft and heavy against my side, her thigh sliding over mine to mirror Mary’s. Both women pressed closer, their cunts hot and slick against my hips, the mingled scent of them rising sharp and intoxicating, thick enough to taste on every breath.

Mary stopped sucking my cock and leaned across me, her lips brushing Mom’s ear.

“Thank you for sharing him, sis.”

Mom’s hand tightened on my cock, squeezing in time with Mary’s.

“He’s ours now. All of ours.”

I groaned, hips bucking involuntarily into their joined grip, the wet sound of precum squelching between their fingers loud in the quiet room.

Emma’s voice drifted from the doorway, soft and sleepy.

“Room for two more? Hannah just got home.”

Hannah stood behind her, blonde hair tousled, green eyes blazing with the same possessive hunger that burned in Mom’s and Mary’s. She looked tense, as though she’d missed me, a fact confirmed as she stooped, reached up inside her skirt and peeled off her panties.

I looked at the four women who had remade my world in cum and love and whispered the only truth that mattered.

“Always.”

The days of Aunt Mary’s visit blurred into a haze of skin and scent and endless, aching closeness, each one bleeding into the next until time itself felt remade in the shape of our bodies.

Mornings began the same way, slow and reverent, whoever woke first claiming me with her mouth or cunt while the others stirred around us like cats in sunlight.

On the third day, it was Emma’s turn to fuck me first, her freckled body slipping beneath the sheets while Mary and Mom still slept tangled against me. She kissed a silent path down my chest, her tongue tracing the crusted trails of dried cum that striped my skin from the night before, tasting the mingled evidence of all of us with soft, greedy hums.

When she reached my cock, already thick and heavy with morning need, my sister didn’t tease—she simply opened her mouth and took my cock deep, her throat relaxing around my crown until her nose pressed into the wiry hair at my base. She choked gently—almost lady-like—as she milked me beautifully.

The wet heat of my sister was overwhelming, her tongue flattening beneath my shaft as she swallowed around me, milking the first thick pulse of precum that flooded her mouth. I groaned into Mom’s breast where my face was buried, feeling her nipple stiffen against my lips as she woke to the sound.

By the time Hannah woke, the lodge already reeked of us—sex baked into every surface, every cushion, every breath of air. She found us in the kitchen, Mary bent over the marble island while I fucked her from behind, slow and deep, my hands gripping her hips as her heavy breasts swayed with each thrust, nipples dragging across the cold stone.

Mom sat on a stool nearby, her legs spread wide, fingers buried in her own cunt as she watched, her slick dripping in steady pulses onto the leather seat beneath her.

We had made a pact. While at home, no place was out of bounds for love and sex. I wanted to fuck and lick all of my women every day.

And I did.

Hannah climbed onto the island beside Mary, spreading her thighs wide until her cunt lips parted on their own, glistening with fresh arousal that stretched in sticky threads between her folds. I pulled out of Mary with a wet, obscene sound, my cock coated thick and glossy with her cream, and slid straight into Hannah without pause. She cried out, her back arching as I buried myself balls-deep in one smooth thrust, her tight walls fluttering around me like they’d been waiting years for this moment.

Mary turned her head, watching me fuck her niece with hooded eyes, her hand sliding between her own thighs to rub slow circles over her swollen clit, smearing the mess I’d left inside her across her fingers.

I squirted my seed deep inside my sister, groaning, my knees buckling so badly I felt the weight of responsibility.

The women bathed me and tucked me into bed for a few hours.

Later, I was alone in the dining room when Hannah came by to see me. She sat in my lap and kissed me.

“I know it’s very soon, but I am ready to have your baby when you are.”

“Oh wow.”

“Sorry. Have I shocked you, Daniel?”

“Not at all. It’s been on my mind too.”

Mom and Mary joined us, both smiling, kissing me as they made their way to chairs. I stared deeply into my sister’s eyes.

“I want to get you pregnant—all of you.”

Hannah didn’t speak. She simply stood and stripped off her sundress, letting it pool at her feet. Mom stood and unzipped my jeans, Mary tugged them off, sucked my cock vigorously until it was rock hard, then pointed it into my sister’s cunt when she straddled me and slid down it.

When Hannah bottomed out, grinding her solid clit into my pubic hair, she smiled lovingly.

“Can I come off the pill?”

“Yes, please.”

I lifted Hannah off my lap, kneeled, and turned her, nodding to Mom and Mary to the table, where the place setting was in front of me at eye level.

“Both of you, please.”

“How?”

“One lie on top of the other—both on your backs. I want to eat two pussies while I fuck my sister.”

Mom and Mary exchanged a glance, eyes gleaming with shared hunger, then they moved without hesitation. Chloe climbed onto the wide oak table first, lying back amid the scattered silverware and crystal. Her thighs fell open until her swollen cunt lips parted, slick and glistening in the candlelight, the creamy remnants of my earlier loads still seeping from her in slow, pearly strands that stretched and snapped against the polished wood beneath her.

Mary followed, climbing atop her sister with careful grace, their bodies aligning in a perfect, forbidden stack—Mary’s darker curves pressing down onto Chloe’s softer, fuller ones, breasts crushing back, nipples dragging stiff and aching against her as Mary settled her weight. Their cunts hovered one above the other, both dripping, both flushed and swollen, the mingled scents rising thick and heady—jasmine-vanilla from Mom, sharper musk from Mary—until the air around the table felt humid with their need.

Emma showed up, saw what was happening, and immediately helped spread her Mom and Aunt’s legs wider.

I positioned Hannah in front of me on all fours, her ass arched high, cunt lips parted and leaking fresh arousal that dripped in sticky threads onto the tablecloth. I slid into her slowly, savoring the clutch of her tight walls around my shaft, the wet heat enveloping me inch by inch until my balls pressed flush against her clit.

My sister moaned, pushing back, grinding herself deeper as I began to thrust—slow, deliberate strokes that dragged my crown along her fluttering walls, the slick squelch of her cunt loud and obscene in the quiet dining room.

I leaned forward over Hannah’s back, my face lowering between Mom and Mary’s stacked thighs. My tongue speared first inside Mom’s cunt, hot and deep, gathering the thick, creamy flood of my own cum still leaking from her. The taste was decadent and familiar, salty-sweet and utterly depraved. Chloe cried out, her hips bucking, her slit pointing upwards as she arched her back steeply against the table top, grinding her slick folds against my mouth as I licked deeper, curling my tongue inside her fluttering hole.

Then I moved higher in one, long lick to Mary’s darker, muskier heat. My tongue dragged through her swollen lips, as I tasted the delicious, sharper tang of her arousal mingled with the remnants of my seed from earlier.

Mary groaned, her body pressing down harder onto Chloe’s, back crushing breasts. I reached up, rolled both her nipples between my fingers and thumbs, pleasuring all three women as well as I could.

I alternated between them—licking Mom’s cunt slowly and reverently, then parting Mary’s folds with hungry, filthy strokes, my chin coated in their mingled slick, dripping in warm rivulets down my neck.

All the while I fucked Hannah steadily and deeply, my hips snapping forward, the slap of skin on skin echoing alongside their moans. The wet sounds of my tongue in two stacked cunts drove me, and I fucked Hannah harder, faster, taking her deeper, the squelch of her tight walls gripping my cock with every thrust. Slick poured from all three women—dripping from Mom and Mary’s holes onto the table in glossy puddles, leaking from Hannah around my shaft in creamy floods that soaked my balls and spattered the wood beneath us.

Emma let go of Mom and Mary’s legs, sat down and watched, her hand between her thighs, fingers rubbing slow circles over her clit as she took in the sight—me fucking one sister while devouring the stacked cunts of her mother and aunt.

Morning and evening showers became sacred chaos.

We crowded into the master bathroom, five bodies slick with soap and sweat and the endless evidence of our need. Water pounded over us in scalding sheets, steam thick and humid, carrying the mingled scents of jasmine-vanilla, lavender-honey, floral sweetness, and the sharper musk of Mary’s darker heat.

Hands roamed everywhere—Mom’s soapy fingers wrapping around my cock while Mary knelt to lick my anus from behind, her tongue darting inside me as my sisters prised my cheeks apart. Water cascaded over us. Hannah pressed against my back, her breasts crushing against my shoulders, nipples stiff and scraping through the lather as she reached around to cup my balls, rolling them gently while Mom stroked my cock slowly and deliberately.

I took them one by one against the marble wall, water sluicing between our bodies in hot rivers that washed away the top layer of mess but never the deeper stains. First Emma, her small body pinned beneath me, legs wrapped around my waist as I fucked her deep and steady, her freckled breasts bouncing with every thrust, nipples grazing my chest in stiff, aching points.

Then I fucked Hannah, bending her forward with her palms braced against the tile, ass arched high as I drilled into her from behind, the slap of wet skin echoing loud over the roar of water. Mary watched from the bench, her legs spread wide, fingers buried in her cunt as she rubbed herself in time with my thrusts, her eyes never leaving the place where my cock disappeared inside her niece again and again.

Mom waited last, always last in the shower, as if savoring the anticipation. When I finally turned to her, she pressed her back to the wall, lifting one leg to hook around my hip, guiding my cock to her entrance with trembling fingers.

I slid inside my mother’s tight cunt slowly, feeling every inch of her clutch and flutter around me, the heat of her searing, velvet, and molten and impossibly welcoming.

“Get me pregnant too, Daniel.”

“I will, Mom.”

Water poured over us in relentless sheets, soap and slick mixing in frothy streams that ran down our joined bodies. It dripped from my balls in thick ropes as I fucked her deep and steady, her heavy breasts bouncing against my chest, nipples dragging through the wet hair there.

Mary moved behind me, her hands sliding around my waist, fingers splaying over my abs before dipping lower to cup my balls, rolling them gently as I thrust into her sister. Her lips brushed my ear, breath hot and humid.

“Fill her deep, Daniel. Give Chloe what she carried my nieces for.”

“I want you to stay.”

“I won’t leave.”

“I love all four of you.”

“And I love you too. I want your babies.”

“I want to fill every bedroom here.”

“You will. I promise you.”

The words sent me over the edge, my hips snapping forward as I flooded Mom’s cunt with thick, endless ropes of cum, painting her walls white while she cried out against my neck, her pussy clenching in rhythmic pulses that milked every drop.

After that, afternoons dissolved into casual, endless touching.

We moved through the lodge naked or half-dressed, bodies always within reach. Mary taught me new ways to worship her cunt—slow, deliberate cunnilingus techniques that made Emma squirt across the couch cushions while Hannah watched, her fingers buried in her own hole, rubbing herself in time with my tongue’s rhythm inside her sister.

Chloe guided my hands between Mary’s thighs on the kitchen counter, showing me exactly how to curl my fingers to hit the spot that made my aunt sob and gush, her slick coating my wrist in thick, creamy floods that dripped onto the marble below.

Evenings were for the ridge or the beach, moonlight painting our skin silver as we fucked under the stars—slow, passionate, breeding-focused. Mary confessed on the sixth night, her body pinned beneath mine in the grass, my cock buried deep as I thrust slowly and steadily.

“I always saw you as the one who got away, Daniel. Every holiday, every visit—I’d watch you grow, feel you harden against me when we hugged, and I’d ache knowing I couldn’t have you. Now I’m complete. Part of this family, bound by your seed.”

“Did you come off the pill?”

“I did.”

“Good. That’s three of you. Emma needs College first.”

I came inside my Aunt then, flooding her cunt until it overflowed, until the grass beneath us was soaked with our mess, the act feeling like sealing her into our circle forever.

By mid-week, the decision came naturally, spoken over a candlelit dinner with all of us glowing from the day’s endless fucking. Mom said it, so planning could finally start.

“We came off birth control together.”

Chloe’s hand was resting on my thigh beneath the table, fingers tracing lazy circles through the sticky mess already leaking from her.

Hannah nodded, green eyes blazing.

“It won’t be easy if three of us catch at the same time, but we are five, and we’ll cope.”

“No jealousy, no outsiders—just freedom, love, and babies raised in this house, by all of us.”

Emma’s freckled cheeks flushed as she leaned into me.

“I want to be pregnant with my sisters, with Mom, with Aunt Mary. All of us carrying you at once.”

Mary’s smile was slow, devastating.

“What about College?”

“I can be pregnant and study.”

“It will be hard work.”

“I’ve waited my whole life to belong this completely. Put your baby inside me, too, Daniel. Let your seed take root in every woman who helped raise you.”

I looked at them—my mother, my sisters, my aunt—and made the only vow that mattered.

“I’ll fill each of you every day until you’re carrying my children. Until this family is bound by blood and cum forever.”

We didn’t make it to dessert.

I took them on the dining table, one by one, slow and reverent—Mom first, her legs spread wide as I fucked her deep, her sister and daughters whispering encouragement while I flooded her cunt.

Then Hannah bent over the edge, her ass arched high as I drove into her from behind, Mary’s hand guiding my cock, Emma’s tongue licking my cock where we joined.

I fucked Emma next, on her back with her calves over my shoulders. Mary and Mom held her thighs open while I thrust slowly and deeply, her freckled body trembling as I filled her.

I fucked Mary last. She rode me reverse while the others touched me, kissed me, tasted the mess coating my cock after I came inside her again.

Life changed as weeks passed, finding all five of us in one bed, our bodies tangled in silk and sweat and endless release. We fucked slow and overlapping until dawn—mouths on my cock, my tongue in cunts, my shaft sliding from one welcoming heat to another while hands and lips and whispered vows bound us tighter.

One morning, I came inside Mom, buried balls-deep as the first light crept through the blinds, whispering against her lips.

“This works, Mom.

She smiled, her cunt clenching around me in rhythmic pulses, milking the final drops.

“Always, baby. This is home forever now.”

We faded into sleep, tangled together, skin sticky with cum and slick, hearts beating in perfect unison, utterly complete.
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