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Cam Girls









W
 hen I accidentally walk in on my blonde coed Sabrina filming content
 , she wants me to join her.





As a skater, I’m no stranger to filming and stacking clips, but this is a whole different kind of ride. And one I obviously can’t resist.





Sabrina draws me into a world of late-night shoots and adult filmmaking, but things really start to heat up when Tiffany, her fiery redheaded friend, decides to join the action.





But the heat doesn’t go unnoticed. The woman of the house is starting to get suspicious … and the scenes are about to get even hotter.





Chapter 1









I
 took a push and cruised down the street. It was 4 PM, and the sun was beating down upon me. I was drenched in sweat, and my hair streamed behind me. I had been skateboarding since early in the morning, and I was now heading back home.

I was exhausted. Not only had I battled a ten stair for hours, but last night, I had also been up all night editing some videos. I had called out my friends, who were becoming lazier every day. I already saw cracks in our friendship, but it wasn’t my fault. I did almost everything nowadays, from filming to editing, while they slowly turned to smoking weed and munching on junk food.

I was nineteen years old and ran a clothing brand with my friends. We had plenty of followers, and they were mostly there for our skateboarding, not pot and laziness. Our popularity had grown enormously over the past year when we decided to go all in. Even if we didn’t go to the gnarliest spots, we had chemistry and a friendship that was addicting to watch. I understood from the beginning we had something good going on, and it was not something I would like to go to waste.

After high school, I decided to take a break from the classroom and just have a year with my friends. My mother wasn’t against it. She was the sweetest and most caring mother one could have, and she was the one who’d always told me to follow my heart.

She wasn’t actually my mother. She was my stepmother. Her name’s Valeria, and she’d been raising me on her own since I was ten. She met my father when I was six, right after my biological mother died. My father passed away four years later from cancer, but Valeria kept raising me side by side with her daughter, Sabrina, who was two years older than me.

Valeria was a yoga instructor and sold courses on the side. She had previously run a beauty shop, which she had sold. She knew that entrepreneurial skills didn’t come from sitting on a bench and taking notes. You had to get your hands dirty if you wanted to learn something.

My older stepsister worked as a waitress at an exclusive restaurant in downtown LA. Shortly after she turned nineteen, she moved out. With her looks, there were plenty of men vying for her attention. I knew that personally since my friends usually asked about her.

Last night, Valeria had told me that she would move back today. She apparently fought with her friend, and they split up. It was tough already paying the rent while being two but impossible on her own. I wondered what they’d fought over because, to my knowledge, Sabrina was tight with Christy, and they’d known each other since high school.

I rolled over the crosswalk and ollied onto the sidewalk. I cruised down the neighborhood until my home was in sight. Right in front of me, Sabrina hopped out of the Uber. She got out two duffel bags and dumped them near our driveway. She wore ripped mini jeans and a white crop top. Her long, golden hair swayed in the gentle breeze as she tried to push her hair behind her ears. Her boobs sat high and firm on her chest, straining against her tight top. Blessed with Valeria’s beauty, she was as gorgeous as a girl could be. She was the type of girl who made other girls green with envy and made men turn their heads.

As soon as she heard the wheels of my skateboard, she looked up at me, and a smile blossomed on her face. But it didn’t last for long. Behind that twinkle in her eye and upturned lips, I noticed that something weighed her down. I couldn’t blame her for that since it wasn’t easy to part from a friendship.

“Sabrina,” I said and jumped off my board.

“Hi,” she said, smiling so her dimples showed. She opened up her arms and invited me for a hug.

“Uhm … I have to warn you, I’m sweaty and I have some bruises.”

“I don’t give a damn,” she said playfully while giving me a look. “It feels like I haven’t hugged you in ages.”

I yielded. I fell into her arms, and she wrapped them around me tightly. She wasn’t shy about pressing her beautiful bust to my chest, a bit more intimately than she usually did.

She let out a sigh of relief. “It feels so great to hold you,” she said, sounding relieved to see me. We hadn’t seen each other since Christmas.

“A bit too tight, sis,” I said.

She loosened her embrace a little. “Better?” she asked.

“Perfect,” I said. I wasn’t sure where to put my hands. Every part of her was like a sexual landmine. For the first time while embracing her, I felt my cock stir. I wasn’t sure whether it was because of her breasts or her orchid perfume, but they sure didn’t help either.

She broke the hug, and I looked into her blue eyes. She had the perfect bow-turned lips, painted glossy and strawberry pink. She also wore eyeliner and mascara, but not too much. It was just the icing on the cake.

“Should we go inside?” she asked.

“Sure,” I said and glanced at her bags. “Let me take one for you.”

“Ugh, you’re a lifesaver,” she said with a hand over her heart. “My shoulder is already aching.”

I hoisted one up onto my shoulder. “Weighs less than my backpack.”

As I walked up to the door, she looked worriedly at my bruised arm. “Christ, Kane, what happened to your arm?”

“I battled some stairs earlier … But it’s all good.”

“It doesn’t look all good to me,” she said and studied my arm. “It looks like a wound and not some bruises … Can I clean it for you?”

“Sure,” I said. If it hadn’t been her, it would have been my stepmother. They were equally as sweet in their own way. I helped her lift her duffel bags to her bedroom, and she opened the door with a sigh.

“I guess I’m back here again,” she said.

“Why the sigh? Don’t you miss it?”

“I’ve missed you and Mom,” she admitted, looking around her bedroom as memories probably flooded her. “But it’s kind of a downgrade. I didn’t think I would move back two years ago.”

I patted her shoulder. “Life happens,” I told her.

“It sure does,” she said. “Just dump them on the floor. I just want to get some fresh air and clean your wound.”

I didn’t think it was really necessary, but since she wanted to, I didn’t want to deny her the joy of tending to me. Descending the stairs, we went outside to the terrace and slumped down on the sun lounger. It wasn’t just my arm that was in pain but my legs too. When you were all pumped up, you didn’t feel the fatigue, but once it faded, my legs felt like sticks. Sabrina snatched the first aid kit and came outside, her breasts lightly jiggling inside her bra.

“Do you know when our mother gets back?” she asked me as she sat on the edge of my sun lounger.

“She should be here in an hour or so,” I said. “She wanted to get home a bit earlier since she knew you’d be back.”

“That’s sweet of her,” she said. She removed any visible dirt and debris from the wound and used mild soap to clean it. Then she bandaged it and patted my hand.

“Looks so much better. You need to be careful. I can’t stand it when you get hurt.”

“Chill,” I said.

“I’m not gonna chill,” she said. “I remember when you broke your arm. Mom and I spent the entire week with you at the ER.”

I remembered that too. “Enough about me,” I said. “What’s going on with you? I honestly didn’t expect you to come back.”

“I had a fight with Christy,” she said and sighed. “I can’t live with her any longer.”

“I’m sorry about that,” I said and gave her a sympathetic look. “Do you mind telling me?”

“I won’t go into details, but we had a little side gig going on, and I did most of the work, and that’s where it started. You can’t really embark on adventures without having someone who shares your vision.”

“I feel you on that one,” I said. “I have the same problem with my guys. They’re getting lazy too.”

“You see?” she pointed out and looked skyward. “But it’s not just that. It feels like I’ve hit some quarter-life crisis.”

I blinked at her, not understanding what she was saying. “What?”

She chuckled and playfully punched my shoulder. “Since you’re nineteen, you don’t understand.”

“Explain it to me then,” I said.

“I thought I’d have my life sorted out by now, but apparently not. You know when you were young and had all kinds of dreams, then life hits you like a ton of bricks? It’s kind of my situation.”

“You talk as if you were a grandma,” I said.

She laughed. “No, I don’t mean it like that, but time moves so fast, and I at least wanted to live on my own or do something more adventurous than becoming an old waitress.”

“You’re exaggerating by calling yourself old.”

“Okay, I don’t mean mom-old, but I would have liked to do so much by now, which I haven’t. I just feel a bit lost.”

I still didn’t understand what she was talking about, but maybe I would when I turned twenty-one. “It sounds like there was a lot more to that fight.”

“There was,” she admitted.

“It’s okay if you don’t want to talk about it,” I said.

“You’re the best,” she said and briefly smiled. I made room for her, and we shared the sun lounger like we usually would. She raked her fingers through my hair. “It’s grown so long. Why don’t you cut it?”

I shivered with pleasure as she ran her fingers over my scalp. “It’s not that long,” I said.

“It’s growing past your shoulders. Everyone knows that shoulder-length hair is the hottest.”

I exchanged glances with her. “Fine, but only if you’ll cut it since you know more about a man’s looks than I do.”

She beamed. “That’s a deal,” she said and looked around. “Where’s Luna?”

“We broke up,” I said and scratched my neck.

“Who broke up with who?” she asked and looked at me curiously.

“It was me… She accused me of cheating and started getting paranoid, so in the end, I said goodbye.”

“Oh,” she said, her smile fading. “I hate girls like that. Girls should be able to share a man.”

I laughed. “Where the hell do I find girls like that? If you know any, sign me up.”

“I’ve known plenty,” she said and giggled. “But seriously, you’ll find someone better. Just give it time.”

“Well, at the moment, I need better friends; that’s my number one priority.”

She leaned forward. “What’s going on with them?”

“They just smoke weed all day long,” I said. “It’s getting annoying. They hardly want to do anything. We talked about taking a trip across the country—buying a van, splitting the cost, and cruising all the way to Miami—but those plans went up in smoke, literally. They hadn’t saved a penny; only I had.”

“Oh,” she said, giving me a sympathetic look. “I’m sorry about that. That sounds like quite an adventure.”

“Yeah, I was so stoked for it, but it is what it is.”

“Hmm, have you tried it, by the way?” she asked, dropping her voice to a whisper. “I promise I won’t tell Mom.”

“I know I can trust you. There’ve been a couple of times, but I became paranoid and lazy, so it wasn’t for me.”

“You’re too ambitious,” she said, ruffling my hair. She drew in a deep breath. “You sure are sweaty.”

“Let me take a shower. I don’t want to gross you out.”

She took my hand. “Baloney. You’re my brother, so it’s fine, but as a boyfriend, it wouldn’t be fine. Big difference.”

“I gotcha,” I said. “But I would have taken a shower anyway.”

She let go of my hand. “Make sure to use the Victoria’s Secret So Sexy shampoo.”

“So Sexy?” I asked her with a grin. “Is that what it’s called?”

“Uh, yeah? It’s the most popular shampoo.”

“I’m assuming for girls.”

“No,” she said firmly. “It’s for you too. Not only girls are sexy; boys are too.”

“Fine … where’s this Victoria’s Secret, and what’s so secret about it?”

“The secret is that it will make you sexy,” she said playfully. “I’m just joking. It’s just the name of the brand.”

“I get it now, but I still don’t have any.”

“I have some in my duffel bag that you carried. Just go and take it. A gift from me.”

“Thanks. Give me a minute.”

“For a shower, it should be thirty minutes at least,” she said.

“Yeah, for girls.”

“I want to pillow fight you so badly,” she said with a grin that infected me.

I laughed. “Bring it on, after my shower. You know I’ll win.”

“In your dreams,” she said and blew me a raspberry.

I went inside and ascended the stairs. I opened her bedroom door, and my eyes bounced from duffel bag to duffel bag. They looked identical, and I couldn’t remember which one I carried. I just chose one, pulled the zipper, and a scent of pure femininity billowed up to my face. I felt a sudden warmth and drew in a deep breath. “It’s like a garden of roses,” I murmured. Sabrina smelled as sweet as fruit, that was for sure.

I peered inside and saw a bunch of panties, bikinis, and bras. I felt something oddly erotic looking at her clothes. Some of her panties were used too, judging by the fact that some were folded and some were crumpled. I gently moved the pile of her clothes aside, trying to see if her So Sexy shampoo was somewhere there. Then I discovered lingerie and a tripod. I didn’t pay attention to the tripod, but the lingerie caught me off guard. I knew our mother had those, but I didn’t know Sabrina had started wearing them too.

I kept looking around a little bit longer till I touched something soft and sticky. It was the tip of a dildo. My eyes widened, and I gently moved her clothes aside. There wasn’t just one kind of sex toy, but several of them, vibrators, clit stimulators, dual stimulators, anal beads, butt plugs, nipple clamps, remote vibrators, kegel balls and several dildos.

“Wow,” I mouthed to myself. I started playing a film in my head, seeing her use them, sliding them in and out of her. I started feeling my cock stir, a type of taboo arousal that was completely foreign to me.

I quickly shook my head, believing I was taking it too far, but I looked at them for a bit longer. It was difficult to look away. Eventually, I gently moved the pile of clothes back over her stash. This was her private life and none of my business.

I moved to the other bag and opened it. I saw a toiletry bag and another filled with shampoos, soaps, and makeup. “Why the hell does she need so many?” I asked myself as I searched for the So Sexy shampoo.

It was something I’d never understand about girls. Snatching the bottle, I closed the bag and went into the bathroom. As I undressed, I noticed my cock was almost at full mast. What’s been seen cannot be unseen, and I knew damn well that I would think about this for years to come. I couldn’t get her lingerie and vibrators out of my head. Why did she need so many sex toys? She must be horny as hell. I thought I was bad, masturbating twice a day, but I couldn’t compete with her.

I turned on the shower. I stepped into the warm water, but my arousal didn’t subside. I tried not to think of it, but it was a mission impossible. I had fantasized about her before, but those fantasies usually occurred after a wet dream that I had no control over.

I popped the shampoo bottle open and lathered it onto my hair. I had to focus on the task at hand, so I washed my hair and body, massaging the soapy lather into my skin, trying to get my mind off the unexpected discovery in her room. But the images of her with those sex toys couldn’t be shaken. My arousal only grew stronger.

I finished my shower, and as I stepped out, I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror. I looked at my hard, pulsating erection and couldn’t help but feel my face flush with a mixture of embarrassment and desire. This newfound arousal was taking over my thoughts, making me question my desires and fantasies.

I took a towel and dried myself. I regretted not masturbating. I didn’t want her to see my boner, and it was difficult to hide since it was way thicker than average.

When I was dry, I went into my bedroom, choosing jeans shorts that were a bit baggier and a shirt that wasn’t too tight. I descended the stairs, and she sat in the shade, waiting for me. She crooked her finger, and I approached her. She drew in a deep breath. “That’s way better,” she said.

“Am I sexy now?” I joked with her.

“One hundred percent,” she said. “But you would have been sexier with tighter clothes.”

“Uh,” I said, scratching my neck. “For another day.”

“Can you do me a favor?” she asked sweetly.

“Sure,” I said, eager to do something for her.

“Can you help me put on sunscreen?” she asked. “There are spots I can’t reach on my own, and I want to wear a bikini.”

“Without a doubt,” I said.

She jumped to her feet and held her finger up. She ran up to her room, and I sat back and waited. It sure started to feel a bit different having her here. I had forgotten how it was earlier, but I didn’t remember checking her out the way I did now. These teases made it feel a bit unusual, and then there was the discovery on top of it.

Sabrina descended the staircase, her long blonde hair cascading down her shoulders. She wore a bright red string bikini, her toned figure and the outer parts of her breasts on display for me to see. Luckily, it wasn’t too skimpy, but I knew from her Instagram that she had some skimpier ones that barely covered her areolas. One of her earlier accounts had even gotten deleted when she’d taken it too far.

“Catch,” she said playfully and tossed the sunscreen bottle to me. I caught it in my hands, and she lay down on the sun lounger, flashing me her sexy butt. Thank God, I chose the baggy pants. I shook the bottle and popped it open, releasing a strong coconut scent. I filled my hands with sunscreen and looked at Sabrina, admiring her toned body. I gently started on her back, noticing how smooth and velvety her skin was.

I traced my fingers down her spine, following the curve of her back, while her body relaxed under my touch. “Your skin is as smooth as a baby’s,” I said.

“Yours could have been too if you didn’t get hurt all the time,” she said.

“I hear you,” I said and rubbed it over her shoulders. I continued to apply the sunscreen, working my way along her arms, feeling the softness of her skin and the subtle warmth of her body beneath me. I couldn’t help but think about how beautiful she looked and how much I admired her.

Then I continued down her body, reaching the borders of her ass. I slowed down and became a bit nervous.

“Don’t be shy,” she encouraged me. “Take some on the outer part of my butt and down my thighs.”

I chuckled. “Alright,” I said. I had a perfect view of her ass that was symmetric and slightly bubbly. I gave her buns an extra massage before continuing lower down her thighs and to her petite feet. “Is that alright?”

“Yeah, but you have to do the front of my body too,” she said. She turned around, her hair spilling out over her body. We shared a glance, and I filled my hands with sunscreen again. “You’ve got strong hands.”

I flexed my arms with a chuckle and started on her beautiful legs.

She sighed in relief. “You treat me like a princess,” she said. “I feel so much better already.”

“Free from drama?”

“Uh-huh,” she said, nodding. “This is exactly what I needed—Quality time with you.”

I slowed down, wanting this to last a bit longer. I slowly moved up to her toned waist, and looked at her breasts before flicking my eyes to hers, seeing an impending grin. “You can do your breasts yourself,” I told her.

“What made you think I would ask you?” she asked flirtatiously.

I shrugged. “I don’t know,” I said, moving up her neck and shoulders. “You let me do your butt, after all.”

“But that’s impossible to reach,” she said.

“So,” I said, dusting off my hands. “You good?”

“Thank you,” she said. She sat up and opened her arms to me. I couldn’t resist another hug. I was just a bit worried she would feel my hard-on as she pressed herself to me. I couldn’t recall ever embracing her while she was just wearing a bikini, but the skin-to-skin contact felt incredibly good. She broke the hug and drew in a deep breath. “You smell so sexy.”

I laughed with her. “They nailed it with the name,” I said. I felt overjoyed to be with her, but at that moment, I reminded myself that I had a bunch of videos to edit and I had to update our web shop on top of it. “Is it okay if I go upstairs and get some work done? We can talk after dinner. I have to get it done as soon as possible.”

“Do what you got to do,” she said, placing her hand on my shoulder. “As long as you don’t stress.”

“Well, I forgot about it when I saw you. Our mother should be home soon anyway.”

“Don’t feel guilty about it,” she said, taking my hand and giving it a squeeze. “But I want you for the evening.”

“You’ll have me,” I said. I felt a bit bad parting from her like that, but I didn’t have much of a choice. We were behind schedule. Truth be told, I had never felt so aroused in my life, and I was still as hard as a rock down there, but I needed to get my mind on something else.

I ascended the stairs and plopped down in my computer chair. I fired up my computer and went straight to work. It wasn’t as easy as I thought it would be. I kept thinking of my sister. She made my heart tingle. I realized there was a real difference between being with those who truly cared about me and the friends I skated with, and I wasn’t sure if I still wanted to call them friends.

I fixed the website and pushed the updates to the live server. I grabbed the camera and checked all our clips. There were some good tricks in there. I uploaded them to my computer and started editing the videos. I heard Valeria’s car pull into our driveway. She entered the house, and I heard her say, “Hi, darling.”

“Hi, Mom,” Sabrina said. I imagined them embracing.

“How’s it going?” she asked sympathetically.

“It’s fine … Kane cheered me up.”

“Oh, yeah? Where is he?”

“Upstairs, he has some work to do, but he kept me company before you came.”

“I see, he’s been busy lately. Let’s go outside and talk.”

I hoped our mother didn’t think badly of me for being up here by myself. If only Dan and Kyle could also help me out, I probably wouldn’t have been stuck here all day. I DMed Dan and asked why it said that some of the products were out of stock even though they were available. He also knew a thing or two about web design and coding, so he didn’t have an excuse.

He DMed me back, “Sorry bro, I’ll fix it later.”

I shook my head. He said later yesterday, that lazy prick. “I already fixed it, dude. I’m getting tired of doing everything by myself.”

“Chill man … Are you down for some CS2?”

I frowned. “No, I’ll edit some videos.”

“Alright man, you do you, but it’s summer. We have to take a break now and then too.”

“Sure,” I DMed him, not enthusiastic about speaking with him. Summer or not, we had a schedule to adhere to.

I put my phone aside, but then the screen lit up. I read his DM. “We will still skate the Carlsbad ledges tomorrow?”

“Yeah, I’ll be there,” I answered him.

“Sick, I need to get a line there.”

I had almost forgotten that he owed me money. He had promised to pay it back today, but I hadn’t gotten any. “Do you have the money?”

“Sorry bro, I’ll pay you tomorrow.”

I put my phone aside. It was always tomorrow. I went back to listening to Valeria and Sabrina.

“Tell me, sweetheart, what happened?” Valeria asked her. I knew it would be impossible to focus. I wasn’t a person who liked to meddle, but I could tell something was bothering her when I first saw her step out of the Uber.

“Well, to keep a long story short,” she said. “Christy and I had a side gig going on … I ended up doing better than her, and she became jealous.” She drew in a deep breath. “She also started spreading rumors about me.”

There was a pause. I imagined them hugging each other. “Sabrina, listen,” Valeria said in her serious tone. “Anyone who gets jealous of you or shows any signs of envy is not your friend and never has been.”

“I kind of realized that now,” she said with a sigh.

“It wasn’t anything too nasty?” Valeria asked her.

“Enough to make me cry,” she said, and I could hear the emotion in her voice. There was another pause, likely filled with more hugs. I felt bad for her immediately, thinking about that vicious girl who’d hurt my stepsister. I knew girls didn’t fight physically, but the words they hurled at each other could be more painful than daggers.

“I’m fine, Mom,” Sabrina said. “I just need a time-out.”

“Sure, I understand,” Valeria said. “Just be careful who you hang out with, and who you call friends.”

“I know.”

“Anything else on your heart?” Valeria asked her.

“It feels a bit weird to be back here again. I thought I would have my life sorted by now.”

Valeria chuckled light-heartedly. “Come on, you’re twenty-one. Your life is just starting.”

“Difficult to explain,” she said. “How old were you when you moved out?”

“It’s not a fair comparison because housing was actually affordable then,” she said. “I know it’s tough for you kids nowadays.”

“It is,” she said with a sigh. “I barely even managed to split the rent with Christy, and we didn’t go out much either.”

“You can live here as long as you want, guilt-free. Save the money you make and just take a nice vacation.”

“Maybe if Kane wants to come with me,” she said. “But it sounds like he has plans of his own though.”

“He has, but I heard him fight with his friends too,” Valeria said. “He also broke up with Luna recently.”

“He told me … I think she’s pretty.”

“She is, but Kane can find another,” Valeria said. I heard Valeria kiss her daughter. “Let me talk to him and … maybe you can give me a helping hand with dinner?”

“I’d love to.”

I waited a little bit until she called for me, “Kane, you there?”

I opened the door and went down the stairs. She stood there in yoga shorts that hugged her flexible figure. Her sports top lifted her big breasts generously, deepening the valley between them. Her hair was golden and thick, framing her flawless face. She had identical dimples to her daughter, but Valeria’s lips were slightly thicker, and she was tall, only a few inches shorter than me. “Hi, Mom.”

She stiffened and drew in a deep breath. Letting go, she searched my face. “What kind of perfume are you wearing?”

I had to think for a second before answering her. “Ah, no, Sabrina helped me with the shower. No, I mean I used her shampoo.”

She stifled a chuckle. “I gotcha.”

“It’s the So Sexy,” Sabrina said from the terrace.

“What she said,” I said.

“Right,” Valeria said. “Give us an hour and dinner will be ready.”

“What’s on the menu?” I asked her.

“Burgers,” she said with a wink.

“Let me know when it’s ready,” I said and went back up to my room.

* * *

“Kane, dinner’s ready!” Valeria called for me.

I cracked my knuckles. I had finished editing the video at record speed. I just wanted to get it done and be over with it. I still wanted to do some updates on our website, but it would have to wait for now.

I turned off the computer and headed downstairs. I was greeted by the scent of charcoal and meat. I loved everything Valeria cooked, and it must be better now that my older sister had helped her.

The table was already set, and Sabrina patted the seat next to her. “I’m holding your spot,” she said.

“I can count on you,” I said and sat down next to her. While Valeria put the plate of burger patties onto the table, Sabrina raked her fingers through my hair again.

“Don’t you think he should cut it?” she asked Valeria.

Valeria sat down as well. “I think it looks just about right,” she said.

“I prefer shoulder-length. That’s the hottest,” Sabrina said.

I patted her back. “When you cut it, I’ll give you a free pass.”

“I’ll make you look like a rockstar instead of a skater,” she said.

“Ugh,” I said jokingly, making them laugh.

“Does Sabrina cook as well as you?” I asked Valeria.

“Have a bite and tell us,” Valeria said.

“You can trust me, you grom,” Sabrina said and nudged me with her elbow.

“Let’s see,” I said. I reached for the buns, which were already buttered and had a slightly smoky flavor to them. I slapped on the meat that had the perfect grill marks, cheese that melted over the meat, and some lettuce. I also poured some barbeque sauce over it. Squeezing the buns together, I took a bite. The meat was juicy and filled with smoky and salty flavors.

“It doesn’t taste much of a difference,” I said and enjoyed the burger. “It’s delicious.”

Valeria winked at her daughter. “You nailed it.”

“We did,” Sabrina corrected her.

We dug in and talked about various topics. The burger patties and buns quickly disappeared from the plates, and then it was time to reach for the napkins.

After cleaning her thick, red lips, Valeria looked at me, a smile tugging at the corners of her lips. “What have you been doing today? You sure as hell are hungry.”

“We skated some stairs.”

“I hope you didn’t get hurt,” she said and searched my face with her dark blue eyes.

“I got heel bruises, but it’s not that bad,” I said.

Valeria rolled her eyes. “If you come here with no arms one day, I wouldn’t be surprised if you say, ‘Don’t worry about it.’”

Sabrina burst out laughing. Slapping her thigh, she said, “Mom, look at his arm. He had a terrible wound, and I had to ask for his permission to clean it.”

“That’s sweet of you,” Valeria said, smiling proudly at her daughter. “But coming home with broken arms and wounds is not okay.”

“Yeah, yeah,” I said.

“Will you let me massage your heels afterward?” Valeria asked. It was typical of her to tend to me whenever something happened. She had a soft touch despite her age of forty-two. She had preserved her beauty better than any other mother out there.

“Sure,” I said and couldn’t resist her offer. “How’s your day been?”

“Thanks for asking,” Valeria said and put her elbows on the table. “It was lovely. I taught some yoga, did some stretches. I was supposed to meet my sister, but I wanted to see Sabrina, so that will have to wait for tomorrow. So you know, tomorrow, you’ll have to make dinner for yourself.”

Sabrina beamed. “I’ll cook for us.”

“That can’t go wrong,” I said.

I relaxed while Valeria and Sabrina took the dishes, enjoying the sunshine. When they were finished, Valeria patted the sofa and sat down. “It’s easier to massage your heels when you sit here,” she said.

I came over and plopped down. I took off my socks and swung my feet onto her soft lap. Her yoga shorts didn’t cover much, so my ankles made contact with her thighs. Her yoga shorts were incredibly sexy. She’d given a pair to my ex, and I loved it whenever she wore them.

“They smell nice for once,” she said, examining my feet.

“I’ll hook you up with shampoos later,” Sabrina said and went behind me to massage my shoulders. “Can I see what you filmed?”

“Sure,” I said. “The camera’s in my room.”

Letting go of my shoulders, she eagerly ran upstairs. Valeria checked out my heels and had the ointment next to her. “Yeah, I can see the heel bruise. What happened?”

“I tried a flip trick but caught it completely wrong. I kind of spaced-out mid-air and forgot how to bail properly.”

“Accidents happen,” she said in her caring voice. Placing my ankles back on her thighs, she shook her golden hair away from her face and breasts. She filled her hands with the anti-inflammatory cream and started rubbing it into my feet, her breasts jiggling with the effort.

While wearing her bikini, Sabrina came scurrying back down with the camera in her hand. “Move in,” she said.

“There’s barely any space for me here,” I said.

“We’ll cuddle up tight,” Sabrina said.

“Fine,” I said and inched closer to the edge of the sofa. She sat down right next to me and moved her hips closer to mine. She had to press herself to me to fit. I drew in a deep breath of her sweet, honeyed scent. I looked at her long legs, admiring her tan and how toned they were. At the same time, my mother kept massaging my feet, making me purr.

“You didn’t find time to change your bikini?” I asked Sabrina.

We exchanged glances, and since we sat so tight, our lips weren’t far from touching. “What, you don’t like my bikini?”

“It’s fine,” I said and waved my hand dismissively. All of a sudden, I had a beautiful girl and a gorgeous woman in front of me. I tried to look away, knowing Sabrina had an effect on me earlier that I wished hadn’t happened.

She looked at the camera and found a random clip. “Ouch,” she said and frowned.

“Which one’s that?” I asked. She showed it to me. It was my first attempt jumping down the stairs we were skating. The bail wasn’t too bad. I stuck it but didn’t roll away. “If you think that one was painful, then I would advise you to look no further.”

“I don’t want to see you fall,” she said, lowering the camera. “I want to see you roll away.”

“Give me the camera,” I told her. I found a couple of makes and showed them to her.

“You want me to massage you harder?” Valeria asked as she kneaded my heels.

“That’s lovely,” I told her.

“You’re so cool,” Sabrina said, leaning her head against my shoulder. “Maybe we can cruise to the beach together.”

“I’d have to hold you all the way.”

“I have balance too,” she said.

“Show me,” I said.

She swung her feet off the sofa and snatched the cruiser board. She jumped on top and rolled back and forth. She stuck her tongue out. “Told you so.”

“Her balance is fine,” Valeria said as we shared a laugh.

She jumped off the board, seeing our mother rub my feet. “Kane massaged sunscreen onto me earlier too,” she said happily.

“That’s nice of you,” Valeria said and stroked my leg.

Sabrina smiled and looked at me with a twinkle in her eye. “You’re always taking care of me.”

I knew it wasn’t the case. She’d done more for me than I’d done for her. Valeria looked between the two of us, a thoughtful expression on her face. “You two have always been close. It’s good to see that hasn’t changed.”

“Yeah, we have each other’s backs,” I said, meeting Sabrina’s gaze again.

“Also, Tiffany asked if you want to come with us to the mall tomorrow,” Sabrina said.

Tiffany was Sabrina’s best friend. I hadn’t seen her since Christmas either. “I would love to, but we plan to go to Carlsbad tomorrow.”

Sabrina sighed. “How long will you be there?”

“I’ll be back by dinner,” I told her.

“Blah,” Sabrina said. “Why can’t we just take a day together, you and me?”

“How about on Saturday?” I suggested.

“That’s fine,” Sabrina said and smiled.

“I’m so glad you’re getting along,” Valeria said, her gaze softening. “My client told me a horror story of her children fighting. It sounded like World War 3.”

“Make love, not war,” Sabrina said and rode back and forth. We exchanged smiles.

“What she said,” I added. “Are you finished with my foot massage?”

“I am,” Valeria replied. “You should be good to go tomorrow.”

“But you have to be careful,” Sabrina added.

“Don’t worry,” I said and rose to my feet. “I have to finish some work.”

“It’s fine, sweetie,” Valeria said. “As long as I get a kiss on the cheek for the foot massage.”

I leaned forward and kissed her cheek. “Thanks for dinner,” I said.

Sabrina tapped my shoulder. I turned around and saw her with her arms spread. “Another hug. I’m hug famished,” she said. I fell into her arms and embracing her while she wore a bikini felt so much better. “This might not be so bad after all.”

I laughed softly. “You’re stuck with me, Sabrina. Might as well enjoy it.”

She smiled and tightened her arms around me. “Wouldn’t have it any other way,” she said, her breath warm against my neck.

“You sure you don’t want to eat some apple pie with us?” Valeria asked.

“Just put my slice in the fridge,” I said.

Sabrina let go of me, and I went upstairs. I sure as hell looked forward to spending more time with her. I realized now how much I’d truly missed having her here.

Upstairs, I settled back at my desk and tried to focus on my work. I opened the video editing software, but my mind kept drifting back to the warmth of Sabrina’s hug, the scent of her hair, and the sound of her laughter. It felt good to have her back in my life, and I couldn’t help but smile at the thought.

I glanced at the clock. It was getting late, but I still had some energy left. I decided to push through and finish the last bit of editing.





Chapter 2









T
 he skate session hadn’t gone well. Dan came with the same lousy promise that he’d pay me the next day, and none of them had been helpful. I called them out on their bullshit, but it seemed they’d made up their minds: laziness was more important than their future.

I decided to make up my mind as well and left early, saying this was the end of our friendship. They hardly seemed to care, which made me regret ever calling them my friends.

As I drove home, I was still angry, not just at them but at myself for hanging out with them for so long. I should have realized a long time ago that it was a major mistake, but better late than never.

I hopped outside. I fumbled for my keys and locked open the door. I dumped my bag on the couch and went upstairs. I needed a warm shower to clean myself and relax. I swung the bathroom door open and jumped at the threshold. Sabrina sat on the shower seat with her legs spread wide open and a clit stimulator on her mound, vibrating. My jaw dropped, and her eyes widened. She looked like a deer caught in headlights. We looked each other in the eyes. Then I looked at her privates, seeing a wet, symmetric slit beneath her sex toy and then I looked back at her. She had a tripod in front of her with her phone attached to it.

“I’m … sorry,” I said, fumbling for words.

“It’s okay,” she said, her blush slowly spreading up her cheeks.

I stepped back and wasn’t sure what to say. I closed the door and went into my room, closing the door. “Wow,” I mumbled. I was speechless. I went from being livid to seeing my older sister masturbating. I was no longer angry, that was for sure. I couldn’t get the nude images of her out of my mind. She was … sexy, beautiful and gorgeous. I could use every adjective to describe her. Although, she earned the sexy one today.

I wondered if that was her secret gig. I just realized she had filmed herself on top of it. I sat down on my computer chair and stared at the wall. Eventually, she stepped out of the bathroom and knocked on my door. “Uhm, Kane, can I come in?” she asked shyly.

“Sure,” I said, admiring her courage for wanting to talk to me after what I’d witnessed.

She slowly opened the door, now dressed in her skirt, bringing her honeyed scent with her. She sat down on the edge of my bed, a hint of blush still present on her face. “Why didn’t you lock the door?” I asked her in a gentle tone. I didn’t want to blame her, but it was the least she could do.

“I’m used to not locking doors after living away from home for two years,” she explained.

“It’s okay,” I said. “You didn’t hear me pull in or walk up the stairs?”

She shook her head. “I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to scare you like that.”

I waved my hand dismissively. “It’s fine,” I said. “I thought you were out with Tiffany.”

“I was, but she got a tummy ache, so her mother drove me back here. And you? I thought you had plans too.”

“Well, I didn’t get along with them, so I headed back here instead.”

“I see,” she said, drawing in a deep breath. “Uhm, did you only see me or something else?”

I gave her a look and understood what she meant. “I did see the camera.”

“Okay … I don’t want you to get the wrong idea of me. It’s just that I don’t want to work for someone else, and I don’t like being a waitress that much.”

“That’s fine, I won’t judge you,” I said. “I was just caught off guard seeing you nude.” And how beautiful you looked, I wanted to say but didn’t.

“Thank you,” she said, a smile curving on her lips. “I also love sex … So that’s why I started doing this.”

“What is this
 exactly?”

She took another deep breath and looked down at her hands. “I’ve been doing OnlyFans. It’s not just about the money, though it helps. It’s about doing something I love doing.”

I nodded, trying to process everything. “So, you’re doing this because you want to, not because you have to?”

“Exactly,” she said, her eyes meeting mine. “It’s my choice. I enjoy it, and it gives me freedom. But I understand if it makes you uncomfortable. I didn’t mean for you to find out like this.”

“It’s just a lot to take in,” I admitted. “But if it’s what you want and it makes you happy, then I support you.”

“Thank you, Kane,” she said softly. “It means a lot to me.”

I smiled, feeling a bit of the tension ease. “Just, maybe next time, lock the door.”

She laughed lightly. “I will. Lesson learned.”

We sat in a comfortable silence for a moment, the awkwardness slowly dissipating. It was a strange situation, but we had grown up together, and we had always supported each other. This was no different.

“You don’t think I’m a slut?”

“No… but it’s kind of hot,” I told her.

She beamed. “Thank you for being understanding.”

“Is this what you fought Christy over?” I asked.

She nodded. “We had two accounts each, one duo and one solo. I had way more followers than her, and she started getting jealous and did everything she could to sabotage me.”

“I’m sorry about that,” I said, feeling a pang of familiarity from my former crew. “What our mother said yesterday is true. She’s not your friend.”

“So you eavesdropped?” she asked, giving me a look.

“Not directly,” I said, jerking my head towards the window. “But when the window is open, I can hear everything down there.”

“I didn’t know that,” she said.

“So, are you still working as a waitress?”

“Yes,” she said with a sigh. “Deep inside, I don’t want to, but I can’t make a living off OnlyFans alone.”

“I’ve seen some girls pull impressive numbers,” I told her.

“From their asses,” she said with a chuckle. “Everyone lies online.”

“There must be successful girls out there.”

“Yeah, but you only hear about the stars,” she pointed out. “So far, I only make like two thousand bucks a month.”

“That’s not bad for a side gig,” I told her.

“I’m stoked for those numbers, but I want more.”

“You want to do this full-time, don’t you?”

She slowly nodded, watching my expression carefully. “Yeah… that would be a dream come true.”

“I see,” I said, unsure of what to say next. It had been a while since we had such an intimate discussion.

“Uhm… What went wrong with your guys? Why did you come home so early?” she asked.

I let out a sigh. “I’m done with them. I’ll have nothing to do with them ever again. I’ll sell the website and block their numbers. I’ll do something by myself instead and find new people to work with.”

“You don’t deserve those losers,” she said. “Dan is a creep too.”

“Yeah… you took the words out of my mouth,” I said.

“You should start hanging out with girls instead,” she said. “They’ll appreciate a hardworking man.”

“As long as they aren’t infected with paranoia,” I said.

“You’ve been unlucky. Most girls just want to have fun.”

“I guess you’re right,” I said.

“You can trust me,” she said.

“I do.”

We shared a smile and another pause until she spoke again. “I wanted to talk to you about something. Now that you’ve seen me, uhm, you have a great camera and know how to film stuff.”

“I can already put the puzzle pieces together,” I said, feeling a bit shocked that she would suggest this. “You want me to help you?”

She nodded. “Yes.”

“I’m not sure… I’m still kind of processing… seeing you nude.”

“We’ve seen each other nude countless times,” she pointed out.

“But we were kids,” I countered. “It’s a bit different now.”

“Only if you say so,” she said.

“What exactly do you want me to help you with?” I asked.

“Filming, producing… maybe marketing,” she said. “I mean, you’re a guy, so you should know what turns you on the most.”

“If we hadn’t grown up together, I wouldn’t need to think twice about this.”

“So you want to?” she said, giving me a hopeful look.

“I think it’s a dream for many to make a living out of sex work,” I told her. It was already hot to film nude girls, but even better when you got paid. “Just give me some time to think about it, okay?”

“Okay,” she said, and then asked with a kinky grin, “You don’t mind if I get some content?”

“No… You plan to stop when our mom comes home, right?”

“Of course,” she said, rising to her feet. “You’re the best brother in the world. I’m so glad I can trust you.”

I rose from my seat, and she hugged me. She felt warmer than usual. She had just masturbated after all, and I believed I felt her sticky fingers as well, but I didn’t mind, instead, I slowly started feeling a bit aroused. “And again, don’t forget to lock
 the doors.”

“I won’t,” she said, the blush fully gone from her pretty face. As she left the room, I sat back down and tried to process everything. The idea of helping her with her videos was both thrilling and daunting. But I wanted the best for her, so I decided to give it serious consideration.

My sister was right. I did have a good camera and knowledge about filmmaking and editing. I had thought about this earlier too, but I hadn’t been bold enough to take the leap. It would feel nice to work with my sister, but I was afraid that I would develop feelings for her. How couldn’t I if I started helping her produce adult content?

“Ah, ah, ah,” she moaned in excess while I heard the vibrator. It wasn’t difficult to imagine the scene in my mind when I’d already seen her nude.

Her moaning sounded like music to my ears, and her voice was so sweet and captivating. Unfortunately, I couldn’t listen to her any longer. I would end up with balls bluer than her eyes. I reached for my headphones and plugged them into my ears.

I wanted to do something productive and help her. I went online and did some research. I visited Reddit and checked out some OnlyFans threads, reading every line and analyzing what they did. I absorbed as much info as possible, taking detailed notes and studying this craft to see what the successful girls did differently. They were good-looking, but one thing I noticed—none of them looked better than Sabrina. It made me optimistic. With the right help, I knew she could succeed if she truly wanted to.

As I kept studying this profession, I realized I had to know what she was doing; otherwise, it would be difficult to point out improvements. Most of the girls I had seen so far were amateurs, and I knew I could find better clips on Pornhub if I wanted to get off. Honestly, not many of them were worth a ten-dollar subscription a month.

I unplugged the earphones and listened. I couldn’t hear any more excessive moaning coming from the bathroom. I was still hard as a rock, and I started feeling a subtle pain in my testicles. Beads of precum trickled down the shaft, and it began to feel borderline painful. I decided to pour cold water on it instead of rubbing one out.

I rose from my seat and opened the door. Just as I was about to reach for the handle, Sabrina opened the bathroom door, clad in a barely-there pink towel that hardly covered her breasts. Her nipples were peeking out from under the terry cloth, and her generous cleavage was on full display. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her stunning physique.

She waved at me, and I pointed at the bathroom. “Are you finished?”

“Yes, for now,” she said with a flirtatious smile. “Have you thought about it?”

“I’m thinking about it now,” I said, knowing she would ask me that.

“Okey dokey,” she said. “I’ll wait for you.”

As she turned around, I glanced over my shoulder, seeing her inner thighs lined with her sweet nectar. I stepped into the bathroom and closed the door. I realized a problem already. When I drew in a deep breath, I smelled her feminine scent. It was enough to turn me on even more, especially as I looked at the shower chair where I’d spotted her with her legs spread. I didn’t think I’d ever seen a sexier girl than her.

It didn’t take long to forget what I was actually there for. I unzipped my shorts and brought out my cock into the sink. I started pouring cold water over it. I wanted to masturbate, but I was afraid she would catch me. Eventually, I made my cock slowly shrink, but as soon as I took it out of the cold water, it thickened again.

I sighed. Resistance seemed futile. I wasn’t sure how I would avoid having an erection while working with her. That would be mission impossible. I turned off the water and dried myself. I just had to tuck the erection into the waistband for now.

I mulled it over and made a decision. Since I wouldn’t be selling our gear and running that webshop any longer, I might as well team up with her.

Leaving the bathroom, I knocked on her door. “Sis, can I come in?”

“Hop in,” she said joyfully.

I slowly opened the door and peeked inside in case she was nude. While the towel was wrapped around her, she sat on the edge of her bed with a pair of panties at her ankles, slowly trying to pull them on. “What’s up?” she asked.

“Well, I thought about it,” I said, making her spring to her feet so the towel almost fell to the floor.

“And?” she asked eagerly.

“I would love to help you,” I said.

She gasped and attacked me with a sudden hug. I was completely unprepared for it. She threw her arms around my neck and wrapped her legs around me. She pressed her beautiful rack to my chest, and while she was only covered with a towel, I could feel her nipples stiffening against my chest, sending shivers down my spine. “Oh, thank you, thank you!” she said, squeezing me harder.

“Sabrina… let me breathe!”

“Sorry,” she said. She let go of the hug so we could look at each other, her eyes shimmering with unshed tears of happiness. “I’m just overjoyed.”

“I get that,” I said. “Well, I did some research, but I have to see what you’re doing. Only then can I come up with ideas for improvements and know how and what to film. But keep in mind that I know how to film, edit, and take photos. When it comes to advertising adult stuff, I’m a bit behind.”

“You forgot an important part,” she said and touched my chest with a grin. “You know how to advertise your own brand.”

“Adult stuff is a different beast,” I pointed out.

“What you know there can be applied here too,” she said and gently lifted both her tits, deepening the cleavage.

“I know,” I said. My eyes fell on her breasts for a second before they bounced back to her eyes.

“You also know what turns you on,” she pointed out and let go of her springy breasts. The way she played with them made me want to rip the towel away from her.

I looked at her when she said that, and I wondered why she didn’t feel weird about it. “I sure do.”

“I’m willing to split the pay evenly.”

“Let’s not get too ahead of ourselves,” I told her. “We can speak about that later, but for now, just show me, and don’t think for a second I’d like to see you nude… This is just work-related.”

She gave me a flirtatious look. “Yeah, right.”

“I heard your playful tone,” I told her and jokingly wagged my finger at her.

“Wrong, it’s always there, especially when I’m happy.” With her sticky hand, she took mine and led me to her bed. “I’ll just put my bra on.”

“Sure,” I said.

I was about to rise, but she stopped me. “Hold up, where are you going?”

“I thought you needed to dress,” I told her.

“You can still be here,” she said. “You’ll see me nude anyway.”

“Right,” I said and realized she had a point. She unwrapped the towel and tossed it onto her bed. She was left in her pink panties and nothing on the top. She went to the wardrobe, giving me a glimpse of the sides of her breasts, her nipples erect and suckable. They had the perfect teardrop shape—full at the bottom and slightly narrowed at the top. It wasn’t only her breasts that mesmerized me but also her long and slightly tanned legs. I couldn’t help but admire her beauty. She chose a bra and turned to me, making me come face to face with her boobs that jiggled with every twist and turn.

“Mind giving me a helping hand?”

I jumped to my feet and went behind her. I had hooked bras on girls before, but it felt way more special to do so on her. “Is that alright?”

“Perfect… You’ve definitely done this before,” she said and tossed her hair over her shoulders. She’d chosen a push-up bra that generously lifted her breasts.

We sat down together on the edge of her bed. She reached for her iPad, and we exchanged glances. “I’m so stoked,” she said. “I have so much to look forward to.”

“So do I,” I said, wondering what her screen name was.

“So,” she said. “My OnlyFans account is called Playful & Pink.”

I chuckled. “That’s a clever name.”

“Do you like it?” she asked me.

I tasted it a couple of times. “Yeah… it’s a marketable name. It fits you too.”

“I’m glad,” she said, chuckling and glancing down at her privates. She logged onto her OnlyFans account, and it felt like slow motion as the screen loaded. I realized this would be a taboo sexual gold mine. After it was done loading, she handed me the tablet. The screen filled with thumbnails of Sabrina in various provocative poses. I scrolled down her spicy content. Each photo and video clip showcased her in different outfits and settings, always highlighting her best features. In some she was playing with toys and some others were bathroom pics with a naughty smile. I couldn’t help but notice how hot the photos were, but I also saw room for improvement. The lighting could be better, and some angles weren’t the most flattering.

“You have a lot of content,” I said, impressed.

“I’ve been busy,” she replied with a wink. “But I know it can be better. That’s where you come in.”

I nodded, scrolling through her posts. I clicked on a video where she seductively masturbated with a dildo till it was drenched. She slipped it into her mouth, sucking on it before pushing it inside her again. It was getting difficult to concentrate. “We can work on the lighting and angles. Maybe even set up some themed shoots to keep things fresh and interesting.”

“I like the sound of that,” she said, her eyes sparkling with excitement. “I knew you’d be the perfect partner for this.”

It was insanely hot to see her in every photo. My cock started to thicken again, and I knew it would do so later when we started working. I tapped a photo with her privates up close. My eyes widened, as I stared at her slit for longer than necessary.

“Damn … Your pussy is beautiful.”

“You think so?” she asked, her cheeks pinkening like the vagina that I was looking at.

“Without a doubt,” I said and studied how symmetric it was. The lips weren’t too big, just the perfect amount of puffiness. She looked sweeter than a peach, and my mouth salivated. “You’ve done a great job. I mean, you look hot and all, but there is room for improvement. Especially the photos since they’re a bit grainy.”

“I know,” she said. “But I can’t afford a proper camera, and before this, I’ve never even taken a professional photo, just selfies. I know you’ve been interested in filming and cameras for more than a decade.”

“That’s true,” I said as I reminisced over the time my parents gave me my first camera. “Do you do PPV content as well?”

“Uhm, no, I’m not sure what to offer,” she said with a shrug.

“You have to be creative, and there’s always consumers willing to pay for exclusive content, especially with a body like yours.”

“I would rather that you say we,” she corrected me and knocked on my shoulder.

I patted her thigh. “We
 have to be creative,” I said and glanced at her. “You happy now?”

“Only if my photos make you hard,” she boldly said.

I gave her a look.

“Don’t give me that look … Why can’t we talk about sex?” she asked.

“I guess we could,” I said, but I wasn’t completely on board with taking this too far. I could help her shoot photos and produce the content, but I didn’t want to be intimate with her. “Well, Mom doesn’t come home till late in the evening, so we might as well shoot some photos while we can.”

“Do you want to?” she asked me eagerly.

I nodded. “If you do … I don’t have anything better to do. I usually get more ideas while working too. It happens when I get into the flow.”

“Okay,” she said. “I’m ready to take my panties off when you are.”

“I’m not wearing any panties,” I said.

She burst out giggling. “That came out wrong. I meant I’m ready when you are.”

“Let me get my equipment while you find something sexy to wear.”

She beamed and got right to work. I headed into my bedroom and found the lighting equipment and also the camera. I returned shortly after, and my eyes landed on Sabrina wearing a red, crotchless lingerie with open cups, leaving nothing to the imagination. My face flushed as she gave me a seductive smile and playfully tossed aside a pair of lacy panties. “I won’t be needing these.”

It was something different seeing her nude in front of me compared to on a camera, and she looked even sexier before my eyes as her lustrous blonde hair adorned her frame. I was lost for words, my eyes sweeping over her.

“How do I look?” she asked and twirled on her foot, so her blonde hair fluttered.

“Gorgeous,” I said. It was getting hot in here.

“Give me a sec, I’ll put some makeup on.”

“Sure thing,” I said. I set up the light equipment and pulled the curtains together.

She stepped out of the bathroom with rosy lips, perfectly lined eyes, and thick, dark lashes. The makeup added a finishing touch to her already stunning appearance. “Better?”

“It’s like the icing on the cake.”

“I prefer pies … ” she said and reached down to her crotch, “creampies
 .”

Her comment made me chuckle. “I prefer fruits … Peaches and mangoes to be precise.”

We ended up giggling. “I love your laugh … Now what do you want to see?” she asked and twirled her hair on her finger. Truth be told, just seeing her nude was all that I wanted.

“Let’s try to redo a couple of the photos you shot. I also have an idea, skip the dildos and toys for some photos and let’s go for some household objects, but we have to upload them somewhere else.”

“You’re a smartass for reading their TOS. I found out the hard way.”

“Did you get a strike?” I asked her, which wasn’t the best start.

“Yeah, but I explained to them that I didn’t know. Christy and I uploaded nude beach photos. I didn’t know their mods would throw a hissy fit at me.”

“You can upload those photos elsewhere as a teaser though.”

“I didn’t think of that, but good point.”

“Should we dive in,” I said and held up the camera.

“This time, not we
 but my fingers
 will,” she said and waggled her eyebrows.

I was surprised when she hopped onto the bed and spread her legs for me. I thought at first it would feel a bit awkward to take photos of my nude sister, but I ended up becoming more aroused than earlier. It felt so natural to work with her as well.

I couldn’t help but feel a mix of emotions–excitement, arousal, and a sense of familiarity. This was the girl I grew up with, shared secrets with, and now we were about to do something completely different from our usual lives.

“Stick your finger in a bit deeper,” I told her.

She spread her legs and pushed her finger into her slit. “Like that?”

“Perfect,” I said.

She let out a soft moan as she slid her finger in and out, adjusting her position to make herself more comfortable. I focused on capturing the perfect shots, adjusting the lighting and angle to emphasize the sensuality of the moment. With each click, I felt a thrill of anticipation, knowing that these images would be the start of something new and exciting.

“That’s some great pics,” I said and snapped some more as she showed her wet fingers into her mouth.

“Do you think I should take off my lingerie?” she asked after sucking her fingers.

“Not yet,” I said. “Make some dildos wet first.”

“I’m super comfy here, can you grab the box for me? It’s in the closet.”

I went to the closet and opened it. I thought she would have it hidden somewhere, but it was right in front of me. “Uh, you aren’t afraid of our mother finding it?”

“Why?” she asked me funnily. “Our mother has dildos too.”

“How do you know?” I asked and glanced over my shoulder.

“Because I borrowed the first dildo I used from her.”

“No comment,” I said, making her laugh. I reached for the purple one, and based upon the consistency, I could tell that she hadn’t properly washed it. Although, I considered her juices perfectly clean. “Catch.”

I tossed it to her, and she caught it. I jumped onto her bed and found the best angle. “Spread your legs a bit more,” I told her and got so close I could feel her honeyed scent. She made my mouth salivate and my cock was about to break through the zipper. “That’s perfect. Make sure to look horny now.”

“I don’t have to, I am,” she said. She wasn’t kidding with that one as she rubbed the dildo along her pussy, flitting her eyes to the camera lens. She definitely wasn’t a novice, knowing how to keep eye contact with the camera. I took multiple photos. My favorite was when she slid the dildo deep inside, and she let out a moan. I captured the perfect moment and gave her a thumbs-up. Her face was flushed and her breaths were heavy as she continued to pleasure herself with the dildo. I couldn’t help but notice the desire in her eyes, the same desire that I felt for her.

“It’s unbelievable how sexy you look,” I said. I took a couple of breaks now and then to look at her boobs and womanhood, but I was proud of myself that I had concentrated well by now.

“Do you want to take a break?” she asked and licked the sides of the dildo.

“Sure,” I said.

“Be a good little brother and put it back,” she said.

I looked at the dildo, dripping with her saliva and juice. I reached for it. “Is that how you always clean them?”

“Uh-huh … including our mother’s.”

“No comment.”

After I put it back in her naughty box, we sat on the edge of the bed together, and she inched her almost nude hips closer to mine. I was hesitant to call that lingerie for clothing. I held up the camera for her, and she scrolled through the photos. Her eyes widened. “Wow … That’s one hell of a difference.”

“Yeah, there’s a reason why professional photographers charge a fortune for wedding pics.”

She draped her hand over my shoulder, and I didn’t mind having her sticky hand on my flesh. “You can even see the beads on my little lips.”

“Yeah … it’s really sexy,” I said, and we exchanged glances. I felt sparks, and by the look in her eyes, I knew she experienced them too.

“Anything else you want to see?” she asked.

“I think we can film some masturbation scenes too. I promise your fans will appreciate higher quality films more than the grainy ones.”

“Most girls I follow just use their phones though.”

“And how many fans do they have?”

“Touché … Not many,” she admitted.

“Right,” I said. “For free, I can find high-quality content on any traditional tube site, so that’s who we are competing against.”

“I liked that you said we
 now.”

I chuckled. “Yeah … I suppose we are a team now.”

“High five,” she said, and I high-fived her, the smack so satisfying it made her tits jiggle.

She went back into position, and she spread her legs wide open for me. I found the perfect angle and smashed the rec button. She started gently rubbing herself. Her eyes locked onto the camera lens, creating an intense, intimate atmosphere as I watched her fingers glide along her flesh. The moment she slid her finger inside herself, her eyes rolled back and she groaned, clearly savoring her pleasure. I wanted to reach out and touch her there, to feel her heat and the quiver of her muscles as she reached closer to climax.

As she continued to pleasure herself, the rhythm of her hips became more pronounced, and I could see the excitement building in her face. Her breaths quickened, her chest heaving, and her eyes shone with lust. My cock throbbed against the zipper, and the scent of her sweet flavors filled the room along with the sound of her masturbating.

Suddenly, she made a break from her previous rhythm, thrusting her hips harder and faster, her fingers disappearing and reappearing. Her moans became deeper, her body writhing in an unquenchable surge of ecstasy.

I watched in awe as her wet fingers danced along her sensitive flesh, stroking and sliding inside her. Her skin glistened with a sheen of sweat, mingling with the honeyed evidence of her arousal, spreading across her thighs and abdomen. My cock throbbed harder than ever, my body reacting to the raw sensuality of the scene before me.

And then, as if all the tension had been building up to this moment, she let out an earth-shattering moan, her hips bucking wildly, and her body shivering in a powerful orgasm. Her face filled with pleasure, her eyes wide and shining, she rode out the waves of ecstasy. As she came down from her climax, she collapsed onto the bed, her chest heaving.

Glancing at her wet fingers, she started licking and sucking them, one by one. My eyes widened as I witnessed Sabrina orgasm for the first time in my life. “Geeze,” I said. I lowered the camera from my face and saw her cheeks pinkening.

“I can be really loud,” she said demurely.

“That was real, right?”

“I’m not good at faking stuff,” she said. “I’m just blessed with horny hormones and abnormal needs.”

I chuckled. Earlier, I didn’t think my sister could be any hotter, but she proved me wrong.

We sat on the edge of the bed and watched the masturbation scene together. She inched her warm hips closer to mine, and she placed her wet hand on my thigh.

“Wow,” I said. “This is really good.”

“You think so?”

“Uh, yeah?” I said as she reached the peak. I could listen to her moan for the rest of my life.

She wasn’t the only one with needs, and I noticed she started glancing at the center of my pants a bit more than usual. I tried to ignore it, and I glanced at the clock. “Should we do some shampoo stuff before we move on to dinner?”

She nodded. “I know which one,” she said. Eagerly, she jumped out of bed and skipped to her bag. She stood bent at the waist and flashed me her ass. Even if it wasn’t as big as Valeria’s, it was incredibly beautiful and curvy. She reached for the So Sexy Shampoo, and I smiled at her humor.

“That’s perfect,” I said.

We went over the same process again, and I filmed every angle and scene as she rubbed the bottle all over her slit. “Can you push it in?” I asked.

She nodded, sinking her teeth into her lips as she slowly worked the shampoo bottle inside, stretching her vagina. “Wow,” I mumbled as I kept shooting photos of her. I came to a point where I started feeling so painfully hard that I needed a break.

After the photoshoot, we sat together. I felt a bond with her that I hadn’t felt before. We looked at the photos and films, and she smiled. “The clips are way longer though,” she said.

“I’ll edit them after dinner,” I said, patting her thigh.

“I can definitely trust you when it comes to editing,” she said. She leaned to the side and wrapped her arms around my waist in a sideways hug, pressing her bare breasts against my chest. “You’re the best.”

“You’re equally as sweet, Sabrina, and you know it.”

She sighed in relief. “It didn’t take longer than a minute to realize how much I’ve missed you.”

“I feel you,” I said, stroking her back. “Sometimes a break doesn’t hurt though.”

“Yeah, but two years … I take back what I said yesterday about sorting myself out. Mom was also right, I had way too high hopes.”

“Nothing wrong with being ambitious … You know what, let’s make a goal of making a living out of this,” I said.

We exchanged exciting glances. “That’s my dream,” she said in a hushed voice.

I took her honey-covered hand and gave it a squeeze. “Let’s make it come true.”

She leaned closer to my cheek and pressed her lips to them. It was a sweet yet tender kiss with hints of her arousal as she’d licked her fingers and dildos earlier. I didn’t complain at all about her magical lips. “What do you want for dinner?”

“Surprise me,” I said. “I’ll be in my room in the meantime.”

“Alright, I’ll hop into some clothes and have a surprise ready for you downstairs. But give me an hour. I have to shower, otherwise our mother will notice.”

“That’s fine,” I said. I rose to my feet and grabbed the lighting equipment. It took a while to set it up, but Valeria would obviously be suspicious if she noticed. I took it all back with me to my room and plopped down on my computer chair.

I noticed that I had gotten a text from Kyle. I read it. “I’m sorry for earlier.”

It was the lousiest apology I’d ever seen. I didn’t want to waste my time on him anymore. “I meant what I said. I’m out.”

“The website is down, can you help?”

“Do it yourself and don’t contact me again,” I said and blocked his number. I tossed my phone back onto the desk. I felt a strong relief. I didn’t want anything to do with them again.

* * *

“Kane!” Sabrina shouted. “Dinner’s ready!”

I had been editing for close to an hour, so I was curious to see what she’d prepared. “A sec,” I called back. I finished up some final touches before heading downstairs. The table was set with grilled steaks and fries.

“That took you an hour?” I asked, surprised.

“No,” she chuckled. “I showered and baked some cookies. Thought we could have them with ice cream.”

“Sounds good to me,” I said, taking a seat at the table.

She was wearing a mini skirt and a top, looking cheerful as she served the steak onto my plate, humming a happy tune. The aroma of the grilled steak was mouth-watering. “This looks amazing,” I said.

“I’m glad you like it,” she said, sitting down across from me.

We ate in comfortable silence for a few minutes, savoring the meal. The steak was perfectly cooked, and the fries were crispy and golden. “You’ve really outdone yourself,” I said, wiping my mouth with a napkin.

Sabrina beamed at the compliment. “Thanks, Kane. I wanted to make something special since you’re helping me out so much.”

“No problem,” I said.

We dug in. I cut into the steak, and the pink juices pooled onto the plate. It was absolutely perfect and tender, and I gave her a well-deserved thumbs up. “Good job, sis,” I said.

“Mom has gotten a competitor, hasn’t she?”

“Looks like it,” I said.

“I love steaks,” she said after a bite. “Unfortunately, we couldn’t afford it when I was living with Christy.”

“What did you eat?”

“Pizzas and stuff,” she said with a giggle.

“That’s fine,” I said.

We finished dinner, and she was sweet enough to take all the dishes and clean the table. We ended up on the sofa, and she came over with two bowls of strawberry ice cream and a basket of cookies topped with flakes of salt and caramel. I took a cookie and dipped it in the ice cream. I took a bite, and the cookie had the perfect blend of saltiness and sweetness. She sure knew how to bake. She broke the cookie into several pieces and sprinkled it over her ice cream. “This is way better than the way you’re eating it.”

“No,” I said with a laugh.

She lifted the spoon to my lips. “Oh yeah, want proof?”

“You’re damn right I do,” I said. I opened my mouth, and she spoon-fed me a spoonful of ice cream and cookie crumbs.

“It’s tasty regardless,” I said, resorting to my own method of dipping the cookie into the cream.

Now that I had seen her lick a wet dildo, I couldn’t get the images out of my head. The way she sucked and licked the spoon, I didn’t only think of the dildo, but my cock.

“What are you thinking of?” she asked, giving me a look.

“Just something… Time can change quite quickly,” I admitted.

“Yeah… for the better,” she said with a chuckle.

“Did you think about me helping you before?”

“The first day I started,” she said. “I knew you had a knack for cameras and all that.”

“You aren’t bothered by me being your brother?”

She shook her head. “If you weren’t my brother, I would be depressed,” she said firmly.

I smiled at her. “I feel the same about you.”

“Be honest,” she said, and I believed she would take the conversation in a taboo direction. “What do you think of lesbian or solo stuff?”

It wasn’t exactly what I thought she would say. “Uh… It’s nice and hot, but it’s kind of like looking at a nice skatepark but no one’s riding it.”

She chuckled and spilled some cream over her chin, trickling down to her cleavage. “Sorry,” she said, laughing and trying to wipe it off.

“I can help,” I said, reaching for a napkin and dabbing it to her neck.

“A bit lower,” she said with a grin, licking the cream from her lips like a tease. I went a bit lower, cleaning the upper part of her breasts. The way they kept jiggling was mesmerizing, and I didn’t have to use my imagination since I knew what they looked like. I decided to go slightly deeper, hearing her sweet giggle which sounded like bird songs.

I crumpled the napkin and looked at her. “So, now you’re clean.”

“You could have gone a bit deeper if you wanted to,” she said.

“Maybe another day,” I said with a laugh. “We’ve done quite a lot already.”

“I suppose,” she said and continued to shovel ice cream into her mouth.

After we had finished the ice cream, we heard Valeria pull in. She opened the door and called for us. “Sabrina, Kane, are you there?”

“Out here, Mom,” Sabrina shouted.

She strode toward us and beamed upon seeing us sitting so tightly together. Taking off her shades, she wore a pencil skirt and a cropped blouse. “What kind of ice cream are you eating?” she asked, placing her hand on her hip.

“Strawberry,” Sabrina said. “I also baked some cookies.” She grabbed one and gave it to her mother. She took a bite, and crumbs fell into her cleavage.

“Wow, Sabrina,” Valeria said, covering her mouth, “you’ve really nailed it with this recipe.”

“Thank you,” Sabrina said. “They taste best with ice cream, but sadly, we’ve eaten it all.”

“Don’t worry, my sister fed me well,” she said. “Can I please take a photo of you two? You look so cute together.”

Sabrina and I exchanged glances, her smile infecting me. “That’s fine,” I said. We were already sitting hip to hip, so we just had to drape our arms over each other’s shoulders and glance at the camera. Valeria took a minute or two to find the best angle, and then she took the photo.

“Can I cut in?” she asked, and we moved aside as she plopped down in the middle. I drew in a deep breath; my stepmom wore the same floral perfume as always. It was sweet enough to attract any man, and it didn’t feel forbidden to think that way after spending half the day taking photos of my sister.

“Mom, I like your perfume,” Sabrina said.

“I got a bottle for you,” she said and patted her daughter’s thigh. “But first, look at this photo.”

We saw the photos, and both Sabrina and I agreed. “Wow, I love it,” Sabrina said, glancing at me. “We do look cute together.”

“You know what,” Valeria said, lowering the phone. “I’ll print it, frame it, and hang it somewhere.” She patted her daughter’s thigh. “As a warm welcome to having you back here.”

Sabrina gave her a sideways hug. “Thank you.”

“So, kids, what have you been up to?” Valeria asked, taking my hand and looking around. “You aren’t hiding any bruises or wounds from your mom, eh?”

“Ugh,” I said and felt a bit uncomfortable as she looked around. I had an erection that refused to abate, and I hoped she hadn’t spotted it. I also couldn’t lie to her, but my testicles were in deep pain. “I had to bail … The session was cut short.”

“What happened?” Valeria asked.

“My patience has its limits,” I told her. “I won’t ever call them again.”

“I see,” she said, giving me a sympathetic look. “Maybe you should just take a break from skating and find a girl to hang out with. How about beach volleyball?”

“Yeah that’s fine,” I said. “But not every skater is like that though.”

“I know,” she said and patted my thigh. Right when she did so, it was right on the tip. I thought she noticed since she moved her hand back. Luckily, she played it off before my cheeks would flush. “There are good and bad apples.” She turned to her daughter. “And you, tell me about your adventure. How’s Tiffany doing?”

“We managed to buy a skirt and that’s it,” Sabrina explained. “She got a terrible tummy ache, and she had to leave. Although she DMed me earlier, she’s fine now.”

“You’ve both been unlucky today,” Valeria said, folding her legs and flashing her marvelous thighs, which her pencil skirt hugged like a second skin.

“No,” Sabrina said firmly. “This has been the best day of my life.”

“Tell me about it,” Valeria said.

“Quality time with my brother that I have missed more than I imagined.”

“Yeah,” I said, exchanging glances with her. “We did stuff together.” I hoped I didn’t sound too awkward.

“That’s why you looked so cute together when I came,” Valeria said proudly. “Tomorrow, will you go to the beach then? Maybe you can teach your sister how to ollie.”

“What do you say?” I asked Sabrina.

“I’m up for it,” she said with a cryptic wink. It was clear we had something else planned for tomorrow. My arousal didn’t get any better after our mother joined us, but I tried to restrain myself as well as possible. We sat and spoke about life till it was getting late. Even if Valeria had been gone for an entire day, she didn’t ask for a moment for herself. She wanted to spend time with us. It was one of her traits that I deeply admired about her.

Eventually, I found an excuse to go upstairs. The pain had become so unbearable, that I knew I had to masturbate one way or the other. I sat down in my chair, but when I was about to type in the website, I became stuck. I had access to my sister’s OnlyFans, and just when I thought about it, I felt a forbidden thrill unlike any other. I wondered how it would feel to masturbate to her, letting out those forbidden dreams. It felt incredibly good already as I considered it, and after ten minutes of debating myself, I didn’t do my testicle any favor. They started cramping up, and I quickly made a decision. I opened up Sabrina’s Playful & Pink and felt already relieved. I chose the freshest clip. The one where she masturbated with a dildo in the shower.

Standing up, I unzipped the zipper and freed my erection from its confines. Slumping down in my chair, I started stroking myself, my eyes narrowing on Sabrina, her breasts, her pink pussy, and the way she moaned. “Gosh,” I murmured to myself as I had never felt anything so intense in my life.

As my hand moved up and down, stroking my erection in rhythm with the scene unfolding before me, I found myself getting more and more aroused. My breathing grew heavier, and I could feel sweat breaking out on my forehead. Sabrina’s tight, pink pussy and the sight of her moaning as she pleasured herself seemed to ignite a flame within me, and all my inhibitions melted away.

It didn’t take many strokes for me to reach the peak, but when I did, I let out a moan that was probably louder than Sabrina’s. I shot ropes of cum over my waist all the while my eyes were fixed on Sabrina. I slowed down the stroking, milking the climax as it spilled over my fingers.

Catching my breath, I glanced at my waist which was covered in semen. The sight made me arch an eyebrow in surprise. I had never fired a load like that. I looked back at the clip of Sabrina masturbating. To my surprise, I didn’t feel any guilt. I wanted more.

“Knock, knock, you there?” Sabrina asked.

I jumped. “Hold on,” I said.

“Okay,” she said.

I sighed a breath of relief as she didn’t just storm in. I took three tissues and started wiping it off my waist, but it wasn’t enough. I took three more and tossed them in the bin.

“Kane, what’s taking so long?”

“A minute,” I said. I pulled my pants up and opened the door.

She tried to suppress her grin but didn’t do a good job at it. “What were you doing?”

“Nothing,” I said, though it didn’t sound very convincing.

“Yeah right … Can I come in?”

“Sure,” I said and let her step in.

“Mom’s taking a shower, so I guess we can talk,” she said.

I sat down next to her, and it felt so much better after I’d jacked off. I didn’t have to worry about hiding my erection any longer. “So, have you thought about what we talked about earlier … of shooting some scenes together?”

“You have to give me time,” I said.

“Okay,” she said. “Something tells me you’ve had enough time.”

“What makes you say that?”

“Were you masturbating to me?” she asked and held my gaze.

“No.”

“Why are you lying?” she asked and placed her hands on her hips. She glanced at the computer. “Because it seems like you forgot to close the tabs.”

I glanced at the computer and her masturbation clip was still playing, and my blush spread like wildfire. “I was just … preparing to edit your video.”

“That’s the finished clip you dork,” she said. “There’s cum on your keyboard, and I can smell it on your fingers.”

“Fine, I did,” I said and lowered my eyes. “But that was the first time.”

“How did it feel?” she asked, taking my hand, the same hand I had masturbated with.

“It felt quite good,” I admitted, and knew I was starting to develop feelings for her that I’d never felt before.

“I want to come clean too … I have also masturbated to you before.”

“When?”

“Years ago … I’ve always found you attractive, like my dream boyfriend, if that makes sense.”

“You’re brave for telling me,” I said.

“Do you feel the same?” she asked.

“I’m starting to,” I said and looked into her eyes. “I mean I’ve always found you attractive, but not in that way.”

“I see,” she said. “I always thought you were the adventurous kind.”

I laughed. “I am … But it’s not just the growing up part but also to show my dick online.”

“No one has to find out it’s you,” she said. “They’ll mostly see me anyway.”

“I get that part,” I said. “Let me sleep on it, okay?”

“Fine,” she said. “Have you edited the clips?”

“They’re finished,” I said. “I’ll send them to you afterward.”

“You’re the best,” she said and gave me a sideways hug. “A kiss …. On the lips?”

I glanced at her tempting lips, painted with strawberry pink lipstick. I leaned forward and pressed my lips to hers. It made my temperature spike and it was powerful enough to knock me out. We both pulled our heads back and smiled at each other.

“Sweet dreams,” she said.

“You too,” I said.

She jumped to her feet and went out of my bedroom.









Chapter 3









I
 was dreaming. And it wasn’t any kind of dream. It was a slideshow featuring my sister and me. How we used to play when we were younger and how we grew up. We were young and adventurous, traveling together and playing together. On a road trip across the country, we tented outside. She fumbled for my belt, saying it would be alright in her soothing voice. I kept glancing out the windows, making sure no one was watching, but in the end, I couldn’t resist her curiosity. She brought out my erection, and we exchanged glances. I yielded to her experienced hands and her wet, soft mouth.

It felt like slow motion as she swallowed my erection, gliding it to the back of her throat. I moaned softly, feeling her throat muscles contract around my sensitive head. I closed my eyes and heard her slobbering and slurping over my erection. She sucked so well, and in the end, I couldn’t hold anything back.

* * *

I snapped awake. I kept firing bullet after bullet, even hearing how the cum splashed against the sheets, soaking it thoroughly. My head slumped back, and I looked around. “It was just a wet dream,” I mumbled to myself. “God … I wish it was real,” I thought, wanting to throw away all the cultural norms. I hadn’t gotten a blowjob in weeks, but that dream felt different.

“Knock, knock, are you awake, sleepyhead?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said.

“Can I come in?” she asked.

“Sure,” I said. She opened the door. Wearing a skirt and a white top, she beamed at me.

“No, I wasn’t masturbating,” I told her.

She stifled a giggle. “I wasn’t going to ask that … When did you start to sleep so long?”

“How late is it?” I asked her.

“It’s like twelve,” she said.

“That’s not late,” I said.

“Maybe not for you, but it’s late when you’re working as a waitress,” she said. “Mom’s gone. I got some waffles from the nearby café.”

“You were there already?” I asked her.

“I woke up like two hours ago … Come on, I want to spend time with you,” she said.

“Give me a sec,” I said. She closed the door, and I was grateful for that wet dream. I had cum all over me that I had to clean. After cleaning myself, I crumpled the paper and threw it in the bin. I put on shorts and a shirt and hurried down the stairs. She sat outside on the terrace and waved at me. The table was already set with golden waffles covered in syrup and whipped cream.

I sat down next to her, and she filled my glass with orange juice. “Thanks,” I said.

She patted my back. “You’re welcome … These are so yummy.”

“They look fine to me,” I said.

She nudged me with her elbow and gave me a look as if I’d offended her. “What? They do look fine.”

“They’re divine
 ,” she said. “Have a bite.”

I sliced the waffle with a good amount of syrup and whipped cream. I had a taste, and it was delicious. “So?” she asked.

“It’s divine,” I said and took another bite.

“Told you,” she said as we kept eating.

While we ate, I noticed she looked more excited than usual. “What’s going on?” I asked her.

“I have a surprise,” she said and held up her finger. She brought out her tablet and tapped around. Then she showed me a shampoo clip on Reddit and the comments. “They loved it.”

“We nailed it,” I said. I read the comments, and all of them agreed that Sabrina was a gem.

“I gained like forty new fans … I’ve never gotten so many in a day,” she said.

“I’m optimistic about this too,” I said.

“You have some great ideas I haven’t even thought about … But I’m sure they want to see a dick more.”

“So do I,” I admitted.

“So, are you down for it?” she asked me.

I turned into a coward again. “Can we talk about it later?”

“What later?” she asked, giving me a disappointed look. “You had all night.”

“Come on, twenty-four hours ago, I didn’t even know you were doing this,” I told her.

“Fine,” she said. “Do you have any ideas for photos?”

I took another bite of the waffle. “Let’s brainstorm together after we’ve eaten.”

She smiled, looking relieved. “Deal.”

After we finished, we cleared the table. We slumped down together on the outdoor sofa, hip to hip. We had the tablet in front of us and took notes. It felt extra naughty and special doing this with her.

She tapped her finger on her chin. “Do you have any ideas?”

“I’m thinking,” I said, looking at her and then the grass. “I love outdoor stuff. But we have to make sure that it’s a part of our property.”

“I know,” she said. “Ugh, I hate censorship.”

“We all do,” I said and agreed fully with her.

“What porn is your favorite?” she asked curiously.

“I like HD and outdoor stuff … The more natural the better, but that’s just my opinion. People have different tastes obviously. And you?”

She looked at me and her cheeks pinked suddenly. “I like stepsister stepbrother videos … especially the ones where they just call each other brother and sister.”

“I have watched a lot of step porn too,” I admitted.

“What’s your favorite, mom or sis?”

“I’ve watched both categories equally.”

“Do you think Mom is pretty?”

“Of course I do.”

“Pretty in what way?”

“Pretty as in pretty,” I told her. “I think we’re going off track here.”

She looked at the lawn. “Do you think they’ll give us a strike for filming on our lawn? It’s our property, after all.”

“Hardly,” I said. “It’s not outdoor stuff they’re against but public property. When I did some research, I read about someone just naming everything their backyard, and she hadn’t caught heat from them.”

She chuckled. “The Grand Canyon is my backyard.”

“That will be a bit difficult to prove,” I said. “But it should be safe here.”

“Something on the grass. It feels just nice being nude outside,” she said.

“It is liberating,” I said and suddenly there was a lightbulb over my head. “Do you know what, I got it. Since you’re already wearing a skirt, instead of taking it off, you can masturbate while wearing it. That will be insanely hot.”

“I like the sound of that,” she said.

“And you shouldn’t wear any panties,” I told her.

She gave me a mischievous grin. “Lift the skirt.”

I looked at her and slowly lifted it, inch for inch, till I saw her glistening slit. She was going commando, and she tried to stifle a chuckle. “You’re well prepared.”

“Dildos or fingers?”

“We can do both,” I said.

“Okay, fix the camera and I’ll get my stash.” We went up the stairs and gathered our equipment. I got the camera ready and chose the lens for outdoor filming. I went downstairs as she came with two of her sex toys.

She looked around the hedges, making sure no one could see us. “The coast is clear,” she said. “I can’t see anyone.”

“Our neighbors to the left are on vacation and the other couple is working,” I said. “You can be as loud as you want.”

“No moaning, no climax,” she said.

“First, let’s get a few photos by the flowers. Just act like you’re doing some gardening.”

“Alright,” she said. She started toward our mother’s flowers and stood bent at the waist, pretending to smell them. While she leaned over, I could fully see her gorgeous butt. I snapped several photos as she flashed her rear toward the camera, wiggling her ass. Despite the wet dream, I popped wood instantly, my cock was about to break past the zipper. I wanted to grab her hips and thrust into her. She was like a forbidden fruit.

“Bend over a bit more, show me that arch in the back,” I told her.

She did exactly what I told her, arching her back forward. “Better?”

“Amazing,” I said. “Spread your legs a little bit … Nice.”

“How about you stick a rose in my ass?” she asked, twisting her neck.

I blinked at her. “Sure, as long as the stem won’t be too long.”

She stifled a chuckle. “I already thought of that one.” She broke off the stem of a rose so it was only an inch long. She made sure to lick it with her tongue. She handed it to me. “Slowly.”

“I wasn’t going to ram it in you,” I said. I put the camera on the grass. She bent over and held onto a nearby tree. I reached her left ass cheek, which was warm and soft. I slowly spread them, revealing her rosebud. I was a bit clumsy and struggled to insert it.

“Use your thumb and index finger to spread the hole,” she helped me.

“There we go,” I said, spreading her puckered hole a bit. I slid in the stem and slowly let go of her. “Damn, that’s sexy.”

“I told you,” she said happily.

I quickly grabbed the camera and snapped several photos. “How does it feel to have it in your ass?”

“I barely feel anything,” she said. “I can stick an entire dildo in there.”

My cock twitched, and I felt a stabbing pain in both of my testicles. “Do you want to see?”

She stood next to me, and her smile widened for every photo. She pressed her lips to my cheeks. “It’s so much more fun to work together on something than alone.”

“I agree,” I said. “We should save the rose for your pussy as well.”

She backed her ass against my crotch. “Pull it out.”

I spread her beautiful ass cheeks and slowly pulled the rose out. “There we go,” I said and put it on the grass. “For the filming, start with the water can, spill on your clothes, take off your top and then water the flowers and show your ass.”

“Sure … But after that I want to masturbate.”

“Sure thing,” I said and couldn’t wait.

She filled the water can with water and spilled some on her clothes. “Whoops,” she said. She pulled the top over her head and unhooked the hooks of her bra, freeing her teardrops. She went to the flowers, her tits jiggling. She leaned over and watered the roses. I went closer to her behind, so the camera could see her peach. I reached to her ass, spreading her cheeks a little, and she turned around, giggling.

“That’s perfect,” I said.

“You don’t think it should be longer?”

“Nah, it’s short and sweet, perfect for a teaser,” I said.

She draped her arm over my shoulder and we watched it together. She accidentally touched my bulge, and unlike Valeria, she gave me a look.

“Does it excite you?” she asked.

“You felt it yourself,” I told her.

“You can open up to me,” she said, twirling her hair on her finger.

“You know you’re hot,” I told her.

“I just want to hear you say it,” she said in a husky voice, placing her hands on my shoulders. “It makes one hell of a difference.”

“I already told you once,” I said. I found it difficult to concentrate as my eyes kept trailing down to her breasts.

She gave her titties a gentle lift, making me grin. “Do you want to polish the pearl or?”

“Polish the pearl … that’s a good one. My favorite is petting the kitty.”

She descended onto the grass and spread her legs. I handed her the rose. “Let’s take some photos with the rose.”

Smiling, she gently inserted the rose into her slit. She looked magical as she leaned back. I snapped several photos of her. My arousal came at me in full swing, and I hadn’t felt so horny in my life. She spread her legs, spreading her flowery scent. I shifted a little where I sat, trying to find the best photos while at the same time dealing with a sudden, unpredictable pain.

“Are you alright?” she asked me in a worried tone.

“I’m fine,” I said, but she looked at me suspiciously.

“Okay … it looks like you’re trying to hold something in.”

I waved my hand dismissively. “Where’s your dildos?”

“On the sofa,” she said.

“I’ll fetch them for you,” I said. I rose and tried to move my erection aside. I was surprised by the hardness, and there were already several drops of precum sliding down the shaft. I grabbed her dildo and gave it to her. “I’ll start filming you, deepthroat it, stick it inside and then deepthroat it again.”

She grinned. “That’s my favorite,” she said and unplugged the rose. She leaned forward, making me come face to face with her rack. Being so full of life and ideas, she slid it behind my ear. “There you go.”

“Thanks,” I said.

She reached for the dildo and deepthroated it. I filmed her and drank her in at the same time, mesmerized by the way the dildo disappeared down her throat. She moaned around it, the sound making my arousal grow even more intense. When she pulled it back out, I could see that it was glistening with saliva.

“I’m so horny,” she said to the camera, her voice husky.

I nodded, still unable to speak. My excitement was bordering on the unbearable, but I wanted to watch her, to see her pleasure. I watched as she removed the dildo from her mouth and slid it between her legs. She moaned loudly as she thrust it in and out, her eyes closed in pleasure. Her breasts heaved with each movement, and her eyes fluttered open to catch my gaze. A sultry smile spread across her face, the dildo glistening with her wetness.

I captured the scene of her playing with the dildo. It looked so artistic amid the emerald grass and the sun lighting up her hair. A couple of butterflies fluttered past her, and I made sure to snap a photo when one landed right on her boob.

She spread her legs wide open, and I crawled closer to her honeypot. Her sexy slit just kept lubricating as the dildo kept disappearing inside her.

“Okay, sis, we can take a break,” I told her. I had to put the camera down to wipe the sweat from my brow. My erection was throbbing, and the pre-cum was dripping even more now, making my shorts wet.

She looked at me, still panting from her pleasurable moments with the dildo. I sat down next to her, and I showed her the photos and the flicks. “Wow,” she said. “It looks so pretty outdoors.”

“I agree,” I said. “You look like a gem.”

“Do you know what I’m feeling when I see this?” she asked.

“Tell me,” I said and leaned against her shoulder.

“Just take a trip somewhere,” she said. “We could have so much fun together.”

“What stops us?” I asked her, looking her in the eyes. “You aren’t a lazy pot smoker, so our plans can actually be realized.”

She chuckled. “You’re forgetting one thing. I am broke.”

“You haven’t managed to save anything?”

She shook her head. “Christy also owes me money,” she said with a sigh.

“Oh,” I said. “You have my sympathy. Dan borrowed money he never paid back either.”

“It wasn’t weed money though. We’re talking eight grand.”

I frowned. “What the hell did she need that kind of money for?”

“A boob job.”

“Why did you pay her?”

“We were friends then … or I thought we were. We can all make mistakes,” she said. “I’ve learned my lesson.”

I patted her shoulder. “I don’t judge you … You know what, we will
 succeed. In the coming months, eight grand will be pocket change.”

“I love your confidence,” she said and leaned her head against my shoulder.

“We have something special going on, and you know it.”

“I feel it,” she said and reached my erection, slowly rubbing the head with her thumb. I winced suddenly. There was something in my testicles that wanted to get out. She took my hand. “What’s the matter with you?”

“I think it’s something to do with a skateboard accident … I’m fine.”

“I’m just telling you now, no jokes or anything, I don’t appreciate when you’re holding something in like that. I’m your sister, and I can’t stand seeing you in pain.”

“It’s just something near my leg. It will probably be over soon,” I told her.

“Fine,” she said with an eye roll, but I could tell she didn’t appreciate it.

“Are you ready to pet your kitty?” I asked her and tried to move the conversation to something else.

“I am,” she said. She spread her legs again. I helped her move the skirt up to her thighs, and I also spread her blonde hair in front of her. I gave her a thumbs-up when I had the camera ready.

She licked her fingers, preparing them to enter her womanhood. She suddenly stopped though and flitted her eyes to mine. “Can you please take your shirt off?”

I blinked at her. “Why?”

“It will help me to get off … Don’t give me that look. I do find you attractive.”

“I masturbated to you yesterday, so that’s fair,” I said and pulled the shirt off. It was about time since it was starting to get hot.

She reached out and touched my chest, her fingers grazing my nipples. “Nice … That sure will help,” she said in a husky voice. She went back into position, and I reached for the camera. I felt a thrill unlike any other as her fingers glided down her chest and to her intimate region. She reached her slit and rubbed her finger back and forth her forbidden womanhood.

She began to moan softly, her eyes closed in pleasure. Through the camera, my eyes locked onto her every movement, my cock hardening with every stroke of her fingers. I had a front-row seat to witness her arousal, and it only fueled my own. I had to remind myself to focus on the task at hand, to capture this moment.

She flitted her eyes to the camera. “Oh, I’m so horny,” she said with a giggle. She started raising her pelvis, making her springy beautiful boobs jiggle. My gaze softened as I admired her chest. She truly had one of the most beautiful teardrops I’d ever seen, with a mesmerizing cleavage on top of it, tight enough to catch a needle and warm enough to be wrapped around my cock.

Sinking her teeth into her lips, she slid a finger in and out, so wet it glistened, and my cock just felt so painfully hard that I was about to drop the camera. I started shivering, so I struggled to keep the camera still, knowing it would ruin the perfect shot.

“Oh,” she moaned as she thrust her fingers into her while polishing the pearl on top. “Almost there.”

I continued filming as her breath quickened and her movements became more frantic. The sun beat down on us, casting a golden glow over her glistening skin. Her moans filled the air, a sound of pleasure that mingled with the rustling of leaves in the gentle breeze.

I could feel the heat between us, a heady mix of desire and taboo. Watching her pleasure herself stirred something primal within me. I wanted to reach out and touch her, to feel the slickness of her arousal beneath my fingers. I wanted to part her pussy lips the way she did it, lick all the juices till she squirmed.

As she arched her back in ecstasy, I could see the tension building in her body, coiling tighter and tighter. The breeze carried her arousal around us, a sweet, musky scent that lingered in the air.

She released an earth-shattering moan. She climaxed and reached the big O, moaning to the sky. At the peak of her moan, she quivered and let out a pink squirt. It spilled over her hand and grass.

I felt sweat prickling my neck and dribbling down the sides of my head, and now it felt like two knots were tightening so tight in my testicles that they were about to burst. I squeezed my eyes shut and rolled to the side, dropping the camera.

“Kane, gosh, what’s wrong with you!” she said and broke her horny character immediately. She rolled me over with her sticky fingers while I squirmed in pain, shaking me. “Kane!”

“I hear you,” I said. “Help me up.” I reached her my hand, and she helped me pull to my feet.

I hunched over, clutching my nether region in pain, as I made my way towards the sofa. With a heavy sigh, I plopped down onto the cushions and closed my eyes.

“Is it blue balls?” she asked and shook my shoulders.

“It could be,” I said.

“Mom’s right, you’re stubborn as hell … You don’t leave me with any choice.” She dropped to her knees. Acting swiftly, she unbuckled the belt and unzipped the zipper.

“What are you doing?”

“I can’t watch you in pain. If it is your balls, let me relieve you,” she said.

“Fine,” I yielded. I felt a pain unlike any other, so I couldn’t resist her. After seeing her masturbating nude, I wanted this too, but it felt so taboo. I looked around and started getting paranoid that someone would catch us.

“Relax,” she said in a gentle tone, patting my thigh. She was quick and experienced. I rose a little, so she could pull down my shorts and then my underwear till they fell to my ankles. I sat back down, and she brought out my erection.

Her eyes widened as she studied it. “Good lord,” she said and stifled a chuckle. “You’re fucking big.”

“I’ve heard that one before,” I told her. Suddenly, as my manhood was in her hands, the pain subsided. I couldn’t explain, but I knew the remedy was close. I watched as it unfolded in slow motion. Sabrina wrapped her hands around my manhood, preparing to relieve me from this pain.

“Do you want me to be quick, or are you feeling better?”

“I feel a bit better,” I said.

“I’ll just lick it and then I’ll suck you,” she said with a gentle smile, reminding me of how much she loved me.

“Okay,” I said.

She stuck her tongue out and licked the precum. When her tongue hit my shaft, I shivered with pleasure. It was just a gentle touch, but it felt so intense. She slid her tongue up and down before pausing at the head. She swirled her tongue around and stroked me with her soft hand. She flitted her eyes to mine, and no words were needed. She opened her mouth and engulfed the tip, making eye contact all the way. I sighed in relief, seeing the forbidden scene of her mouth covering my cock.

As she continued, our eyes locked, and I could feel the taboo of the act mixing with the desire, creating an even more potent blend. Her head bobbed up and down, her mouth moving in perfect rhythm with her hands. The sensation was both pleasurable and overwhelming, an intense mix of desire and forbidden passion.

I reached down and ran my fingers through her blonde hair, feeling the soft strands tangling around my fingers. Our bodies were now so close as we shared this taboo moment. The sight of my sister releasing me from my pain was too much to bear, and I could feel the waves of ecstasy building up within me.

Cupping her neck, I knew I couldn’t last much longer. As the intense pleasure continued, I shuddered and groaned, struggling to control myself. Sabrina continued her pace, never breaking eye contact or slowing down.

“I-I’m gonna cum,” I panted, my body tensing up as the pleasure peaked. Sabrina smiled up at me, her eyes filled with understanding and love.

Just when I thought I couldn’t take it anymore, she sucked harder and increased her strokes. She knew what I needed, and it drove me over the edge.

I let out a powerful groan as I came, my body shaking uncontrollably. Her lips tightened around my shaft as I flooded her mouth with my rich cum. I let out a long, steady moan as my cock twitched in her forbidden mouth. She didn’t come off me, still sucking and stroking until every last drop fell down her gullet. Finally, she released me, her smile wider now.

I collapsed back onto the sofa, panting heavily. I didn’t know what to say or feel. It was an intense mix of pleasure, guilt, and arousal that left me feeling overjoyed. Sabrina continued to stroke me gently, her eyes filled with concern and sympathy.

“Are you okay?” she asked in a low voice.

I raked my fingers through her hair. “Yeah … I feel a thousand times better.”

“It warms my heart to see you pleased,” she said, stroking my thigh as my cock softened in front of her. “No more pain?”

“No,” I said, shaking my head.

“So, that wasn’t so bad was it?”

“That was the best orgasm of my life,” I pointed out.

“You deserved it,” she said with a chuckle. She pulled up my underwear and shorts, buckling the belt for me. “You’re sweaty.”

“I can take a shower,” I said and wiped my forehead. “We might as well take a break.”

“How about some bathroom pics and then we can take a shared shower?” she asked.

“My sweat won’t bother you?”

She shook her head. “You’re my brother, so I don’t care. As long as you aren’t too numbed from that blowjob.”

“No, it’s fine,” I said. As I fantasized about lathering her in soap, it stirred my cock back to life.

“So, have you thought about being more involved … I think my fans will like your penis. I can blow you anytime you want, and we can have so much hot sex together.”

“Yes, let’s do this,” I said.

She wrapped her arms around me, mashing her tits against my chest. “You’re the best.”

“No … You are,” I said while palming her ass.

She pressed her lips to my cheek. “You sure you weren’t masturbating when you woke up?”

“I wasn’t,” I said truthfully. “I woke up from a wet dream though.”

“Oh, I love wet dreams,” she said. “Who did you get off to?”

“It was you,” I said. “We took a trip across the country and you gave me a head in the middle of our adventure. It felt amazing, but I wished it was real, like now.”

“The real deal is always the best though.”

“Without a doubt,” I said.

We spent a moment looking at the footage before we decided to go upstairs and shoot some bathroom pics and also take the shared shower. I looked forward to both. She took my hand, and we went upstairs. I looked around the bathroom, trying to come up with some ideas. After she’d moved in, the bathroom was so clean and smelled like a garden of roses. The pink towels and soaps added a new color to it. “What have you done here?” I asked her.

“I have just added some perfume, pink towels and new soaps,” she said. “Do you like it?”

“Yeah,” I said and looked around. “It isn’t bad.”

“You look intoxicated,” she said, her eyes sweeping over me.

“You just gave me a magical head,” I told her with a laugh.

“Do you know what feels better,” she said and rubbed herself some more. “This right here.”

I gave her a look. “I can imagine,” I said. “But Sabrina, seriously, we have to be quiet about this.”

“Hey, I don’t stand with a speaker shouting that I just sucked you off.”

“I’m just saying,” I said.

“Alright, what’s the plan before we jump into the shower?”

“Let’s just do something quick … I really want to shower with you.”

“It will be just like when we were young but with a catch. We’re endowed with lust.”

“I like the sound of that,” I said.

“I’m not making you hard again?” she asked with a worried tone.

“Not yet,” I said with a wink.

“You will be,” she said with a wink. The photo shoot went quickly, but it sure has hell turned me on again. She held onto the sink and flashed her ass. I told her to spread her cheeks which she gladly did. Another, she sat on top of the sink and spread her legs, her pussy moistening right before my eyes.

I gave her the shaver and she pretended to shave herself. Everything she did added another inch to my hardening cock.

“By the way, next time I shave, can you shave me?” she asked.

“Of course,” I said. “If you shave me.”

“Deal … Come to think of it, I owe you a haircut.”

I remembered she’d mentioned it earlier. “Now?” I asked her.

“After the shower, I’ll blow dry your hair and cut it for you.”

“Sure,” I said. “But nothing too short.”

“I promise you’ll look good,” she swore.

“Fine … By the way, it would look sexy if you stuck the end of the shaver into your slit.”

She flitted her eyes to mine and turned it around, slowly pushing it inside her pussy. “Like this?”

I nodded and took the camera, snapping several photos of her. “Alright, should we hop in?” I asked her.

She nodded and jumped down from the sink. I put the camera aside and undressed, my cock snapped back as I took off my underwear, bobbing up and down.

“Are you always that horny?” she asked me and stifled a giggle. “I just blew you.”

“You have a special effect on me,” I said as we stepped into the shower together.

“You have the same effect on me,” she said with a wink. She turned on the shower and felt the temperature with her hand. “Is that alright?”

“Sure,” I said and wasn’t that picky when it came to temperature. The steam rose from the tiles, and there was just enough space for both of us.

We stood under the hot water, washing ourselves, but our gaze never left each other’s. We touched each other gently, exploring each other’s bodies as the water rained down on us.

I couldn’t help but run my fingers through her wet hair and pull her close to me. She leaned in for a kiss, and we shared a passionate moment.

“What’s your hair routine?” she asked, pulling her head back from that little kiss.

I wanted to tongue-kiss her badly. “Just soap or shampoo, I guess.”

“Typical guy answers,” she said. “Can you help me with conditioner after I shampoo my hair? Then I can help you.”

“Sure,” I said and stepped back to watch her.

She slowly reached for the shampoo bottle and lathered up her hair, running her hands through it gently. I couldn’t help but admire the way her wet hair draped over her shoulders, providing a sensual scene to our intimate moment.

As she rinsed the shampoo out, I reached for the conditioner and began to massage it into her hair, my fingers lightly skimming her scalp as I did so.

“Is that okay?”

“Uh-huh.”

I carefully rinsed out the conditioner, watching the water wash away the suds from her hair, revealing her clean locks now slick with water. Her eyes locked with mine, and I could see the desire building between us. My erection kept bumping into her thighs, making her grin widen.

She turned around, beaming as the water streamed down her pretty face. “Let me do yours.”

“Sure,” I said.

Her hands reached for the shampoo bottle. She lathered up her hands and gently massaged my scalp, our bodies pressing against each other under the warm water.

“Just like that,” I murmured, my eyes drifting closed for a moment. It felt orgasmic to have her fingertips near my scalp.

The shampoo slowly washed away, leaving my hair slick and clean. She skillfully rinsed it out, her hands running through my hair with care. As the water cascaded down my back, I just became more turned on, sharing this naughty shower with my sister.

“No blue balls?” she asked me.

“Not quite,” I said.

“But you’re definitely horny.”

“Yeah, you look like a goddess inside here,” I said, trying to wave the steam away that enveloped her beautiful body.

“Do you want to come on me?” she asked flirtatiously.

“That will be nice,” I said without hesitation.

She stood in front of me, her tits warm and soaked. She curled her hands around my cock, looking me in the eyes as she started stroking me. “Don’t be a shy boy now, touch my breasts.”

I reached for her tits, sinking my fingers into them with a loud groan.

“You like my tits?” she asked, her hand still gripping my hard cock.

“Oh, yeah,” I groaned, my eyes never leaving her perfect breasts.

She brought her hand away and began to pump me faster. “I love it when you fondle my breasts,” she said and continuously stroked.

“Ah, sis, keep going,” I said. My hands trailed lower and I cupped her pussy, massaging her lips. “Hmm, Sabrina.”

“Yeah?” she said.

“That’s so nice,” I said as her hand kept working up and down my cock. Her forbidden hands felt so damn good and thrilling.

“Where do you want to finish?” she asked in a husky voice.

“Your ass would be nice,” I said.

“This will be a bit clumsy, but I should manage,” she said. She turned around and reached me from behind, keeping my cock poised at her butt cheeks.

“You’re doing well,” I said, my hips bucking as Sabrina’s hand continued to pump my cock. She applied more pressure to my shaft, and I gripped her waist tightly, feeling my climax steadily approaching.

“I’m going to cum,” I warned, my eyes fixated on her wet body.

“Come on your sister,” she purred, her hand speeding up.

And then it happened. My orgasm washed over me, and I moaned loudly as my cock twitched between her fingers. Spurt after spurt of my cum covered her ass, a sight that drove me wild.

As my erection started to soften, I sighed in relief. “You’re the best, Sabrina,” I said, leaning back as she kept milking me.

“Better than the blowjob?” she asked me, twisting her neck.

“Best handjob I’ve gotten,” I said. “But a head feels better.”

She let go of me and beamed. She wrapped her arms around my neck, pressing her waist to my softening cock. She didn’t give me any warning, she pressed her lips to mine but this time she snaked her tongue inside, and we didn’t break the kiss. Instead, I cupped her cum-covered ass, exploring her curves as we deepened the passionate kiss. I had never kissed my sister so lovingly, but there was passion and warmth.

She came off my lips, and we looked each other in the eyes. It was clear to us that we both had feelings for each other that went a bit deeper than brother and sister.

“You’re an adventurous girl,” I whispered against her lips, pulling back slightly to gaze into her deep blue eyes.

“I like to live on the edge,” she smirked, her teasing words matching her naughty behavior. “I just felt the need to tongue kiss you.”

“I wanted to do so earlier,” I said.

“Better late than never,” she said. “Is there still cum on my ass?”

“I’ll wash it off,” I said. I rubbed and scrubbed her ass till it was glistening clean. “So, sparkling clean.”

She turned off the shower, and we dried each other. She dried my hair a bit more and pulled out the shower chair.

“It was here it all started,” I said and knew that chair would be special forever.

“Yeah, bathroom pics are the best,” she said with a giggle.

I sat down, and she reached for the blow dryer and started drying my hair. As she moved around, her boobs kept jiggling, and my eyes were glued on them throughout the entire time.

When my hair was dry, she secured a barber cape around my neck. “Okay, little brother, time for a haircut,” she said, grinning from ear to ear. She grabbed the hair scissors and carefully began to trim my hair. She was confident and in control, but I didn’t pay much attention to my hair but rather her gorgeous body.

When she finished, she blew dry my hair till my hair was thick and lustrous. “Ta-da! What do you think?”

I looked at my new haircut. It was exactly shoulder-length, but I didn’t see much of a difference. “It looks alright.”

“Come on,” she said eagerly. “You look super sexy.”

“It was only a couple of inches shorter.”

“And it makes one hell of a difference,” she swore.

We suddenly heard Valeria open the door. “Sabrina, Kane?”

“We’re upstairs,” Sabrina said.

I gave her a look.

“What?” she said.

“Don’t make her come up—we’re both nude for heaven’s sake,” I told her in a hushed voice.

“Okay, can you come down? I want to see you two,” Valeria called for us.

“A second,” Sabrina said.

We rose to our feet, but I lingered behind. Sabrina opened the bathroom door and peeked down the stairs. She turned to me, signaling that the coast was clear. She snuck into her bedroom, and I went into mine. I put on some fresh clothes, descended the stairs and met Valeria. Dressed in a knee-length flowery summer dress, she beamed upon seeing me. “Wow, look at you,” Valeria said and raked her fingers through my hair. “Was it your sister?”

“Yeah, she just cut it,” I said. “I don’t see much of a difference though.”

“That’s one big difference,” Valeria said as Sabrina descended the stairs.

“I just cut his hair,” she said proudly.

“I can see that,” Valeria said. “Except for being his hairdresser, what have you been up to?”

We exchanged glances. We’d been up to a lot. She’d sucked me off and given me a handjob a couple of minutes ago, but we couldn’t tell her. “Just some fun,” Sabrina said cryptically.

“We played some games,” I added.

Valeria just nodded. “That’s lovely.”

“I’ll start on the dinner and then we can eat together,” she said.

“Fine … Sabrina, I might need to edit some videos,” I told her.

“That’s okay, I might help Mom with dinner if you need help,” Sabrina said.

Valeria patted her daughter’s back. “There’s nothing that means as much to me as spending time with you two.”

I ascended the stairs. I wasn’t sure if I was getting paranoid but it seemed like Valeria was getting suspicious. I uploaded all the clips we’d filmed today and went straight to work.

* * *

It was getting late, and I was sitting in my bedroom, trying to finish editing the clips. A couple of hours ago, we ate some homemade pizza and chatted for a little bit. Valeria had become happier ever since Sabrina had returned. I believed most parents just wanted their children to move out, but our mother was a bit different, a bit sweeter than the average mom.

In addition to editing the clips, I’d also done more research about advertisements. It wasn’t as simple as just filming and shooting nudes. There was a lot more to it since the market was currently oversaturated with sex workers.

As I read the comments, there were several of them asking for more actions. I knew Sabrina was down for another blow job.

I took a moment to think about it. The way she’d sucked me. It wasn’t just a quick, filthy job—She’d put so much love and effort into it, stroking my thigh and making sure I was alright. My ex had never sucked me like that. Then it was the handjob in the shower where I spray painted her ass white, and also, the passionate kiss. She was my sister, but despite it being taboo, it felt so damn good to be intimate with her. It felt intense and the orgasms were so much stronger, but I wondered how sex would feel, to cum inside her beautiful pussy. I didn’t suppress anything in my mind. Times had changed, and I really wanted it.

Someone knocked on the door and burst my dream bubble.

“Psst! It’s Sabrina,” she said. “Are you awake?”

“Yeah,” I said, turning around in my computer chair. She opened the door and stepped in, wearing a nightgown without a bra and probably without panties, judging by the sweet fragrance that came from between her legs.

“Mom’s showering. What are you up to?” she asked and massaged my shoulders.

“I’m editing our videos,” I told her, purring as her hands worked the tight knots in my shoulders.

“I think if you can upload the advertisements and snippets, I can take care of the videos on OnlyFans.”

“Sure,” I said, and I looked at her. “Was that all?”

“No,” she said and her lips slid into a grin. “I was wondering if you can do me a favor.”

I took her hand and kissed it. “For the blowjob and handjob, I’ll do anything for you.”

“Can you lick my kitty? I became quite turned on today too, and I sleep better after I climax,” she said.

I nodded. Ever since I’d seen her pussy, I’d wanted to lick her. I only had one concern. “What about Valeria? You were quite loud during all your other peaks.”

“You can put a gag in my mouth,” she said.

“I don’t want to do that … That’s not my kink.”

“I was just joking. I don’t even have one,” she said. “It will be quick, and Mom can sometimes shower for like half an hour.”

“Fine,” I said, my mouth salivating just by the thought. It felt like my duty after what she’d given me. “In your bed?”

She nodded eagerly, taking my hand and lifting me to my feet. I followed her inside. Everything inside her bedroom was neat, and it smelled so rosy and sweet. “Even the bed is wrinkle-free,” I said.

“Not any longer,” she said. “It’s time to get filthy.” She pushed the sheets aside and hopped into bed, slumping down onto the pillow. I came crawling between her legs, and we looked each other in the eyes for a moment and giggled.

“I’m just thrilled,” I admitted.

“So am I,” she said. “But seriously hurry up before Mom finishes.”

I listened and could hear our mother hum a melody from her bathroom. I rolled her nightgown up till I gained access to her pussy, my lips softened in a smile as I rubbed it around. She was already glistening wet, and my lips slid into a smile. I leaned forward and laid my tongue flat on her womanhood, stroking her till she moaned.

“That’s it,” she said.

I started on the bottom of her butterfly and licked up to her clit again. I spread her legs and latched my mouth onto her peach, sliding in my tongue as deep as I could. I felt the same thrill as earlier.

Her moans grew more eager, and her hips bucked beneath me, her breaths becoming more ragged. My tongue danced eagerly, exploring every inch of her. I could tell she was soon about to climax. I began to tease her with my tongue, swirling around her clit and dipping into her.

I came off her pussy. “Not so loud,” I told her in a hushed voice.

“Sorry,” she said with blushing cheeks.

I kissed her thighs and toward her pussy. “It’s okay,” I whispered, gently pushing her legs apart. “We’ll have to be quick, like you said.”

She nodded, her eyes gleaming with excitement. I licked my lips, tasting her sweet nectar, and leaned back in. This was the chance to explore every inch of her, to please her just as she had pleased me.

My tongue returned to her most sensitive area, flicking her clit in circles before returning to tease her entrance. Her hips bucked again, and her hands squeezed my shoulders, pleading for more. Her moans grew louder, and she gripped the sheets tightly.

I knew I had to finish her off quickly, as our mother could finish the shower at any moment. My tongue slid inside her, caressing her walls as she rocked her hips against me, desperate for more.

I licked harder, faster, yearning to bring her to climax. Her moans, though still quiet, were becoming slightly louder. “Almost there,” she said as her pussy juices flowed like a river.

Her words prompted me to take action. Finally, I felt the tension in her release, and she shuddered beneath me. She let out a moan which she couldn’t stifle, her chest heaving as she rode out the waves of pleasure.

I could feel the wetness on my face. I’d licked her so much that it had spilled all over me. I loved the taste of her, the sweet nectar that flowed from her pussy.

“Was I too loud?” she asked, her cheeks flushed with passion.

We held our breaths right in the moment our mother turned off the water. “I don’t think so,” I said truthfully.

“I… I don’t know what came over,” she said and looked at me, spreading her lips. “Who taught you to lick a girl like that?”

“My ex loved oral sex,” I said with a wink.

“Oh, well, I think I know what I’ll be getting next time,” she said, her eyes sparkling with desire.

“Sure, but I should get going,” I told her and patted her leg.

“A nighty night kiss,” she said.

I pressed my lips to hers. “Good night, sis.”

“Good night, bro,” she said as I returned to my bedroom with her taste on my tongue and nectar on my face.





Chapter 4









“
 A
 h, Lusty, keep going,” I said. Sabrina and I were in the bedroom, and Lusty was now her porn name. She had her tits wrapped around my cock, and I filmed as she kept stroking me with her beautiful breasts.

A week ago, she’d given me her first blow job. We’d been working nonstop ever since. Unfortunately, she was on her weekend, so I hadn’t been able to shoot more masturbation pics with her, but we’d taken plenty of nudes and filmed plenty of blowjob scenes. We’d also filmed scenes in the shower where I came all over her ass again.

We currently had six hundred fans. If all those fans stuck around, we would be making six thousand a month. Sabrina had been surprised by the spike, but I wasn’t. I had told her it was mostly because of our hard work.

I held the camera still, watching through the lens as her oiled-up tits kept rubbing my cock. My hips started bucking, signaling that my climax was right around the corner.

“Feed me your delicious cum,” she said, licking her lips.

Groaning, I reached the peak, spraying it over her neck and cleavage. She let go off her tits, grabbed my cock and covered her breasts with my buttermilk. I captured everything, getting better at holding the camera steady when she made me climax.

She took my cock in her mouth, sucking while giving the camera as much eye contact as possible.

She came off with a smack, letting my cock flop against my thigh.

“Ah, yeah,” I said and groaned in relief. I let go of the camera, and it fell beside us on the bed.

“Did you like that?” she asked me, stroking my thighs.

“Your tits are amazing,” I said and found it difficult to look in her eyes when they were right in front of me.

“I’m not going to bug you with my tits any longer.” As usual, she plopped down next to me, and we watched the clips together. It felt so good to work with her. It just felt special and more intimate.

“Wow, my breasts look so much better with oil,” she said.

“They’re amazing either way,” I said and reached for a tit, squeezing it till she giggled.

“Here comes the cumshot,” she said, and we watched as I fired over her neck and breasts. She glanced down and scooped some up with her finger, sucking on it. “Hmm, my brother’s cum.”

I laughed and reached for a towel. “Let me clean you, so we can hug.” I cleaned up the mess on her. She pecked my cheek and gave me a hug.

“Should we check the fans count?”

“Sure,” I said.

She reached for her phone and logged onto OnlyFans. Her eyes widened, and she showed me the numbers. “Wow, seven hundred fans …. I can’t believe it,” she said.

“Huh,” I said and narrowed my eyes on the screen. “It was six hundred yesterday.”

She clapped her hands. “We’re going to become millionaires.”

We were sure heading in the right direction. I draped my arm over her shoulder. “If we continue like this then yeah, we will.”

“You’re really smart to be nineteen,” she said. “I’m envious of you.”

“You’re smart too,” I told her.

“But you’re smarter,” she said. “I knew more than you about this from the start, but now after a week, it feels like you know more than me. All your ideas about advertising on as many sites as possible have been pure genius. I didn’t think I’d ever make it past 4k a month.”

“You have to think outside the box,” I told her. “We can’t be doing what everyone else is doing, or else we won’t be noticed. But, it was your idea to get me involved. I think that’s what’s truly been sparking the enthusiasm.”

“That was a no-brainer,” she said. “Not many of those girls have a guy they can trust …”

I couldn’t be more grateful to have grown up with her, and I couldn’t imagine a life without her. Her phone lit up, and she peered at the screen.

“Oh, it’s from Tiffany,” she said. “She just got back from a flight. She’s down for lunch.”

Her friend Tiffany was working as a flight attendant. At the age of nineteen, not many airlines accepted her, but she had landed the job because of her looks and her strong focus on customer service. She was also a team player and easy to work with.

“I haven’t seen her in a while,” I said as images of her rare red hair flashed by.

“It’s because you were busy skating earlier,” she pointed out.

“Let’s catch up with her.”

Sabrina beamed and wrote back to her quickly. “She asks if you’re still skating. I think she’s been having an eye on you.”

Ever since I’d started working with Sabrina, I hadn’t thought much about skateboarding. I just needed a little break. I still watched some videos here and there, and every time I saw a waxed ledge or some good stairs, it was impossible not to think of a trick or two.

“Of course I still do, but now I’ve been busy working with you … Let’s cruise there,” I told her. “I would love to see you ride on a board.”

“Deal,” she said eagerly and slowly put her phone down. “I have to talk about something before we go.”

“I am all ears,” I said, patting her thigh.

“She doesn’t know yet that I’ve been doing OnlyFans. I was about to tell her last time, but our meeting was cut short, unfortunately. I want to tell her. What do you think?”

I mulled it over. I wasn’t comfortable with someone else knowing what we did. But she was Sabrina’s best friend, and I knew we could trust her. “I suppose it won’t hurt … Tiffany isn’t a chatterbox after all.” She was a bit quieter than Sabrina but equally as outgoing and adventurous.

“But there’s a catch,” Sabrina said. “If we tell her, she’ll see your penis. And she’ll ask about my boyfriend, quote-unquote.”

I looked at Sabrina long and hard. “I mean … I think we can trust her. What do you think her reaction will be?”

“Wet panties, guaranteed.”

I chuckled. “Come on, be serious.”

“I am,” she said. “I’m pretty certain I’ve seen her check you out.”

“That’s just your horny side speaking.”

“Uh-uh,” she said, shaking her head. “I know when a girl checks out a boy … I’m two years older than you, don’t forget that.”

“Two years make one hell of a difference,” I said ironically.

She picked up a pillow. “Don’t make me pillow fight you.”

I picked up her white panties and held them up. “White flag, let’s make love and not war.”

She giggled and tossed the pillow aside. “I miss a good pillow fight though.”

“Sis, what are we talking about?”

We both had to think for a moment. “Right, whether we should tell my friend that I sucked you off on camera,” Sabrina said.

“Right … I guess we could tell her.”

“I think so too. Tiffany has never done us anything,” she said. “But I have a better idea … what about asking if she wants to join?”

I blinked at her. “Uhm,” I said and mulled it over.

“I can see it’s turning you on,” she said and patted my thickening cock.

“Well, she’s hot,” I said.

“Rate her from one to ten,” Sabrina said.

“She’s an obvious ten,” I said.

“Have you jacked off to her?”

“I would have if she wasn’t your best friend,” I said.

“That’s all I need to know,” Sabrina said with a giggle.

“But only if she wants to. I don’t want to recruit or groom her.”

“Me neither,” Sabrina said. “We’ll mention it and see what she says.”

“Sure,” I said. The thought of having both Sabrina and her best friend turned me on. I could imagine them sharing my cock back and forth. “Should we get going … And by the way, where are we going?”

“It’s a place by the beach,” she said.

“Alright, shouldn’t take us more than half an hour to skate down there.”

We put on our clothes. She chose ripped mini jeans and a shirt, sitting tight on her, showing her breasts and the rest of her toned body. I just put on some shorts and a shirt like usual.

We went outside, and I showed her my cruiser boards. “Which one do you want?”

“The one with the bikini graphic,” she said.

“It’s yours,” I said.

She grabbed it and placed it on the ground, trying to roll it back and forth with her right foot. She jumped on top and took a push, making herself comfortable. “I should be good,” she said. “But go easy on me.”

“Sure, sis,” I said. I jumped on top of my board and rolled down the driveway.

“Any cars?” she asked, with one foot on the ground and the other on her board.

I shook my head. “It’s clear,” I said, watching her roll down with a giggle.

“Don’t ride too fast now!” she said with hints of panic in her voice.

“I’ll slow it down for you,” I said as we continued toward the restaurant.

Sabrina managed fine. Her short jeans hugged her curves perfectly, and I could see the way her chest bounced with each push. She kept turning heads as she usually did, but she looked more exotic on top of that board.

We continued our journey, gradually picking up speed. I occasionally stole glances at her, the wind blowing her hair. She grinned from ear to ear, clearly enjoying the thrill of the ride.

I sure missed rolling around with the wind blowing against my face. I slowed down until Sabrina caught up with me, seeing her beautiful hair stream behind her. It was so much more fun riding with her. I felt more at ease and more comfortable.

“Let’s hold hands,” she said adventurously.

I reached out to her hand, interlocking her fingers with mine. “You’re awesome,” I said.

“You are,” she said quickly.

As we neared the beach, the sea breeze felt refreshing on our skin as we glided through the streets. “The restaurant is over there,” she said and pointed.

I looked at the building she indicated, a small wooden structure perched on the edge of the beach, overlooking the crashing waves. Tiffany stood by the entrance in mini jeans and a top, her thick red hair streaming in the wind. She was as tall as Sabrina, and her cheeks were peppered with freckles.

She waved upon seeing us, and a smile blossomed on her pretty face. Sabrina jumped off the board and leaped into her friend’s arms instead.

“Hi,” Tiffany said, smiling deeply. “Sorry about last time.”

“It’s fine,” Sabrina said. “We all get sick once in a while.”

“It’s nice to have you back here,” Tiffany said. “Hopefully, we can spend a lot more time together.”

“We will for sure,” Sabrina said.

They broke the hug, and it was now my turn to fall into Tiffany’s arms. “Hi, Kane.”

“Hi, Tiffany,” I said, wrapping my arms around her. She didn’t quite look like herself, a bit exhausted. “How’s it going as a flight attendant?”

“Not the best,” she said with a sigh.

“Too many guys trying to hit on you?”

“No … Too many grandpas,” she said, making us laugh. “What about you … Are you becoming too cool to update your IG? I’ve missed your weekly clips.”

“Yeah, about that … I had a fallout with my crew, so I dipped out a little.”

“Oh,” Tiffany said. “You can still post some selfies of yourself now and then.”

Sabrina perched on her tiptoes and whispered, “I told you she had a thing for you.”

Tiffany blushed. “No, I do not.”

I patted Tiffany’s back. “Come on, let’s get something to eat instead of standing here and gossiping.”

“Plenty of room to gossip inside,” Sabrina added as we entered the restaurant.

We walked into the restaurant. We found a table by the window, and the waitress quickly came to take our orders. We all ordered steamed clams and mussels.

After our meal arrived, the conversation flowed easily. We caught up on old times, shared stories, and laughed about our childhood memories. It felt good to be together again, the bond between us as strong as ever. The steamed clams and mussels were delicious, and we all enjoyed them along with the crusty bread and saffron broth.

After we’d eaten, Tiffany looked around and then back at us. “So, what’s new with you two?” she asked, curiosity in her eyes.

Sabrina and I exchanged a glance. “Well, I’ve been working on some projects,” Sabrina said vaguely, not ready to spill the beans just yet.

“And I’ve been helping her out,” I added.

Tiffany raised an eyebrow. “Please, don’t speak in riddles,” she said when she noticed it took a bit longer for us to answer. “You certainly haven’t shared anything on your IG pages.”

Sabrina glanced at me before turning back to Tiffany. “Well, it’s kind of a big deal for us.”

Tiffany leaned forward. “I’m waiting.”

“Uhm,” Sabrina said and mustered her courage to tell her friend. “We’ve been creating content for OnlyFans.”

Tiffany’s eyes widened in surprise. “Really?”

Sabrina nodded. “Yes.”

Tiffany’s eyes flitted from mine to Sabrina. “I don’t get it … together?”

“Just start from the beginning,” I told Sabrina.

“Well, I started doing this while I lived with Christy. We didn’t get along well and split up, which was one of the reasons why I moved back. My little brother walked in on me while I was trying to get some content, so I opened up to him about what I was up to.”

Tiffany listened, intrigued by it all. “Go on.”

“Well, I know he knows a lot more about filming and editing than I do, so I suggested he help me film content.”

“Wow,” Tiffany said, her eyes bouncing from me to her friend, but eventually, they settled on me. “How’s it like seeing your sister nude?”

“Keep your voice lower, please,” I reminded her, looking around. There was no one within earshot.

“Sorry,” she said, stifling a giggle. “But this excites me.”

“We’ve been nude together before though,” I reminded her. “All siblings have.”

“Yeah, but after puberty, it’s way different,” Tiffany said.

“Why do I have a feeling that you’re trying to downplay this?” Sabrina asked me, raking her fingers through my hair. “By the way, what do you think of his haircut?”

“I love it,” Tiffany said. “It’s the perfect length, and it’s super glossy.”

“I cut it, and I also used the So Sexy shampoo.”

“Oh, I can see that,” Tiffany said.

“Where’s this conversation going?” I reminded them.

“Your hair,” Sabrina said.

“Either shirtless or a nice polo shirt would be nice with that haircut,” Tiffany added.

“I thought we were discussing something else,” I said, just becoming more puzzled.

“Sorry,” Tiffany said. “Did your sister turn you on?”

“Tiffany,” Sabrina said, giving her a look.

“What, I can see you smiling,” Tiffany said.

“So do I,” I said, deciding to tease her as well.

It seemed like Tiffany was getting suspicious. “You haven’t crossed any lines, have you?”

I looked around, making sure no one was listening. “Just oral for now.”

“That’s wild,” Tiffany said, her eyes widening. “Who did what?”

“I’ve sucked him,” Sabrina chimed in. “And he’s licked me.”

“Wow,” Tiffany said, her reaction mirroring mine when I first saw my sister nude. “Are you planning on taking it further?”

Sabrina and I exchanged glances. Deep inside, I wanted it, but I wasn’t sure about her opinions regarding this. “Maybe,” she said.

“Let’s take it one thing at a time though,” I told Sabrina before turning to her friend. “But you can’t tell anyone about this.”

“Of course, I won’t,” Tiffany said. “What kind of talk is that?”

“I’m sorry,” I said. “It’s just … taboo.”

“How about we go out for a little while to get some fresh air?” Sabrina suggested. We all agreed, and we took our stuff and stepped out into the sunshine.

“So, what’s it like being a flight attendant?” I asked Tiffany.

“It’s a mixed bag,” she admitted. “I love traveling and meeting new people, but it can be exhausting. And like I said, not all passengers are pleasant.”

“I can imagine,” Sabrina said. “But you’ve always been great with people.”

Tiffany smiled. “Thanks. I’m trying my best. Just one incident stuck out to me.”

“What happened?” I asked her, remembering her exhausted face earlier.

“Some creepy old man groped me,” she said in a lowered voice.

“I’m sorry about that,” I told her.

“Something similar has happened before, but this one creeped me out,” she said.

“Did you file a police report?”

“Yes, the airline helped me out with that, but I just felt so uncomfortable,” she said with a sigh. “I don’t think this profession is for me.”

“I’m sorry for what happened,” Sabrina said. “I’ve also run into a handful of creeps while being a waitress.”

“Yeah, it’s no fun,” Tiffany said with a sigh. “I love everything else about being a flight attendant. It’s classy.”

“It feels good to serve people,” Sabrina said.

“Was it only the fight that made you turn into a … content creator?”

Sabrina chuckled. “No, you got it mixed up. I was doing that before. I just love sex, and there’s no way to scale being a waitress.”

“It sounds interesting,” Tiffany said, looking at both of us.

“There’s room for one more,” Sabrina told her.

“I’m not sure,” Tiffany said, considering it. “It sounds adventurous and fun, but I have to think about it.”

“It’s okay,” I told her. “No pressure.”

We decided to say goodbye for now, but she refused to leave without a hug. She opened her arms, and I embraced Sabrina’s friend as her warmth radiated into my chest. “It was nice to see you again,” Tiffany said.

“Next time, we should do something more,” I said. “It doesn’t have to be OnlyFans.”

“I gotcha,” Tiffany said with a giggle. “Although that could be fun.”

Breaking the hug, she opened her arms to Sabrina as well. “What’s the name of your account?”

“Playful & Pink,” Sabrina said. “DM me, and I’ll let you in for free.”

“Thanks,” Tiffany said, tightening the hug.

They let go, and we waved as we parted, her red hair fluttering behind her.

“She took it well,” I said.

“She took what well?” Sabrina asked, giving me a funny look.

“The OnlyFans part,” I reminded her.

“Why wouldn’t she take it well?” she asked. “Tiffany is my friend—an actual friend.”

“You’re right,” I said, thinking longer about it. Tiffany was a girl we could trust.

“I felt bad for her when she told us about the creepy old man,” Sabrina said. “I’ve had similar experiences at restaurants.”

“You haven’t told me about that,” I said as we walked home with our boards in our hands.

“I don’t feel like there’s much to talk about,” Sabrina said with a shrug. “Stalkers and creeps are part of the job, I guess.”

“And not so with OnlyFans?” I asked.

“But I can easily block those.”

“Touché,” I said. “By the way, have you considered quitting working as a waitress?”

She nodded. “I’ve already given them my two weeks notice,” she said, taking my hand and giving it a squeeze. “I’m going all in for this job.”

I looked her in the eyes, sharing the same ambitions she had. We could scale this and become wealthy together, perhaps branch out and do other things as well. I was optimistic. “I know we will succeed,” I told her in a hushed voice.

“I’m confident too,” she said, smiling. “Uhm, my weekend is over.”

“That’s good for you,” I told her.

She rolled her eyes and lightly punched my shoulder. “You know what that means.”

“Not really. I’ve hardly noticed any mood swings.”

“Not all girls get moody, and I’ve been happy because of you … But you can now make me happier.”

“What are you suggesting?” I asked her, even though I knew what she meant in the back of my mind.

“Kane, don’t play stupid,” she said, giving me that look again. “Our fans are pleading for sex. Just a bunch of blowjobs are boring.”

“I get that,” I said.

“So … What do you say?”

I paused, taking a deep breath. “Sabrina, we need to be careful. This is a big step.”

She nodded, her eyes serious. “I know, but I trust you. We can take it slow, see how it feels.”

I knew for a fact that nothing had felt so intense in my life as when she’d gone down on me. Her oral skills were divine, and I enjoyed every time her lips stretched around my manhood. I had dreamed of entering her, wondering how taboo and forbidden it would feel. It must be something different stretching her pussy walls compared to her lips. I looked her in the eyes, and she infected me with her pretty smile. I was really falling for her.

“You want to,” she said. “I can see it in your eyes.”

I looked over my shoulder, making sure no one was listening. I looked back at her, her face so sweet, it was nearly impossible to resist. “I do,” I admitted. Before I had a chance to say something more, she tossed the board to the ground. She threw her arms around my neck. Our eyes locked as she pressed her soft lips against mine, sending tingles down my spine. It was the first time we kissed in public like that, but I didn’t mind. It felt so damn good to kiss her. I didn’t care if anyone recognized us, and I didn’t care if we looked more like a couple than brother and sister though.

Breaking the kiss, she said, “Touch me.”

“Here?” I asked her.

“Be adventurous,” she said seductively.

I slipped my hand inside her panties and reached her wet fruit. I smiled in joy, feeling how aroused I became. “Let’s try it out by ourselves first before filming it,” I told her.

“That’s what I wanted too,” she said. “Just some private love time with you.”

I became so aroused that I just wanted to get back as quickly as possible. “Should we ride back?”

She nodded eagerly. We jumped back onto our boards and rode back home.

I felt the optimism and the freedom as we rode back, the wind rushing past our faces. I let her ride in front of me, checking her out as she navigated on the sidewalk, her blonde hair streaming behind her. Again, I noticed how many heads she turned. Every straight guy took a second look at her, but she didn’t bother looking at them back. She only turned to me with a seductive smile.

I became overly excited and quickly erect. I was about to have sex with my sister. I felt a forbidden thrill that I wanted more of.

We reached our home, and I popped the board into my right hand. “How do I look when I skate?” she asked, pushing her hair behind her ears.

“Sexy,” I said.

“I kept up the pace well, didn’t I?” she asked.

“So, so,” I said.

Blowing me a raspberry, she locked up the door. Quickly taking our shoes off, we dumped our boards in the foyer. She took my hand and ran up to me. “Let’s do it in my bed,” she said with a giggle. We ran upstairs.

Sabrina whisked me inside and closed the door. Now I was suddenly left alone with her. We turned to each other, her eyes shimmering with love and lust. I took off my shirt and tossed it aside. She undressed too, and I made sure to help her with her bra.

When I freed her breasts, I licked my lips. I made sure to cup them and sink my fingers into them. She shook her chest, showing how eager she was for me to fuck her. “I love your tits,” I said, as it was getting hot and steamy in her bedroom.

“I swear, you’ll like my pussy more,” she said.

“I can’t believe we’re doing this,” I said as we took off the rest of our clothes. Things had moved quickly ever since she moved in, but I didn’t mind. I looked forward to this.

When I freed my cock, it snapped up and bobbed up and down. She threw her arms around my neck and started kissing me, all the while my manhood was squeezed between her waist and mine. She pulled me toward her bed, and to my surprise, I fell right on top of her, my cock poised right at her entrance.

She glanced at my cock. “My little brother isn’t so little any longer,” she said, reaching for my cock and stroking it.

“My older sister isn’t so innocent any longer,” I told her, her breath warm against my face.

She bit my earlobe and whispered, “I never was innocent.” Her words sent a shiver down my spine. “I have always been playful.”

I looked down at her forbidden body and started the foreplay with plenty of kisses on her neck. I delivered them down along her body till I reached her sacred region. I hadn’t licked her since the day she showed up in my bedroom and asked for an orgasm. I kissed inward till I reached her sweet flesh, parting her wet lips.

“You taste amazing,” I said and licked her right on the vagina.

She spread her legs. “I want your penis more than your tongue.”

I flitted my eyes up to her, seeing her grin spread. I couldn’t resist her any further, my balls becoming painful. I mounted her in a missionary position. I rubbed my cock along her sweet, forbidden folds, spreading her honey along the tip. I looked up at Sabrina. “Push it in, brother
 ,” she said in a husky voice.

That was exactly what I was waiting for. With each inch that I pushed inside her, our bodies trembled with anticipation. Her muscles tightened around me as we shared this intimate moment, breathing heavily and losing ourselves in the pleasure of it all. We moaned simultaneously, and she wrapped her arms around my back. I stretched her vaginal canal, seeing an expression on her face that looked like borderline pain.

“Are you okay?” I asked her.

“Yeah,” she said. “It’s your girth … Even if I’m tight, go a bit deeper.”

I did as she instructed, continuing my journey into her forbidden vaginal canal till she squeezed me tight. I lingered inside her sweet walls, savoring the sensation of being raw inside her.

“That’s nice,” she said with a giggle.

I looked down, seeing how my cock had fully disappeared inside her wet and warm pussy. “Yeah … it is,” I said. I started sliding it out till only the head remained and then I pushed it back inside with a moan.

She grinned beneath me, her eyes reflecting the passion we were sharing. I started to pick up the pace, my hips moving in a steady rhythm. Her fingers dug into my back, each thrust deepening our love. “Harder,” she panted.

I obliged, taking her demands to heart. Our bodies slapped together. She let out a cry of pleasure, her voice echoing in the small room along with my moans. It spurred me on to go even harder, giving her the ride that she and I wanted.

She bit her lip, her eyes expressing how much she loved this feeling. “Kane,” she said while breathing heavily. “Rub my clit a bit.”

I reached between us and touched her clit, gently rubbing it. “You like that?” I whispered.

She nodded, her eyes rolling back slightly. “Yes, please, more,” she pleaded.

I rubbed it some more while slowly fucking her, feeling her vagina embracing my entire length. “That’s better,” she said. “Go on fuck me.”

I increased the pace, our bodies slamming together. I felt her insides begin to clench around my cock, signaling that she was close. I pushed deeper, seeking to bring her to that peak of ecstasy.

Her breath became ragged, and she cried out, her body trembling violently. “Oh,” she moaned, her voice echoing in the small room. I felt her muscles grip my cock tightly as her orgasm washed over her.

I continued to stroke her with my erection, her body writhing beneath me. “Oh, Kane,” she said, slumping back. “You better come soon.”

“I’m almost there,” I said. I increased my pace, thrusting harder, my cock sliding in and out of her tight, wet pussy till my climax was close.

Finally, with one last powerful thrust, I pushed myself deep into her. I came and it felt like a massive explosion as I filled Sabrina’s vagina with my fresh cum. Throughout the entire peak, we kept looking each other in the eyes without any breaks, smiling for the pleasure and sensation.

“Geeze,” I said, looking down and realizing I’d just fucked my sister.

“I’ve never had such good sex before,” she admitted, wiping her brow.

“Me neither,” I said. We looked each other in the eyes for a bit. “I love you, Sabrina.”

“I love you too, Kane,” she said and pulled me down for an intimate hug. I still hadn’t pulled my cock out and had no plans to do so. I embraced her deeply, feeling the warmth of her body.

Suddenly, we heard the door downstairs open. My heart jumped out of my chest. “Sabrina, Kane!” our mother shouted for us downstairs.

“What’s she doing here so early?” I asked her, and knew if something like this happened again, we might as well get caught.

“I don’t know,” Sabrina said with hints of alarm in her voice. “What is it, Mom?” Sabrina asked.

I slowly pulled out of her hole, dragging out a river of cum with me. “Geeze,” I said, staring in awe at all the buttermilk I’d filled Sabrina with.

“Come on, you can’t just leave your boards and shoes like that on the hall,” she said.

“I’m sorry, we’ll come,” Sabrina said and sighed. She lowered her voice. “I wish we could cuddle.”

“For another time,” I said.

“Geeze, you creampied me thoroughly,” Sabrina said and glanced down at her pussy that was covered in molten cum.

“It was quite intense,” I told her.

She looked at me with a smile. “Maybe next time we could film it,” she said. “Although I’m not sure how to film it.”

“I can think of a way or two,” I said and quickly put on my clothes.

“I might need to go to the bathroom first and wash it off me,” she said, but she couldn’t resist a little taste first, scooping it up with her finger and shoving it into her mouth.

“That’s fine,” I said. “I’ll wait downstairs for you.”

She went into the bathroom, and I headed downstairs. Our mother lounged on the couch, wearing pink yoga pants and a colorful sports bra. She undid her ponytail, shaking her head so her hair cascaded all over her shoulders. She glowed like a candle. When she saw me, a smile blossomed on her face. I suspected she was getting suspicious for one reason or another. “Sorry about the mess in the foyer,” I said, heading there.

“It’s okay,” Valeria said. “But I cleaned up for you two.”

It was typical of our sweet mother to do something like that. “Thanks,” I said and slumped down next to her. “I didn’t think you would show up so early.”

“I had an early class today,” she said, smiling. “I had something that I had to pick up.” She lifted the frame, and I saw the photo of me and Sabrina. As I gazed upon the photo, my lips curled up into a wide grin. A warm sensation spread through my chest, and I couldn’t help but feel a sense of joy. We looked cute together, almost like a couple rather than siblings. I suspected that was one of the reasons Valeria liked that photo so much.

“Yeah, it’s a nice photo.”

“My personal favorite of you two,” she said, turning it to her and gazing at it. “It warms my heart.” Putting the photo down, she reached for the album. “Do you know which other one used to be my favorite?”

“I think you’ve told me before,” I said and sat closer to her. I pointed at the one when I was ten and Sabrina was twelve. We were sharing an ice cream cone on vacation in Miami.

“You have a good memory,” she said, ruffling my hair a little. “Do you remember?”

“Of course I do,” I told her. “I’ve always wanted to go back there.”

“Maybe you and Sabrina can go there together. A sibling trip,” Valeria suggested.

We certainly would do a lot more than share an ice cream cone. “Maybe,” I said. Realizing how much fun it would be, it was something I wanted.

“Where’s your sister, by the way?”

“She’ll be down any second. She just needed to put some clothes on … I mean, wash herself, in the bathroom,” I stammered.

She watched me closely. “Were you together in the same room earlier?”

“No,” I said, shaking my head. “She just told me she needed to do something.”

“Okay,” Valeria said, squinting at me. I didn’t sound as convincing as I hoped I would, but I wasn’t sure if there was anything I could do about that now.

Sabrina came down shortly after, dressed in mini jeans and her traditional crop top. She looked a bit more carefree than I did, but she gave me a look. She’d probably spotted that I was a bit nervous. “What’s going on, Mom?” Sabrina asked and sat next to her.

Valeria drew in a deep breath. “Gosh, you’re overdoing it with the perfume, young lady.”

“No, I am not,” Sabrina said, drawing in a deep breath.

“Yes, you are,” Valeria said but waved her hand dismissively. Valeria sure had a point. It was really strong, but I understood fully well what scent Sabrina was hiding.

“Whatever,” Sabrina said. “Sorry for the mess in the hall.”

“Don’t worry about it for now.” Valeria picked up the frame and showed it to her daughter. “What do you think?”

Sabrina’s gaze softened to a smile. “Wow,” she said. “We look like a couple.” She giggled, and I gave Sabrina a look over Valeria’s shoulder. “Didn’t mean to embarrass you.”

Valeria chuckled. “Kane, she’s just joking,” she said and patted my back.

“Yeah, I get that,” I said with an internal eye roll.

“I thought of hanging it on the wall,” Valeria said.

“Then we will have an excuse to be inside,” Sabrina said. “I feel so much better already.”

“I can look at it for ages,” Valeria said. She rose to her feet and hung it on the wall. While adjusting, she shifted around, and I looked at her full moon, seeing how curvy and well-endowed she was.

Sabrina nudged me with her elbow with a wide grin. “Shut up,” I mouthed.

Valeria looked over her shoulder. “Are you play fighting?”

“No, but we will have a pillow fight later,” Sabrina said.

When Valeria hung the photo, she came back and sat down. “You aren’t struggling with your quarter-life crisis that you mentioned earlier?” Valeria said and nudged her daughter with her shoulder.

Sabrina blushed slightly as if it embarrassed her. “No … But I would have without you two.”

“I get where you’re coming from,” Valeria said. “It’s easy to feel lost in life when you’re by yourself. You feel better because we’re here for you.”

“I agree,” Sabrina said and hugged our mother.

“What have you two been up to?”

“We met Tiffany and ate lunch together,” Sabrina said. “She told us about some problems at her work.”

“Is it about stalkers and creeps?” Valeria said.

“You knew about that?” I asked Valeria.

“Yes, I speak to her mother almost every day,” Valeria said with a sigh. Our mother was a friend to Tiffany’s mother, who did yoga with our mom. “It’s an unfortunate thing to go through as a young flight attendant. I hope she’ll be okay, though. I heard she would get generous compensation for the last incident.”

“Good for her,” Sabrina said. “I wish she wasn’t so busy now in the summer. We could have had plenty of fun together.”

“She’ll be on a break soon, though,” Valeria said. “But apart from Tiffany, what else?”

Sabrina and I exchanged glances. We’d started our day by filming her titty-fuck me, which was followed by us having sex for the first time. Seeing Tiffany was just a small part of the day, so I wasn’t sure what else to add.

“Skateboarding,” Sabrina added mischievously with a wink. “We cruised around.”

“You should bring her to the park sometime,” Valeria told me.

“Yeah, but no local parks,” I said.

“Why?” Valeria asked me.

“I’m still in the process of forgetting about my old crew.”

“I gotcha,” Valeria said and patted both of our thighs. “I have to answer some work-related emails, so I’ll leave you two for a bit. Dinner will be fajitas.”

“That’s fine,” I said. “I have some stuff to take care of too.”

“Like what?” Sabrina asked.

“Editing,” I said.

“Need any help?” she offered, giving me a knowing look.

“Why not,” I replied after mulling it over.

“Great,” she said eagerly. “Let’s go to your bedroom.”

* * *

A few hours ago, I edited some videos with Sabrina. I had told her she could only remain if she kept it discreet. She was serious for most of the time, so thankfully it worked out. We had also eaten dinner, but now it was starting to get late. I went over the titty-fuck scene, editing it and preparing it for our OnlyFans account. I did some more advertising as well, and our fan count was steadily climbing for every hour.

I wasn’t surprised by our success. Sabrina was right. We were the perfect team. I had the film and editing skills, and she had the beauty. Once I had applied my skills to her OnlyFans account, fans were pouring in. We had to keep building on our success, recognizing what we did well and continuing it.

“Psst!” Sabrina said outside of my bedroom. “Can I come in?”

“Sure,” I said.

“You aren’t masturbating?” she said playfully through the keyhole.

“No!”

She swung the door open and stepped inside, wearing her nightgown. “I’m just joking with you,” she said.

I looked at her and could clearly see her nipples poking against her gown. I drew in a deep breath. “Mom’s right, you need to chill with all that perfume.”

“Come on, don’t diss me like that,” she said and placed her soft fingers on my shoulders and massaged me. “Why are you so tense?”

“You become tense by sitting for so long,” I said.

“I also like to work, but we have to take a break once in a while too,” she said.

“I hear you,” I said. “I’m just doing some advertising here and there.”

“I love that pic,” she said.

I was looking at the one where my cock was entrenched in her cleavage, the tip pointing right at her chin.

“So do I,” I said. I turned around, so I could face her. “What’s on your heart?”

“A lot,” she said. “I wanted to cuddle when you came inside me.”

“So did I,” I admitted. “We’ll find time tomorrow.”

“How about now?”

“What?” I asked her.

“Mom’s about to take a shower … We could film it too.”

I mulled it over. “Isn’t this a bit risky?”

“What’s life without risks?” she asked.

My eyes swept over her. She looked incredibly sexy while she wore no bra. “Are you wearing panties under that nightgown?”

She shook her head. “Why would I?” she asked with a giggle. She took my hand with both of hers and gently guided it to the source of her hole. She rubbed it around, making me feel how wet she truly was.

“Geeze,” I said and fingered her a little while I had the chance.

She let go of my hand and leaned forward, so I could catch a glimpse of her cleavage. She reached for my bulge and gently patted it with her hand. “You’re hard already … Isn’t it a bit painful to constantly edit those clips?”

“Yeah,” I said. I always became aroused when I edited her clips. I constantly dreamed of doing her one way or another. “You sure she’s taking a shower?”

“Come,” she said, pulling me to my feet. She gently opened the door and led me out. Inside the bathroom, our mother was humming a melody. “See?”

“I don’t hear any water.”

“That’s because she’s undressing,” she said.

“I trust you with this one,” I said. “I haven’t thought about how to film this properly, so it would be a real amateur film.”

“Better than nothing,” she said. “Our fans have begged for a sex scene, tits and lips aren’t enough apparently.”

“For fuck sake don’t speak so loud.”

“Hey, don’t curse at me. I’m older than you,” she said, giving me a flirtatious look.

“Whatever, sis, let’s do this.”

She stole me a kiss before leaving me a chance to get the camera. “I’ll wait for you in my bedroom,” she said and waved at me.

I looked at my camera and thought over various ways to film this. I could do missionary and hold the camera at the same time. I could also set up a tripod but I have to spend more time editing. I decided to do both.

I grabbed the camera and hurried into Sabrina’s bedroom. She was lying in her bed, fingering herself with her gown on. She had been a good girl and set the tripod on the floor. “Okay,” I said in a lowered voice. “We have to be quick.”

“No lighting?” she asked.

“For tomorrow,” I said. “This is risky.”

“I love risky sex.”

I fiddled with the camera. “It would be better with a POV camera, but we’ll invest in that later.”

“Let me undress you while you adjust the camera,” she said, swinging her feet off the bed. While I stood and prepared the camera, she unbuckled my belt and pulled down my underwear and shorts. My cock snapped back up and was an inch away from striking her face.

“Geeze,” she said with a giggle. “Dangerous weapon.”

I chuckled. “Your turn to take off your clothes,” I said.

“Film me, it will be artistic,” she said.

I smashed the rec button. “Start from the top,” I instructed, admiring the curve of her neck and the blush on her cheeks. She slowly lifted her nightgown over her head, revealing her thighs, wet pussy and bare teardrops.

“Wow,” I whispered, my eyes fixed on her perfect jiggle. She playfully poked her nipples, causing them to harden and point toward the ceiling. I put the camera on the tripod and she jumped onto the bed. For the second time today, I spread her legs while my cock was hard as a rock. I wanted to kiss and lick her for a bit, but we had no time to lose as I aimed my erection at her pink hole. I slowly pushed it inside her, moaning at the thrilling sensation of being inside my sister.

“Hmm, Lusty,” I mentioned her porn name, making her giggle.

“Give it to me,” she said as I started thrusting into her.

Suddenly, I heard the bathroom door downstairs open, and I froze, my eyes widening in alarm. Valeria’s showers always lasted longer than half an hour. “Sabrina?” Valeria asked and went up the stairs.

“Fuck,” Sabrina said, and the alarm spread to her as well. “Do something!”

“Quiet,” I told her in a hushed voice. “We don’t have time. Tell her not to come in!” This went from feeling really good to really stupid.

“What is it!” Sabrina said while my girth stretched her.

“Can I borrow one of your shampoos?”

“Whichever you’d like,” Sabrina said, catching her breath.

“Are you alright?” Valeria asked as she reached the second floor.

“I am, but do not come in!”

“I wasn’t planning to,” Valeria said with a chuckle. She opened the bathroom door and went inside. It felt as if my heart was about to jump out of my chest. The worst part of this was that we weren’t even covered by a sheet, and the camera was rolling.

“Uhm, are you going to pull out?” Sabrina asked.

I glanced down at her and noticed her heart thumped as hard as mine. “If we get caught,” I whispered. “We get caught together.”

She smiled. “Why’s she taking so long?”

“Let’s keep the talking to a minimum,” I said, trying to listen to see if I could hear our mother. She was still there, looking around.

“Sabrina, is it okay if I borrow the L’Oréal professional?”

“Mom, I told you you can take whichever you’d like!”

“Okay,” she said and closed the bathroom door. “Kane?”

Suddenly, it felt as if I was drenched in sweat as she approached my bedroom. If she opened it, she knew I was in here. “Kane?”

“He is sleeping!” Sabrina said. “He was tired.”

“That’s fine,” Valeria said. “Good night, sweety.”

“Good night, Mom,” Sabrina said and we waited till she descended the stairs and entered the bathroom.

We both sighed in relief at the same time. “I told you this was risky,” I said and wiped the sweat from my brow. I had never been so nervous in my life.

“Why are you blaming me?” she asked and laid her hand flat on my chest. “You were down when I asked you.”

“I’m not blaming you. I just said I told you this was risky,” I said.

She let out a light-hearted laugh. “Come on, let’s think of something else and be glad we didn’t get caught.”

“Think of something else, eh?” I said as my cock twitched inside her.

“I like that you were inside me the entire time.”

“Sometimes it just feels too good to pull out,” I said.

She sank her teeth into her lips. “It feels better when you fuck me.”

I slid out from her wet hole and thrust myself into her. She was right, it felt way better. Before increasing the pace, I made sure to listen. I heard Valeria showering, and it gave me confidence. “She’s showering,” I said and pushed my cock inside her.

“You want me to moan like a pornstar?” she asked. “Ah, ah, ah.”

We shared a laugh, and I leaned down to kiss her. I loved her.

We filmed till I was about to climax. I grabbed the camera, and she went into a doggy position. I held onto her hip with my left hand while holding onto the camera with my right. I fucked her, and I felt relieved after almost getting caught, but it still felt incredibly taboo what we were doing, especially as our mother took a shower downstairs.

I fucked her hard and fast, my heart pounding in my chest. Sabrina moaned and arched her back, her body trembling with each thrust. I could feel the tension building deep within me, and I knew I was getting close.

“Ah,” I let out a moan while I pushed all the way to the hilt, filling her up with my semen. I resorted to micro fucking her, making sure to get the best part as I slowly pushed out. I grabbed the camera with both hands and filmed it as my cum dripped from her pussy and onto her sheets. She reached her slit to finger herself, shoving my cum into her mouth.

“Sis, turn around, so I can see you,” I told her.

She happily obeyed, spreading her legs while tasting the cum with a horny smile. I turned off the camera and exchanged smiles with her. “Alright, I think I should go now,” I said.

“A hug and kiss first,” she demanded.

I wrapped my arms around her, feeling the warmth of her body against mine. She smelled like sex and sweat, which only made me desire her more. “I love you,” she whispered into my ear, her breath warm on my skin.

“I love you too,” I replied, barely able to get the words out. She kissed me passionately, and I could taste her cum on her lips. It was thrilling, knowing that our mother was just a few yards away, unaware of the illicit activities taking place in her home.

I took the camera with me and carefully opened my bedroom door. Valeria turned off the shower and started drying herself. I went inside my bedroom and closed the door. I sighed a breath of relief. Mission accomplished.

I jumped into bed and looked up at the ceiling. I was tired after fucking Sabrina, but I thought of that kiss and embrace, and the way I told her that I loved her. It felt so good, and I knew we had so much to look forward to.





Chapter 5









I
 slowly opened my eyes. I woke up to the sensation of something warm and sweet behind me. As my vision cleared, I saw a lock of blonde hair in front of me, and inhaling, I felt her sweet breath. I realized it was Sabrina who’d decided to hop in my bed. “Sabrina?” I asked.

“Morning,” she said in a voice weighed down by worries.

I had been close to her for the past few weeks. I knew when she was upset. We had been filming for close to a month by now. It was three weeks ago that we had made love for the first time, and these three weeks had been the best of my life.

We had promised each other to be discreet, and luckily, we hadn’t had any close calls except for that first day when I tasted her forbidden fruit for the first time. Yet, I had not woken up with her next to me before. It was something I had dreamed of, but we still had to be careful in case our mother walked in on us.

“I don’t remember falling asleep with you next to me.”

“It’s because I decided to join … I need to talk to you.”

I rubbed my eyes. My cock was rock hard despite ejaculating five times yesterday.

“Kane?” she asked and shook my shoulder.

“Give me a sec to wake up,” I said. I turned around so I faced her. Just as I guessed, she didn’t look like herself. She wore her nightgown but without a bra. Her lips were slightly turned down, and she lacked that youthful glow in her blue eyes. “What’s going on? Are you sure it’s safe to hop into my bed like this?”

“I said goodbye to Mom when she left,” she said.

“While you were braless in a nightgown?”

She rolled her eyes. “She’s seen my tits plenty of times.”

“Okay then … What’s bothering you?” I asked her. “We reached a record milestone yesterday. I expected champagne and lobster.”

We were currently making fifteen thousand a month. Our fan base had soared after we started producing sex clips. It wasn’t just the money that felt liberating but also having passionate sex with her. We didn’t film every time we fucked. She was as horny as I was, and I enjoyed dipping it inside her as much as the paychecks.

“I know,” she said and briefly smiled. “It’s all gravy, but there’s something that bothers me. I’m in a serious dilemma.”

“I’m listening.”

“I’m not sure what to do,” she said.

“What is it?” I asked her.

She drew in a deep breath. “I’m supposed to return to work soon, but I don’t work as a waitress any longer. How am I supposed to explain this to Mom?”

I looked at her long and hard and realized why she was worried. “I see,” I said. I was about to say what she did earlier, but she wasn’t lying when she was a waitress and said nothing about her gig. “Just say you’re helping me with a project or something.”

“But you quit too,” she reminded me. “I think she’ll be suspicious.”

I rubbed my eyes again. “I’m not sure about this one … What will also be problematic is when she’s out on vacation.”

“But that’s in August; we might as well just go somewhere,” she pointed out.

“Maybe we could move out,” I told her. “We’re making more than six figures.”

“Kane, I feel really shitty hiding this from her,” Sabrina said and looked me in the eyes. “She’s the best mom in the world.”

“I know,” I said as I thought of everything she had done for us. I considered telling her, but I wasn’t sure yet. It felt a bit odd. “I would feel shitty if we gave her a heart attack too.”

“I don’t think she’ll get a heart attack,” Sabrina said. “I think she will be supportive.”

“I’d rather not find out,” I told her. “But let’s chill for now, and we’ll probably come up with something.”

“Right,” she said. “Tiffany has a day off.”

“I know,” I told her.

“How?” she asked, searching my face.

“Ever since we told her about our OnlyFans, she’s been texting me nonstop.”

“I told you she had a thing for you,” Sabrina said with a giggle.

“Not just me. She asks a lot of questions about what we do,” I replied.

Sabrina raised an eyebrow. “Like what?”

“She wants to know how we got started, what equipment we use, and how we stay discreet,” I explained. “She’s really curious.”

“She asks me the same,” Sabrina said. “It’s obvious she doesn’t want a boyfriend; she wants to join us.”

“Is that what you think it is?” I asked.

Sabrina nodded. “I’m a girl. I know these things.”

“Fine,” I said.

“Should I ask if she wants to film us?” Sabrina asked.

“Go for it.”

“I thought of trying something else,” Sabrina said. “We’ve basically fucked in every room of this house.”

That was no exaggeration. We’d had sex in the kitchen, the living room, on the stairs, and even outside on the lawn. We’d done everything everywhere, except for anal. We’d tried it once, but her puckered hole barely budged. It was a disappointment, but we knew we had to work up to it. Sabrina told me she hadn’t given up on anal, but I had to be patient.

“This house is completely fucked,” I agreed with her.

She giggled and punched my shoulder. “I know one place that’s unfucked … the car.”

I blinked at her. “How am I supposed to fuck you in a car?” I asked.

“No,” she said, stifling a giggle. “You’ll drive, I’ll blow you, and Tiffany will film.”

Her sense of adventure was infectious. I had gotten bolder lately, and while I would have turned this down a few weeks ago, now I craved it. “You like it, don’t you?” she asked, grinning.

I chuckled. “I mean … I guess we can give it a shot if Tiffany is down.”

“I know she is,” Sabrina said, reaching for her phone on the nightstand. “I’ll text her and see what’s up.”

They texted each other for a little bit. “She answered yes immediately. Also, maybe we can go shopping afterward. We can find some nice clothes for you and spoil ourselves after our success.”

“I have plenty of clothes,” I said.

“They’re all baggy and dirty, which is fine since you’re my brother, but I think you can dress in something better.”

“You know I’m more to you than a brother,” I said, looking her in the eyes.

“I know, Kane,” she said. “I love you.”

“I love you too,” I said and kissed her lightly on the lips.

“What was that?” she asked.

“Do I have a morning breath?”

“No, and besides, I don’t care. I want to kiss you anyway,” she said. We leaned in and held the kiss for a bit longer until it was time to get up.

I put on my clothes, and we headed downstairs. Wearing a mini skirt and a crop top, she was sweet enough, as usual, to make some waffles for me. We ate and talked about all the clips we’d filmed so far. “Do you think we’ll ever reach the top 1 percent?” she asked.

“We aren’t that far off,” I told her. “It’s important to be ambitious in life.”

“I agree,” she said. “It seemed so far-fetched when I started by myself, though.”

“It was probably your roommate that held you back.”

Sabrina smiled briefly but shook her head. “I don’t want to blame her. I just thought guys wanted nude pics, and that would be enough. I didn’t understand that quality matters.”

“I forget you’re my older sister sometimes,” I said, noticing how mature she sounded now and then.

“I sometimes forget you’re my little brother too,” she said. She reached for a strawberry. “Open.” I did, and she plopped it into my mouth. I reached for one and placed it on her tongue as well.

“When are we going to pick up Tiffany?”

“In twenty minutes,” Sabrina said.

“We better get going,” I said.

“I’ll take the dishes while you fix the camera,” she said.

It was how we usually ran things. She took care of the dishes while I packed the camera bag and everything we needed. We put on our shoes and headed to the car. “So I drive while you give me head?”

She nodded. “You better be hard.”

My cock throbbed, making her see it. “At full mast,” I said and grinned at her.

We got in the car and headed toward Tiffany’s house. As we pulled into the driveway, she was already on the doorstep ready to greet us.

As soon as I opened the door, Tiffany said, “Hi!” and waved at us. She twirled in her floral skirt and sleeveless blouse. She wasn’t old enough to wear my sister’s sexy clothes yet, although I was certain Sabrina would seduce her soon. “You made it.”

“What’s up,” I said, climbing out of the car.

“Not much,” she said. “I thought we could have some tea and cookies before we go. It’s on me.”

“You know I love both you and cookies,” Sabrina said, running up to her friend and giving her a bear hug.

“I love you too,” Tiffany said, letting go of the hug and kissing both her cheeks.

Tiffany demurely looked at me, her cheeks pinkening. “Hi, Kane.”

I opened my arms and pulled her into a hug. I drew in a deep breath and caught the scent of her citrus shampoo, making her hair lustrous and thick. “Hi,” I said. “So you’re on holiday?”

“Yes, plenty of time to spend with you,” she said with a smile.

“You look relieved,” I said, breaking the hug to look into her eyes.

“I am,” she said and welcomed us inside. “I just don’t like being a flight attendant as much as I thought I would.”

“There’s nothing wrong with finding something else to do,” I said. “And we could use another employee.”

“You told me,” she said, smiling. “But I have to try first. I can film some clips for now and we can see where it leads to.”

She took us out to the terrace. Her mother’s home was similar to ours. There was a photo of Tiffany and her mother on the wall. I took a second to admire her mother. She was two years younger than our mother and had red hair and freckles, which were the icing on the cake. She was ten years younger in that photo, but she didn’t look much different now.

We sat outside, and Tiffany prepared everything for us. She asked if the tea was too sweet and if we wanted honey or anything else. Sabrina chuckled. “I thought you were on holiday,” she joked.

“I am like this regardless,” she said.

“It’s fine,” Sabrina said, taking a sip. “This is perfect.”

Tiffany lowered her eyes. “I just want to make sure you’re comfortable.”

You could tell she worked in a service job by the way she carried herself. I took a sip of the tea. “It’s perfect, Tiffany.”

Tiffany beamed. “My mother baked the cookies, so I can’t take any credit for them.”

I dipped one in the tea and had a bite, earning a frown from Sabrina. “Such an unusual way to eat a cookie,” she said.

“No, it’s not,” I said.

“You’re supposed to dip it in milk or cream, not tea,” Sabrina said.

“Whatever,” I said.

“I think I have watched all of your clips,” Tiffany said. “You still don’t think it’s wild what you’re doing?”

“Sort of,” Sabrina said with a shrug, glancing at me. “But it’s nice to make money out of lovemaking.”

“So, you’re actually a couple?” she asked.

“Yeah,” Sabrina said and leaned her head against mine. “I told you.”

“It seems quite adventurous,” Tiffany said. “You sure you want me onboard though? I don’t want to mess up your relationship.”

“No such thing,” Sabrina said and patted my thigh. “There’s enough Kane for you too.”

Tiffany looked thoughtful, her gaze drifting between the two of us. “Well, I’m honored to be considered for that. But I just want to make sure I don’t step on any toes.”

Sabrina squeezed my hand gently. “You’ll just be adding to the love and fun.”

“Uhm, but you’re together,” Tiffany said.

“And we can share him,” Sabrina insisted.

“If you say so,” Tiffany said and took a sip of her tea. “But I need some time to think about it.”

We shared a moment of silence. Then I decided to ask her, “What’s your favorite clip so far?”

“Oh,” she said and thought about it. “I like it when you have sex on the grass. Although I would be a bit too shy for that.”

“I love anything outdoors,” I said and looked at Sabrina. “Especially when the sun shines upon us.”

“Definitely,” Sabrina said. “Although now we have run out of places, so that’s why we wanted to do it in the car.”

“I didn’t quite understand your text,” Tiffany said. “Are you actually planning on driving while doing this?”

Sabrina nodded. “Yeah, that’s why we needed help to film.”

“That’s also wild,” Tiffany said and chuckled.

“It wasn’t my idea,” I said.

“Why does it matter whose idea it was?” Sabrina asked and gave me a look.

“I guess it doesn’t. I’m just saying,” I said.

Sabrina tried to dip the cookie into the tea. She had a taste, licking her lips. “Wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be.”

I chuckled. “So what were you talking about earlier?”

“It wasn’t bad, but it’s mediocre,” she said. “I’d rather eat them separately.”

“I used to do that when I was younger,” Tiffany said. “But I don’t like when soggy bits end up in the bottom of the cup.”

After we finished the cookies and tea, I showed Tiffany the camera and how to film. “Gosh, this weighs like a Nokia phone,” she said.

“Funny comparison,” I said. I showed her around, how to film and at what settings. She had never recorded with a camera before, so she needed help.

“With an iPhone, I just hit record, what are all these other functions for?”

“Just don’t worry about them for now,” I told her. “What I showed you will be the most important part.”

“Okay,” Tiffany said and did a test filming. “I think I get the gist.” With a twinkle in her eyes, she lowered the camera.

I glanced at Sabrina. “Should we hop in and get some content?”

She pressed her lips to my cheeks. “I’m ready when you are.”

Tiffany locked the door, and we hopped into the car. Tiffany sat in the backseat with the camera in her hands. What we were doing sure would be risky for many reasons. Tiffany couldn’t be wearing seat belts in order to film, neither could Sabrina since she would be sucking me off. This was definitely not something I saw myself doing a couple of weeks ago, but I had become more courageous because of my sister, so I didn’t want to decline another adventure. I looked at Sabrina before starting the car. “Should I pull down my shorts while driving?” I asked her.

She nodded. “It would be more authentic then. I also love unbuckling belts.”

I nodded and agreed with her. I started the car and cruised to the freeway. Sabrina was bumping some sensual music, glancing at me and getting me in the mood. She nudged me with her elbow. “I’m getting hungry.”

I glanced at her, and she flashed her tits at me. “Eyes on the road,” she reminded me.

“Stop flashing your boobs then.”

“Or you can let me suck your cock,” she said.

“Fine,” I said. “Are you ready to film?” I asked Tiffany.

She nodded shyly, blushing as she glanced at the rearview mirror. “Imagine if we get caught.”

“That’s the fun part,” Sabrina said, tugging at my shorts. “Raise your hips, silly. I can’t get your joystick out like this.”

Still holding onto the wheel, I lifted my hips. She reached for my belt, slipping it through the loops and pushing my shorts down until only my underwear was left. She stroked my bulge with a wide smile, watching me as I tried to focus on driving.

“This is gonna be gold,” she said, pulling down my underwear until my cock snapped free.

Licking her lips, my sister swallowed my cock in one smooth motion. She slid half of it into her mouth, making obscene slurping and sucking sounds. Sitting in the rear, Tiffany kept filming, and the mix of pleasure and thrill was overwhelming. Thank God for having such a sexy girl in my life, I thought to myself while raking my fingers through my sister’s blonde hair.

With every passing car, I had to press Sabrina’s head down further onto my member, causing her to gag and choke as she tried to maintain her rhythm. “Sorry sis,” I groaned, gripping her hair tightly. “There was a car coming.”

Sabrina glanced up at me with watery eyes, but the glimmer of lust and excitement was unmistakable. “It was kind of hot, the way you pushed my head like that.”

“Pray for more incoming cars, then,” I joked.

She dove back down, parting her lips and taking my erection into her mouth.

“Mmm, there we go,” I said, groaning as I enjoyed the way she sucked me.

Tiffany kept the camera steady, capturing every obscene slurp and muffled moan. “You two are so hot together,” she said, zooming in on Sabrina’s stretched lips wrapped around my throbbing cock. “Your viewers are going to lose their minds.”

I knew it meant something when she said it, especially with how shy she was. As much as I wanted to sit back and enjoy watching Sabrina suck me, I had to keep one hand on the wheel too. I had to concentrate harder on the road while fighting the urge to thrust into Sabrina’s eager mouth. She sensed my tension. She was a good girl, sucking harder and faster and pushing me closer to that sweet climax.

The pressure built rapidly, my balls tightening to knots as I would empty myself inside her wet mouth any second. “Oh, Sabrina, be ready now,” I warned through gritted teeth, my knuckles white on the steering wheel.

Sabrina hummed her approval, her eyes locked on mine as she bobbed her head with my shaft in her mouth. With a final, deep plunge, she pushed me over the brink. I erupted into her mouth, my hips jerking involuntarily as I filled her with my seed. Her eyes widened, but she kept her lips sealed around my shaft. She held me there while I moaned, then slowly pulled off with a soft kiss, keeping her mouth full. Turning to the camera, she opened her mouth to show off the pool of my cum on her tongue. She swallowed with a loud gulp and opened her mouth again, gasping for air.

I patted her back. “That’s my good girl.”

She pecked my cheek. “Good sister, don’t you mean?”

“That too,” I said.

“Let’s find a spot to park and see what we got.”

“I can’t believe you did that,” Tiffany said, lowering the camera.

“High five!” Sabrina said, smacking Tiffany’s hand, making her chuckle.

“You’re wild,” Tiffany said.

“You will be too,” Sabrina said with a wink. Tiffany didn’t rebut her. I had a feeling she’d join soon enough.

We pulled into a perfect spot, the hills rising in the background. Hopping out of the car, we stretched our arms and legs, then gathered around Tiffany as she replayed the clips.

“I’m surprised by your filming,” I told Tiffany, giving her a pat on the back.

She beamed. “I tried to hold it as steady as possible.”

“It’s harder than it looks. It’s an art to master,” I said. “You did great.”

It was surreal, and incredibly hot, watching my sister go down on me while I drove, seeing her lips glide up and down my shaft. The best moments were when I pressed her head down to hide from an oncoming car, hearing her gag like crazy.

“I need to work on my gag reflex,” Sabrina said, laughing as her eyes widened at the obscene sounds.

“It’s hot,” I said.

Then we got to the part where I filled her mouth with my cum. She pulled off and showed off the load on her tongue before swallowing.

“What do you think, brother?” she asked with a flirtatious smile. “Is it any good?”

“It’s perfect,” I said.

“Sex would be better,” she teased, waggling her eyebrows.

I stared at her, trying to figure out what she meant. “Behind the car?”

“No, inside
 , silly,” she said.

My eyes flitted from her to the car. “How’s that gonna work?” I asked. Tiffany was right—Sabrina was wild, especially with her imagination.

“We undress here, we get into the driver’s seat and Tiffany drives while filming us,” she said, waggling her eyebrows.

“You’re seriously wild,” Tiffany reminded her, shaking her head but smiling.

I mulled it over. “You’ll have to ride me reverse cowgirl unless you want me pounding you through the roof.”

“That works too,” Sabrina said with a grin. She sauntered over, tugging at my shorts while biting her lip. “Let’s fuck.”

I couldn’t resist her. With a mischievous glint in her eye, my sister grabbed my hand and led me behind the car. We quickly shed our clothes, tossing them haphazardly onto the back seat. Just as I was about to pull her into an embrace, the sound of an approaching vehicle caused us to duck down, stifling our giggles as we pressed our naked bodies against each other.

Once the coast was clear, I hurried to the front seat, settling in as Sabrina climbed up, straddling my lap in a reverse cowgirl position. Her soft skin brushed against mine, sending shivers down my spine as she ground her hips teasingly, my cock rubbing against her back and lower cheeks.

Tiffany, now in the driver’s seat, gripped the steering wheel nervously. “Are you sure about this?” she asked, her voice wavering slightly as she adjusted the camera.

Sabrina reached out to Tiffany, running her fingers through her hair reassuringly. “Just do your best.”

“Should he put his cock inside you before I start?” Tiffany asked.

“That’s a good idea,” I said. “Come on, lift your ass.”

“I’m trying,” Sabrina said, pressing herself against the windshield as I came face-to-face with her gorgeous bottom. “You gotta help push it in too!”

I did, guiding myself to her slit and finding her pink hole. “Okay, lean back.”

She did, falling onto my lap, and my cock slid all the way to the hilt. I let out a low moan of relief, fully buried inside her.

“I’m in. Start the car,” I told Tiffany.

Tiffany put the car in drive, doing her best to keep the camera steady as we pulled onto the road.

The thrill of being filmed while making love in a moving vehicle only heightened our arousal. Sabrina’s breathy moans filled the car as she bounced on my lap, her blonde locks cascading down her back. I thrust up to meet her, our bodies moving in perfect sync as the scenery blurred past the windows.

Tiffany’s eyes darted between the road and the rearview mirror, her cheeks flushed as she witnessed our passionate mating. “You two are wild,” she said, zooming in on Sabrina’s blissful expression.

I chuckled at her comment, looking at how my sister’s pussy swallowed my cock, again and again, massaging me at all the sensitive spots.

Tiffany tried to drive as steadily as possible, even though she struggled. Her eyes kept flicking toward us anyway, catching glimpses of Sabrina’s pink pussy sliding up and down my cock, over and over. Every stroke left wet, sloppy trails along my shaft, Sabrina giggling with each movement. I threw my head back, pleasure flooding through me as she kept up her relentless fucking.

“I can try to film,” I managed to tell Tiffany between gasps.

“Yeah, I think that’s a better idea,” she said, her voice tight with nerves.

The second she handed me the camera, a car zoomed past us, honking aggressively.

“He’s just jealous,” Sabrina said, laughing, never slowing her rhythm.

“I’d be jealous too,” I said, leaning back farther, angling the camera to catch the obscene, beautiful view of Sabrina riding me. My toes curled, the overwhelming sensation rushing faster than I’d expected, especially after having just come in her mouth minutes ago.

“Are you gonna come?” she asked, grinning wickedly.

“Yeah,” I groaned, sinking my fingers deep into her perfect ass with my left hand while filming with the right.

“Then I’m gonna ride you even harder,” she teased, shaking her ass with a sultry grind.

Tiffany would’ve done a better job filming. I barely kept the camera upright as I threw my head back, shuddering as I exploded inside Sabrina, shooting hot streams of cum deep into her. “Gosh,” I said in disbelief that I had come so quickly.

“Ohhh,” Sabrina moaned, slowing her movements, her pussy clenching around me to milk every last drop. She finally slumped back against me, purring with satisfaction. I set the camera aside and wrapped my arms around her, holding her close.

“I love you, sis,” I told her.

“I love you too, bro.”

Right when she was about to turn around to kiss me, Tiffany burst out, panic sharp in her voice, “You guys!”

Both of us snapped our heads toward the road. There, standing with a speed gun in hand, was a blonde female officer.

“Fuck,” Sabrina said, her voice trembling now.

We hadn’t been speeding, but the real problem was obvious: I was naked and still buried deep inside Sabrina, my cum trickling down the sides. The officer waved us off to the shoulder, and Tiffany, pale and shaking, obeyed.

The fit, sexy-looking middle-aged woman strode up to the car, glanced inside, and without a word turned back to her colleague.

“Where’s she going?” I asked, tension tightening my chest.

“Is she getting backup?” Tiffany asked, gnawing on her nails.

“Backup for what?” I muttered, heart hammering.

The second officer, a brunette woman, smirked when she looked in our direction, exchanging a few hushed words with the first. The way she grinned made my gut churn with a mix of dread and curiosity.

The first blonde officer came back, fiddling with the camera attached to her chest, and gestured for Sabrina to roll down the window. She leaned in, smiling kindly.

“What exactly are you three up to?” she asked, waggling her eyebrows.

Sabrina blushed so hard she couldn’t even get a word out, so I answered for her. “We were just… horny. That’s all.”

The officer’s gaze shifted, spotting our handheld camera. “Horny enough to film it?”

Sabrina chuckled nervously. “We, um, like to keep memories.”

The officer tilted her head. “Memories … or content for online?”

“We run an OnlyFans,” I admitted.

She chuckled as if she’d known it already. “Yeah, figured that out.”

Sabrina, still flushed, glanced at the officer’s chest. “Is your camera filming right now?”

The officer shook her head. “Turned it off for your sake. Now, step out of the vehicle, please.”

Sabrina and I exchanged a nervous glance. “Is this, uh … a felony or a misdemeanor?” I asked.

“I have no idea,” Sabrina whispered back. “God, I hope we’re not screwed.”

We clumsily climbed out of the car, Sabrina slipping off my cock with a wet sound as cum trickled down her thighs. We hurried to help each other get dressed just as the second officer approached.

She was stunning too, tall, fit, and probably around the same age as our mother. She wasn’t as well-endowed, but there was just something incredibly sexy about seeing a female officer, especially in the scorching heat. When her eyes flicked down to my exposed cock before I could pull my pants up, she arched a brow.

“Impressive,” she said casually.

I blushed hard, fumbling with my zipper. “Uh … thanks. I’m glad you like it.”

The officers took our names and went to check them while we stood there awkwardly. My heart pounded in my chest.

“You sure your cameras aren’t filming?” Sabrina asked again.

They both shook their heads. “They aren’t,” the blonde officer said kindly. “We figured out what you were up to.”

Sabrina leaned close to me and whispered, “There might be hope. They seem decent.”

I cleared my throat. “Did we, uh … break any laws?” I asked.

The blonde officer smiled warmly. “Well, you weren’t speeding,” she said cryptically. “So we are just doing a routine check.”

I blinked. “Seriously? We didn’t break the law?”

The blonde shrugged. “You’re young. We’re willing to let it slide … maybe save this kind of thing for early morning or late evening.”

Sabrina and I exchanged a stunned look. I still couldn’t quite believe it. “You’re serious?” I asked again.

The brunette officer grinned. “We did something similar when we were your age.”

Sabrina perked up, playful again. “Well, we could give you a discount on our OnlyFans as a little something to say thanks.”

I groaned, shaking my head and rolling my eyes, but Sabrina light-heartedly punched my shoulder.

The blonde officer laughed. “Honestly, I’m curious. I’d love to see what you two are up to.”

Sabrina grinned wide and bumped her hip against mine. “Told you they’d want to see us.”

Before we could leave, the blonde officer leaned closer. “There’s a discreet spot at the top of the hill,” she said, lowering her voice. “Might be a little safer up there, but be careful. Not every officer is as forgiving as we are.”

“Thank you,” I said sincerely.

“You guys are the best,” Sabrina added brightly.

They handed Tiffany back her license. “Drive safe,” the brunette officer said, giving her a wink.

Then the blonde officer extended her hand to me. “I’m Lana Fox,” she said.

Up close, she was even sexier—all curves and authority wrapped up in that tight uniform. I shook her hand, feeling my heart race again, and my cock stirring back to life. “Kane.”

The brunette also introduced herself as Lexi Love.

“Take care of her,” Lexi said with a playful wink. “Didn’t mean to cockblock you.”

“We’ll be fine,” I said, chuckling. “We’ll head up there and film instead. Obviously not while driving.”

“Good boy,” Lana said with a laugh. “Have fun.”

We climbed back into the car, all of us letting out a huge sigh of relief.

“I thought we were toast,” Tiffany admitted, pulling back onto the road.

Only Sabrina seemed genuinely happy, giggling with pure joy. I frowned, looking at her. “That could’ve ended really badly.”

“But it didn’t,” she said with a bright smile, brushing her hand down my thigh until her fingers found my cock again. “Already hard?” Sabrina teased.

“Did you see those officers?” I said.

“Should I roll down the window and thank them for warming you up?” she joked.

“Come on, let’s just leave,” I said, laughing.

Sabrina stroked me teasingly. “So you up for a third scene at the hilltop?” she whispered. “I wanna get fucked against the car.”

“Tiffany, drive us up there,” I said as I wanted to release my erection as quickly as possible.

Tiffany drove carefully up the winding road, following the officer’s directions. The hilltop was quiet with a view of the rolling hills, cacti and open sky. It was perfect.

We quickly exited the car, eager to capture the next steamy scene. Sabrina’s eyes sparkled with mischief as she opened the door and pushed me inside.

“Let’s start here,” she said, pushing me down and straddling my hips.

“Hey, wait for me!” Tiffany said, lifting the parking brake and grabbing the camera. “I thought we were doing something outside the car.”

“As long as we’re not driving,” I pointed out.

Tiffany aimed the camera, zooming in as Sabrina ground against me, our clothes the only thing between us. She gave us a thumbs-up and smashed the REC button.

Unable to resist, I reached up and cupped my sister’s breasts, kneading them through the thin fabric of her top. Sabrina let out a sexy moan, arching into my touch. She made quick work of my shorts, freeing my straining erection.

“Mmm, thank you, sexy officers,” she said, wrapping her fingers around my shaft and stroking me lovingly. I groaned, bucking into her hand, desperate for more friction.

“Take off your clothes,” I told her.

She obeyed. It was a bit clumsy undressing in the car, but she managed. We tried to come up with some positions, but it was way too cramped in there.

“Kane, open the door,” she said.

I did, stepping out and glancing around to make sure no one was watching.

Sabrina shifted to the edge of the seat, turning around to present her perfect ass to me as she bent over. “Like this,” she said, wiggling her hips invitingly.

I moved behind her, running my hands over the smooth curves of her backside while my erection tapped against her cheeks.

Tiffany moved in closer, capturing the moment I lined myself up and pushed inside Sabrina’s tight, slick heat. We both moaned out as I began thrusting, the car rocking with our lovemaking.

“Oh, just like that,” Sabrina said, pushing back to meet my strokes. Her moans echoed off the surrounding hills as I pounded into her.

After bringing Sabrina to a shuddering climax, we moved to the hood of the car for the final position. She laid back against the warm metal, spreading her legs wide as I stepped between them. I hooked her ankles over my shoulders, nearly bending her in half as I entered her again.

The new angle allowed me to plunge even deeper. Sabrina’s eyes rolled back, incoherent sounds of bliss spilling from her lips as I fucked her, chasing my release. Tiffany circled us, determined to immortalize every second of our passionate coupling.

“Your pussy feels so good,” I said, my hips snapping erratically as I neared the edge.

“It was meant for you,” Sabrina said, clenching around me like a hug.

With a deep, guttural groan, I slammed into her one final time, my cock pulsing as I erupted. Sabrina writhed beneath me, trembling as my hot seed flooded her channel. We clung to each other, both gasping for breath, basking in the afterglow of three intense orgasms within an hour. I must’ve broken a personal record.

I pulled my cock out of her cum-drenched hole. Tiffany was sweet enough to bring us our clothes, and we helped each other get dressed. We gathered around the hood of the car and watched the clips, praising Tiffany for her filming skills. Even if it was a little shaky, amateur footage always did well.

“Best hilltop detour ever,” Sabrina said, flashing me a wicked smile.

“Indeed,” I agreed with her.

We took a few minutes to just sit on the hood together, enjoying the view.

“Both of you seem oblivious to the fact you got caught,” Tiffany said.

“Admit the clips are good,” I told her, draping my arm over her neck and pulling her closer.

“They’re spicy,” Tiffany admitted, her eyes reflecting a mix of love and lust. “I wish I were as brave as you two.”

“You can be,” Sabrina said. “You just have to open up your legs.”

Tiffany chuckled. “Easier said than done. But I’m down to film more clips.”

“That’s great.” I wiped the sweat from my brow. It was hot out here, and I needed a break. “Why don’t we get something to eat and drink?”

“I agree,” Sabrina said, glancing at Tiffany. “I know a place close to the beach. They have super good juices and tasty sandwiches.”

“Alright, let’s jump in,” I said.

Sabrina was my GPS, guiding me there. After half an hour, we arrived, and I found a place to park. We settled down.

“What an amazing view,” I said. The waves shimmered and crashed onto the shore, and a couple of surfers were riding the waves.

“It’s super relaxing,” Sabrina said, pushing her blonde hair behind her ears. “What should we get?”

“We can share a big pineapple drink,” Tiffany suggested.

“So you’ve been here too?” I asked Tiffany, who nodded eagerly.

“Sabrina showed me this place,” Tiffany said.

We ordered the pineapple drink along with three sandwiches. The waitress brought over a big pineapple cut at the top with three straws. We leaned forward simultaneously and took a sip.

“It’s sweet,” I said.

“Too sweet or just sweet?” Sabrina asked, licking the yellow juice from her lips.

“Just sweet,” I said. “And it’s exactly what I need.”

“I love this,” Sabrina said. “I needed that after all the work.”

“I like the way you say ‘work,’” Tiffany said, waggling her eyebrows.

“Sucking a cock is work though,” Sabrina pointed out.

“Sabrina, tone it down,” I told her, but I couldn’t help laughing at her humor. Everything felt great at the moment. The waitress brought our grilled cheese sandwiches, which were golden brown and warm.

“How are they?” Sabrina asked me while taking a bite.

“I love them,” I said.

“Nice,” she said.

Tiffany nibbled on hers like a bird, sipping juice between the bites. When we finished eating, we started talking about life in general. “Think of living like this every day,” Sabrina pointed out, looking at me and Tiffany, but her eyes lingered on Tiffany. “We are our own bosses, no morning alarm, no angry boss, and we get paid on top of it.”

“Yeah … It’s enticing,” Tiffany said, lowering her voice. “A lot of sex on top of it.”

“We saw a major spike after we filmed our first sex scene,” I said. “With another girl, I think we’ll see another spike.”

“If it’s okay with you,” Tiffany said, clearly understanding we were talking about her. “I kind of want to try.”

Sabrina happily draped her arm over her shoulder. “I knew you would say yes.”

“Just trying for now,” Tiffany said.

“You’ll be hooked,” Sabrina promised her. “We will have so much fun, you have no idea.”

“I kind of have an idea,” she giggled.

“By the way, I want to buy some dildos,” Sabrina said.

“Don’t you have enough already?” I asked her.

She shook her head. “I want a cloned one from yours. And I think Tiffany might want one too.”

“I do,” Tiffany said with a giggle.

“Fine,” I said with a shrug. I didn’t understand why she needed so many sex toys, but that was something I’d probably never understand about girls.

After we’d finished eating, I drove Sabrina to an adult shop. “Isn’t this something out of antiquity?”

“Ha-ha, very funny,” Sabrina said. “Girls still prefer actual shopping over virtual shopping.”

We entered the store, and the lady working there beamed when she saw us. She had a porn star look, with enhanced breasts almost spilling out of her tight top, enhanced lips, dyed blonde hair, and high heels that lifted her round ass. “Hi,” Sabrina said, waving at her.

“Hi,” the cashier said. “Coming for more sex toys?”

Sabrina nodded. It shouldn’t have surprised me that this was where Sabrina bought all her stash. “We want two Clone-A-Willy kits.”

“I got that for you,” she said and turned around to her shelf, flipping through the sex toys. “Is that your boy you’re sharing?”

Sabrina and Tiffany nodded. “We are,” Sabrina said since Tiffany was too shy to answer.

“Lucky guy,” the cashier said with a giggle. She put the boxes on the counter. “These glow in the dark, too, so they’re easier to guide under the sheets.”

“Perfect,” Sabrina said. She paid for the items and got them in a discreet bag.

“You’ve been shopping here so many times that she knows you?”

“Yeah,” Sabrina said. “I’ve been coming here for two years. Toys are important.”

“I just find it funny,” I said. It was 5 PM, and the sun was starting its descent toward the sea. Tiffany mentioned that she would be eating dinner with her mom soon, so we decided to drive her back.

“Will you have the dildo ready by tomorrow?” Tiffany asked.

“I will,” I said. I had never done something like this before, but I suspected it wasn’t rocket science.

We pulled into her driveway. “Tell your mom we say hi,” Sabrina said.

“I will,” Tiffany said. “For tomorrow, when do you want me to come?”

“After breakfast,” Sabrina said. “That’s when we usually start.”

“Okay … Any preparations?”

“You have to be wet,” Sabrina said, making them both giggle. “I’m just kidding. I’ve got plenty of sexy clothes if you want to borrow some.”

“Okay,” she said and opened the door. “Text me when the clip is up.”

“I will,” I said, eagerly anticipating seeing her nude. Sabrina and I stepped outside to hug her. I opened my arms, and Tiffany fell into them with a grateful sigh. Our bodies pressed together, her head resting on my chest, and for the first time, I felt the warmth of our embrace radiate throughout my body. It was intimate, more so than any hug we had shared before.

“I think you’re cute,” she whispered, breaking the hug and looking me in the eyes.

Her freckled cheeks blushed ever so slightly. “I have a thing for you too.”

“It will be nice to explore those feelings in the coming days,” she said. “I just hope we can do something outside the set if you know what I mean.”

“There’ll be plenty of time for that,” I said.

She nodded and headed up to her door, her red hair swaying behind her.

We drove back home, and Sabrina put her shades on. “What a productive day,” she said with a smile.

“You’re damn right,” I said. “The car scenes will be smash hits … Too bad they aren’t going up on OnlyFans.”

“I don’t like that either,” Sabrina said, wrinkling her nose. “I wish we could operate unrestricted.”

“We just have to be creative,” I told her. “Dirtier stuff on Pornhub and Reddit.”

We pulled in and noticed that our mother had already arrived. “Time flies when you’re having fun,” I said.

“Or making love,” she said with a wink. We hopped outside. She took the bags, and I opened the door for her. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” I said.

“Mom, we’re home,” Sabrina said.

“I’m outside,” Valeria said.

In the garden, she moved fluidly through her yoga routine. Wearing skin-tight pink yoga leggings along with a sports top, she currently did a front split. My thoughts wandered to places they shouldn’t as I watched her flex and twist. A burning desire ignited in me for more than just this view of her.

“Let me just get our stuff to my bedroom,” I told her, reminding her that I had a bag with two dildos in addition to the camera.

“Alright,” she said and skipped outside. I hurried upstairs and dumped the stash onto my bed. I quickly went down again, and as my mother did the split, the sunlight caught her blonde hair and made it glow. With each stretch, her muscles flexed and glistened with sweat. I couldn’t help but admire her dedication to her yoga practice … and also how sexy she looked.

“Did you have fun with Tiffany?” she asked us.

“Yeah,” Sabrina said and exchanged glances with me. “We started off with cookies, had a little road trip and then had something to eat.”

“You weren’t driving your brother mad with a bunch of chatting?” Valeria asked her daughter.

“No,” Sabrina said, taking my arm and holding it like my lover. “Or did I?”

“Not at all,” I said. We kept our mother company for a little. She told us about her day, and what she had been up to. As I sat and watched how she transitioned into poses, I felt my cock stir. I found an excuse before I pitched a giant tent and headed upstairs. I thought I might as well take care of cloning my erection now that I was half erect. I read the instructions and looked around. I needed a boner. I wanted to call my sister. I knew she could help, but I knew there was something more tempting. I looked out the window and saw my mother transitioning into the side split. From up here, I had a perfect view of her delicious cleavage.

“Wow,” I said. Just upon seeing Valeria’s forbidden curves, I felt the sexual tension. It felt just as taboo as when I had first messed around with Sabrina. I opened the dildo box and prepared it accordingly. I grabbed the tube, and the only thing I needed now was a hard-on. I peered out the window, seeing my hot mother and how her leggings hugged her hips. The delicious ass crack made me hard in an instant, and I slowly started stroking myself to her. I didn’t mind. Sabrina and I had done so many forbidden things by now, so it didn’t feel so weird to jerk off to her.

“Knock, knock,” Sabrina said.

My eyes widened. “Ugh, what now?”

“What are you doing?”

“Nothing,” I said.

She opened the door and peeked inside.

“Sabrina, I didn’t say you can come in,” I told her sternly.

“Why are you masturbating?” she said in a lowered voice.

“It’s for your dildos,” I told her in a hushed voice.

She stifled a giggle. “Sorry … If you need an erection, I could’ve helped … Wait, what are you getting off to?”

I pulled the curtains shut. “Nothing.”

“Is it our mom?” she asked with a grin.

“Are you gonna help me or not?”

“I’ll help you when you answer me,” she said coquettishly. “Do you think our mother is hot?”

“Of course, I think our mother is pretty,” I said.

“I said hot,
 not pretty,” she corrected me.

“They’re interchangeable,” I said.

“No they’re not,” she said.

“You’re getting on my nerves now,” I told her.

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to,” she said. “If I can admit I’ve used her dildos, you can admit that you were jerking off to her.”

“Fine, I was,” I said. “You happy now?”

She chuckled. “Sort of,” she said and dropped to her knees. “I’ll be a good sister now.” She wrapped both her hands around my manhood and engulfed the tip with her mouth. She slid it deep into her mouth. My knees buckled as I hardened to steel in her mouth. She pulled her head back and slid it back into her mouth again with lips sealed tightly.

“Geeze, that’s fine,” I said, glancing down at her stretched lips. “She’s still out there.”

Pulling her head back, she came off with a pop. She had successfully sucked me to full mast. “Do you forgive me for being bratty now?”

“Of course, sis,” I said, and she pecked my lips.

I grabbed the tube and pushed it to my erection. “I thought you wanted to keep Mom company.”

“Yes, but I just wanted to see what you were up to,” she said. “I’ll help her out with dinner anyway … How does it feel?”

“Not as good as your mouth or pussy, that’s for sure.” I pulled it out and placed it on the desk. She curiously took the tube and peeked inside.

Putting it back, she eyed my cock. “Need help?”

“That wouldn’t hurt,” I said.

“Do you have tissues somewhere?” she asked.

I pulled open the drawer and handed her a box of baby wipes. She dropped to her knees and started cleaning my cock. “I’m sorry, I have no idea what that gooey stuff is.” She stroked me with the baby wipes and tossed it into the bin. She aimed the head at her mouth and sucked me in again. Closing my eyes, I moaned.

“Sabrina, that’s fine,” I said.

She flitted her eyes to mine and slowly came off my cock. “So, I’ll go down and talk to Mom.”

“I’ll edit the clips in the meantime,” I told her.

She kissed her hand and blew it to me. She could be too sexy at times.

I started my computer and opened the window to let in some fresh air. At the same time, I heard Valeria taking a shower downstairs. I started editing the videos we’d filmed so far, preparing to upload them to Pornhub. While editing, I reminisced over when I used to edit skateboard clips. It wasn’t boring, but this felt so much better.

Eventually, Valeria came outside. “Why don’t you blow dry your hair?” Sabrina asked Valeria.

“I like it better when it dries naturally,” she said. “When is your next shift by the way?”

That question made me lose focus on the editing. It took Sabrina a while to answer. “Uhm,” she said and drew in a deep breath. “I have quit.”

“Have you landed another job?”

“No,” she said.

“I like to see you have fun,” Valeria said. “But you aren’t without responsibilities.”

“I understand, Mom,” Sabrina said. “I’m doing a project together with Kane.”

“What kind of project?” Valeria asked suspiciously.

“Uhm … It’s something,” Sabrina said.

“Okay,” Valeria said and seemed to let it go.”









Chapter 6









I
 wiped the foam aside, so my sister could see my pubic hair better. She hung the bathrobe on the knob and joined me in the bathtub. We’d woken up an hour ago, and she suggested we shave each other. We would meet Tiffany later and get some yogurts at a shopping mall.

“Finally I can remove your pubic hair,” she said and stacked the shaver, gel and razor on the table.

I reached out to touch her pussy and the hair above her clit. “I think some hair looks sexy.”

“On older women,” she said. “Not on me.”

“Give me an example,” I said.

“On Mom,” she said and waggled her eyebrows.

I chuckled with her. She started with the shaver, gently grazing it over my pubic hair. My cock thickened to the point it stood in her way. “Can you unsheathe your sword, please?”

I laughed. “You will have to jump out of the bathtub.”

I held my erection for her, so she could concentrate a bit better. “There we go,” she said and grabbed the gel, gently rubbing it over the stubbles. She shaved off the remaining hair, and I watched as she carefully concentrated. “I’m not messing up anything?”

“No,” I said.

“You aren’t just looking at my breasts?”

“Your breasts and your face,” I said as she flitted her eyes to me.

“Yesterday … I was close to telling her,” she said with a sigh.

“What?”

“Our mother,” she said. “I told you before you went to bed that I told Mom I don’t work as a waitress any longer.”

“Right,” I said and remembered that clearly well. I was about to say if it bothered you so much, then why not tell her? But I thought twice about it. “I’m not sure what to say … We’ve been quite intimate lately to the point it feels normal for us, but I’m not sure about our mother’s reaction yet.”

“Neither am I,” she said with a sigh. “Although one thing is for certain, I feel terrible about lying or going behind her back.”

“I feel you,” I said. “When we have such a sweet mother as her, I don’t want to lie to her.”

“I agree,” she said and splashed some water over my cock. “Rise.”

I did, and she studied my manhood and private area. “Bald and clean,” she said as my erection cast a shadow on her face. “Your turn to shave me.”

“With pleasure,” I said. She sat on the edge of the bathtub, the water running over her pussy and thighs. I started with the shaver and trimmed off the little hair that was on her. I smiled upon shaving her. It was something so erotic trimming another girl, even more so when it was my sister.

When there were only stubbles left, I reached for the razor and gently shaved off the remaining hair till she was fully bald. “There we go,” I said and rubbed her with my thumb.

She lay down on top of me and gave me a nude, wet hug. “This was lovely,” she said. “What do you feel about seeing Tiffany nude?”

“I can’t wait,” I said with a grin.

“Film some dirty clips together?”

“Yeah,” I said, stroking my sister’s ass.

“Make some money,” she said.

“We’re already raking in the dough,” I said, reminding myself that we were making six figures already, and we could easily make more.

“I have a feeling we will make more with Tiffany,” she said, grinning.

“So do I,” I said, patting her ass. “Shall we rise and meet her?”

Sabrina nodded. “Let’s go.”

* * *

We drove up Tiffany’s driveway and flashed the lights. She stepped out, wearing a mini skirt and a top. “Hi,” she said and hopped into the seat.

“Hi,” we greeted her, and I asked her, “Did you see the clips?”

“I just watched them,” she said with a giggle. “I still can’t believe you went so far.”

“We can always go farther,” Sabrina said.

“By the way,” I told Tiffany. “We have a gift for you in the bag.”

She reached inside and pulled out my clone a willy. She burst out laughing, slapping her thigh. “Thank you,” she said, studying it.

“I tried out mine yesterday,” Sabrina said. “It’s nice, but it can’t substitute his real thing.”

Tiffany checked it out as if she wanted to try it out. “I might try it out tonight,” she said. “I just can’t believe how thick he is.”

“Well endowed,” Sabrina said and waggled her eyebrows.

When we arrived at the mall, it was that time of the day when there weren’t many people around. The girls insisted on checking out some clothing stores, and I was about to fall asleep, but Sabrina and Tiffany encouraged me to buy a new polo shirt and chino shorts. I tried them on and was immediately impressed by how good they looked on me, and the price tag wasn’t discouraging either since we could afford it. It felt nice to be able to buy high-end clothes and stick out from the bunch, and Tiffany couldn’t believe it herself that we put it on our tab.

Tiffany hugged Sabrina outside the store. “Thank you! You two are the best.”

“Kane also wants a hug,” she said, breaking it, and she gladly fell into my arms too and lingered there a bit longer.

“Thank you,” Tiffany said. “Both of you are so kind.”

“I wonder what Mom will say when she sees me in these clothes,” I said. I couldn’t lie, but skateboard culture had left a mark on me for years. Polo shirts and chino shorts were the farthest thing from my mind.

“She will love them,” Sabrina insisted. “You look so hot.”

“Speaking of temperature,” I said and tugged at my shirt. “It’s even roasting inside here.”

“How about we get some frozen yogurt at U-swirl?” Sabrina suggested.

None of us could decline it since the sun was baking our bodies and leaving us drenched in sweat. We needed to cool down, but the journey there wasn’t straight as we winded through the outlet, and they kept looking for purses and perfume on the way. Luckily, there were no adult stores stacked with dildos and sex toys.

We finally arrived there which should’ve taken ten minutes, but ended up taking an hour. We bought our frozen yogurts and sat outside in the shade. Mine was topped with strawberries and salted caramels.

“What an odd combination,” Sabrina said, who’d just picked cherry yogurt with some chocolate on top.

“I agree,” Tiffany said.

“Salt and sweets go hand in hand,” I said and popped a strawberry into my mouth.

“If you say so,” Sabrina said and started eating as well. She nudged me with her elbow and pointed at an advertisement for a penthouse by the beach. “Look at that.”

“I see,” I said and started dreaming about owning a penthouse with those two girls. I envisioned it in front of me, having a rooftop for ourselves with a jacuzzi and a dazzling view, and not having to deal with any neighbors. “We’ll soon be able to afford one if our success continues.”

“I know,” Sabrina said.

“You two dream big,” Tiffany said.

“We can dream even bigger while being three. Whoops,” Sabrina said and spilled some yogurt on her chest. “Kane … do you mind?”

“Sabrina, we are in public.”

“We just had sex in the car yesterday …”

Rolling my eyes, I leaned forward, pressed my tongue right on her cleavage, licked the sweet cream up and kissed her lips. “Satisfied?”

She placed her hand on my crotch. “Only this will satisfy me.”

I rolled my eyes again and laughed with her. Tiffany looked at both of us, and I could tell she felt envious.

“What do you want to try out first?” I asked her.

“A blowjob,” she said, lowering her eyes and hoping someone wasn’t listening.

“No one’s listening,” Sabrina said. “Once you’ve gotten cock’d by Kane, you will be hooked.”

“Is that even a word?” I asked her.

“No, I just pulled it out of my pussy,” she said and giggled, super excited.

“Right,” I said and chuckled with her. I knew when she was in a state of excitement, but it wasn’t always that she made sense. I turned to Tiffany. “So a blowjob?”

“Yes … But maybe I could give you a massage first,” Tiffany suggested.

“Yeah …” I said to myself and was also curious about her massage skills. “That’s different and will probably look good as well.”

“But I need some oils for the massage.”

“We can pick that up at the grocery store … By the way, maybe we can cook something for Mom,” Sabrina suggested.

“That will be nice,” Tiffany said.

Sabrina called Valeria, and they spoke for a minute or two. “Done,” Sabrina said and took Tiffany’s hand. “You’ll be eating dinner with us.”

* * *

We left the U-swirl and then made our way out of the outlet. The sun had reached its peak, and the palm trees swayed in the soft breeze. I tugged at the collar of my shirt and looked side to side as I was flanked by two forbidden beauties. “Anything else, or should we head to the nearest grocery store?” I asked them.

They exchanged glances, and Tiffany happened to say, “The quicker we get to your place, the better.”

“Because you have a dessert to look forward to,” Sabrina said and nudged her with her elbow.

“Yeah … but it’s also hot outside,” Tiffany said.

“If you can pick up what you need for groceries, I can wait here.”

Sabrina wrapped her arm around mine and shook her head. “You’re coming with us.”

“Alright,” I said with an eye roll and followed her to the nearest grocery store. I thought they perhaps wanted to be left alone for a moment but apparently not. Tiffany picked out some ingredients, and I wasn’t sure what she was going for with beef chuck, onions, tomatoes, bell peppers, potatoes and carrots. Probably some sort of stew.

“What will you cook?” I asked them.

“Goulash,” Tiffany said. “It’s a dish I had in Hungary. It’s super tasty.”

Even if she was young, she’d still discovered many countries from her profession. She found the oils she could use for her massage. We also picked up some fruits and water and decided it was enough. We made our way to the car and drove back home.

* * *

After we got home, we put the groceries in the fridge. Tiffany wanted to start with her work before preparing the beef stew.

“I think I’ll start with a blowjob,” Tiffany said, sitting cross-legged on the couch. She looked a little nervous, fiddling with the edge of her shorts. It was her first scene after all, so I didn’t judge her. “But I don’t want it to be too vanilla.”

“Vanilla’s fine,” Sabrina said, smiling. “Not everything has to be crazy.”

“Yeah,” I agreed. “Besides, it’s your first scene. It doesn’t hurt to warm up properly.”

Tiffany still looked unsure. “It doesn’t hurt to spice it up a little.”

“Let’s brainstorm,” I said, wanting her to be as comfortable as possible.

We sat there thinking, the air heavy and hot. I got up and turned on the air conditioner.

“Much better,” Sabrina said, stretching out.

I agreed with my sister, especially as it would get hotter later on.

Sabrina turned to me. “Kane, what are some of your fantasies?”

“Sleeping with you was one. Pretty much checked that box.”

Tiffany giggled. “What about me?”

“I’m pretty sure I’ll check that box soon too,” I told her, making her cheeks pink.

We went back to thinking. “Actually,” I said, turning to Tiffany, “was there ever any sexual tension when you worked as a flight attendant? Any crazy stories?”

Tiffany chuckled. “I’ve heard about flight attendants giving blowjobs to pilots, but only if the pilot was hot and experienced.”

“Lucky bastards,” I said.

Tiffany grinned. “Do you think flight attendants are hot?”

“Absolutely,” I said without hesitation.

Tiffany’s eyes lit up. “What if I dressed up as one?”

Sabrina gasped. “That’s a sexy idea.”

“I still have the uniform you gave me for my birthday,” Sabrina said, already getting up.

Tiffany jumped to her feet. “Let’s do it.”

They hurried out of the room giggling while I grabbed the camera and set everything up. I couldn’t complain. I hadn’t seen her in her flight attendant uniform, but I could imagine she would be even sexier. As I fiddled with the tripod and checked the battery, I could hear them upstairs, laughing and shedding their clothes. I couldn’t help but picture Tiffany undressing, slipping into the tight little uniform. Their playful voices sounded horny as hell, and it stirred something in me too.

A few minutes later, they came back down. Tiffany stood there dressed as a sexy flight attendant, a short skirt that barely covered her thighs, a tight blouse left unbuttoned just enough to show off her deep cleavage, and a little hat perched on her head. She looked absolutely irresistible, every curve on display in the hottest way.

“Damn, you look sexy,” I said, letting my eyes travel over her. “Beautiful, too.”

Tiffany blushed a little but smiled proudly.

“We need to do a quick photoshoot first before we move on to the blowjob,” I said, grabbing the camera and grinning.

Sabrina smirked. “Tiffany has a surprise for you.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Oh yeah? What’s the surprise?”

Sabrina giggled. “She’s going commando.”

“No panties?”

Tiffany nodded, a mischievous glint in her eyes. “I thought it would make the photos more … interesting.”

“Ever did that as a flight attendant?”

“Maybe,” she said, and her blush was all I needed to know.

“Let’s get started then,” I said. I positioned her by the window where the natural light hit perfectly. “Stand there, look professional. Like you’re about to welcome passengers aboard.”

Tiffany straightened her posture, putting on her best flight attendant smile. I clicked several shots, circling around her to capture different angles.

“Now unbutton your top a bit more,” I directed, my pulse quickening. “Like you’re getting hot in the cabin.”

She complied, slowly unfastening another button, then another. The blouse gaped open, revealing the swell of her breasts, and her rosy nipples. “No bra either,” I said, whistling softly.

“My bad,” Sabrina said. “Two surprises.”

I studied her breasts, and they were full, young and gorgeous with rosy areolas and nipples.

“Perfect,” I murmured, taking more photos. “Now bend forward a little, like you’re helping a passenger.”

As she leaned forward, her blouse fell open further. One breast slipped free entirely, her pink nipple hard and inviting. I captured the moment, my cock throbbing like mad.

“Oops,” she giggled, not bothering to fix it. “Turbulence.”

Sabrina laughed from where she was watching on the couch. “Try sitting on that chair,” she suggested. “Cross and uncross your legs like in that movie.”

Tiffany plopped down on the edge of the chair, crossing her legs before slowly, deliberately uncrossing them. With no panties underneath, she gave me a clear view of her glistening pussy. I nearly fumbled the camera.

“Perfect,” I said, capturing several hot photos. The lens couldn’t even begin to do justice to how sexy she looked. “Now stand up and drop something.”

Tiffany took a pen from the nearby desk and deliberately let it fall to the floor. “Oh dear,” she said in a mock professional voice. “Let me get that for you, sir.”

She turned around and bent over slowly, her skirt riding up to reveal her bare ass and the pink lips of her sex peeking from between her thighs. I groaned involuntarily as I took the shot.

“Wow,” I muttered, my cock straining painfully against my shorts.

“She’s not blueballing you?” Sabrina asked me teasingly but also caringly.

“We’re getting there … I think we got enough photos. Are you ready for the blowjob?”

Tiffany nodded. “I think so.”

“Alright … I think it’s time for the in-flight service,” I said, holding the camera. “I’ve got something that needs attention.”

“Oh my,” Tiffany said, eyeing the obvious bulge in my shorts. “That looks uncomfortable. Let me be a good attendant and help you with that.”

Tiffany approached me, maintaining eye contact as she sank to her knees before me. Her fingers traced the outline of my erection through my shorts before she undressed me, along with my boxers. My cock sprang free, thick and throbbing.

“My goodness,” she said, still in her flight attendant persona. “We certainly do have a situation here.”

She made us laugh. She wrapped her delicate fingers around my shaft, stroking slowly while looking up at me with those mesmerizing eyes. I held the camera steadily as she prepared herself for her first sex tape. She leaned forward, her breath brushing over my cock.

“Here we go,” she said, opening her mouth and sliding my most intimate part inside her. I groaned at the sweet friction of her inner cheeks closing around my length. I gently cupped her neck, guiding the bobbing motion of her head. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her face, those scattered freckles across her nose and cheeks, the way her lips stretched around my girth and how her eyes fluttered closed in concentration.

“You’re a natural,” I breathed. “You look so beautiful like this.”

She moaned around my cock in response, the vibrations sending pleasure coursing through me. She didn’t look insecure anymore. She looked completely at home.

Maybe it was the flight attendant outfit. I wasn’t sure. But I admired her for taking her time, doing everything she could to please me.

Tiffany took me deeper, relaxing her throat until her nose was only a couple of inches from my pelvis. She held there for a moment before she coughed and gagged like mad. She pulled back, gasping for air, a string of saliva connecting her lips to my cock.

“Wow,” I said, mesmerized by the sight of her trying to deepthroat me.

She smiled up at me, her hand continuing to stroke my slick shaft. “Is the service to your satisfaction, sir?” she asked playfully.

“Absolutely,” I said.

She returned to her task, kissing the head. For every kiss, she opened her mouth more and more till her lips were properly wrapped around me. Then she slid me inside her mouth, her head bobbing. I could feel my orgasm building rapidly as she kept slobbering over my shaft.

“Tiffany,” I warned her, “I’m getting there.”

She pulled back slightly but kept her lips wrapped around the head, her tongue swirling around.

“I think he wants to finish on your face,” Sabrina said.

Tiffany released my cock with a pop, looking up at me with eager eyes. “Is that what you want?” she asked, her hand still pumping steadily.

“Yes,” I groaned, barely able to form words as the pressure built.

Tiffany stroked faster, her fist pumping up and down my shaft with delicious pressure. She tilted her head back slightly, looking up at me with those cute eyes. She aimed my shaft directly at her face as if she wanted the load herself.

“I’m coming,” I grunted, my hips jerking forward.

The first rope shot across her left cheek with surprising force, making her gasp. The second and third followed immediately, thick white streams landing across her forehead, nose and right cheek. A fourth pulse splashed across her parted lips and chin, while the fifth and sixth decorated her freckled features further. By the time I finished, her face was completely covered, white trails dripping down toward her flight attendant uniform.

Tiffany blinked in shock, her mouth hanging open as cum slid down her face. “Oh my god,” she whispered, sounding genuinely surprised. “That’s … that’s a lot. Can I please have a towel? Or two?” She held perfectly still, afraid to move as semen threatened to drip onto her blouse.

Sabrina burst into laughter. “Kane, you absolutely painted her!”

I was still catching my breath. “Sorry,” I said. “It’s been building up.”

“It’s fine … but a towel, please?” Tiffany said.

Sabrina jumped up and grabbed a small hand towel from the kitchen. “Here you go, cum-face,” she teased, handing it to Tiffany.

“Very funny,” Tiffany said with a chuckle, carefully dabbing at her face. “I wasn’t expecting a facial tsunami.”

I chuckled, still filming as she cleaned herself up. “That’s going to be a hit with the subscribers.”

“I can imagine,” Tiffany said, her eyes bright with excitement. She wiped the last traces from her chin and forehead before looking up at me. “Was it good?”

“It was incredible,” I assured her, setting the camera down. “You’re a natural.”

“Did I look okay?” she asked, suddenly self-conscious. “I’ve never done this before.”

“You looked amazing,” Sabrina said, sitting back down. “Trust me, the fans are going to go crazy for that scene.”

Tiffany’s expression shifted from uncertainty to pride. “Well, at least warn a girl next time about your… volume.” She gestured at the towel, now spotted with my seed.

“Consider yourself warned for next time,” I said with a wink.

“We have a tradition to watch the clip together afterward,” Sabrina said and crooked her finger. “Come.”

“I noticed that yesterday,” Tiffany said and made her way to us and sat down next to me. She leaned her head on my shoulder and nervously wrapped her arm in mine. Something told me that she was feeling a bit insecure as she watched the clip with us. I then turned to her and noticed her cheeks were as red as tulips, and she chewed her lips and squinted when we played the blowjob part. But when I blasted her face with my cum, her eyes widened in disbelief again.

“What do you think?” I asked her.

“It looked nice … but I didn’t hurt you or anything?”

“What?” I asked and searched her face. The question caught me so off guard since the look of pleasure was clearly on my face when she sucked me.

“I was just wondering… was there too much teeth or something?” she said, shrinking under my gaze.

“Not at all,” I told her and raked my fingers through her hair. “That was wonderful.”

“Could I do something to make it better?” she asked and clung to my arm harder.

“No,” I told her. “It was perfect.”

“Tiffany, the most important thing was that you sucked the cum out of his tip. You succeeded and he clearly enjoyed it.”

“Okay,” she said and stopped chewing her lips. “Just checking.”

“So … What do you say, are you down with us?”

She nodded without hesitation. “I won’t be a flight attendant any longer.”

Sabrina jumped up to her feet and fell into Tiffany’s embrace. She wrapped her arms around Sabrina’s back, making their tits mash together. I rose and also embraced her after Sabrina.

“So … Do we share him equally?” Tiffany asked Sabrina after breaking the hug.

“Pretty much … we are his girlfriends and he is our boyfriend.”

“And I suppose we have to hide from our parents,” Tiffany said.

“For now,” Sabrina said.

“I’m not sure what my mother would say about this if she found out,” Tiffany said.

“Relax,” I told her. “Our parents aren’t tyrants after all.”

“Maybe you’re right … I think this will be fun, especially for you,” Tiffany said and nodded her head at me.

“All of us will have fun,” I corrected her. I could already visualize the adventurous day we had in front of us, making my chest tingle.

Sabrina suddenly coughed in her elbow. “Sorry, it feels as if I’m having something in my throat.”

“Maybe you need to eat something,” Tiffany said. “When will your mother come home?”

“In an hour,” Sabrina said.

I patted Sabrina’s back. “You alright?”

She shook her head. “It feels like I’ve caught the flu or something. Hopefully, I’ll get better.”

“Maybe you need a healthy dose of cum too,” Tiffany chimed in.

“That sure will help,” Sabrina said and chuckled.

While Tiffany and Sabrina went to the kitchen, I started working on the clips.

* * *

Valeria came back when Sabrina and Tiffany finished their dish. “Kane, you can come down now,” Sabrina shouted for me. I descended the stairs just as Valeria took off her shoes in the foyer.

“Hi,” Valeria greeted me with a wide smile.

“Hi,” I said.

“You don’t want to help your sister and her friend in the kitchen?” she asked with a wink.

“I’ll just mess everything up,” I said. I was a bit intimidated by cooking, so that wouldn’t be an option. Valeria went to the terrace, her hips swaying in a tight, red pencil dress. The fabric stretched over her curves and her ample bosom threatened to spill out of the low-cut neckline. Her hair flowed down in loose curls and a strong scent of floral perfume trailed behind her. As Sabrina set the table, she drew in a deep breath close to Valeria.

“You smell amazing,” Sabrina said.

“I tried out a new perfume,” Valeria said happily. Now it was her turn to draw in a deep breath. “Speaking of amazing smells, this house smells amazing.”

“We cooked Goulash for you. A meat stew from Hungary,” she said as Tiffany came over with the pan. “It was her idea; I just followed her instructions.”

“That’s so sweet of you, Tiffany,” Valeria said.

Tiffany beamed, liking the fact that we appreciated her cooking. We settled down outside and loaded up our plates. The steam from the dish wafted up, filling my nostrils with an aroma of fatty beef and vegetables. My mouth watered as I scooped up a forkful of tender meat and carrots savoring the flavors that exploded in my mouth. Even Valeria loved it, showering Tiffany with compliments, making her cheeks pink.

“Are you on holiday now?” Valeria asked Tiffany.

“Yes,” she said. “I’m glad to be back on Earth.”

“Are you getting bored of the skies?” Valeria asked her.

“Not exactly,” Tiffany said. “There are just some older men there that have creeped me out lately.”

“Your mother told me,” Valeria told her and gave her a sympathetic look. “Have you talked to your boss about this?”

“I have,” Tiffany said. “I’ll get compensated by the airline.”

“That’s good,” Valeria said. “Never be afraid to report or talk about sexual harassment.”

We told her about our shopping trip and what we’d done today, except for filming our clips. Valeria listened to everything but then turned to me. “After dinner, I want to see you in a polo shirt.”

“That’s fine,” I said and exchanged glances with Sabrina.

Valeria ruffled her daughter’s hair. “You’re giving my son a makeover.”

“I know,” Sabrina said and giggled. “It was about time he bought some new clothes.”

I just shrugged. Sabrina then coughed into her elbow, and Valeria quickly patted her back. “Are you alright, sweetheart?”

“I think I’m catching a cold or something,” she said and sounded a bit upset.

“This time of the year?” Valeria asked her with an arched eyebrow.

“It happens,” Sabrina said.

“Let me brew some tea for you after dinner,” Valeria said and continued to stroke her back.

After dinner, we all helped clear the table and put the dishes away. Valeria excused herself to the kitchen to brew some tea for Sabrina, while Tiffany and I took the opportunity to chat more.

“I think your mother liked the dish,” Tiffany said, smiling.

“She loved it. You did a great job,” I replied, genuinely impressed by her cooking skills.

“Thanks. It was fun cooking with Sabrina too.”

“It’s nice to have you around. It makes everything feel more… lively,” I said.

Tiffany blushed slightly and nodded. “I’m glad to be here.”

Just then, Valeria came back with a steaming cup of herbal tea. “Here you go, sweetie,” she said, handing it to Sabrina. “This should help with that cough.”

“Thanks, Valeria,” Sabrina said, taking a sip. “It’s perfect.”

Valeria then turned her attention to me. “Alright, Kane, let’s see you in that new polo shirt.”

I headed upstairs, feeling a mix of excitement and curiosity. It wasn’t often that I paid attention to my wardrobe, but I didn’t want to disappoint my mother. I pulled out the new polo shirt from the shopping bag and put it on. It felt comfortable and fit well. I glanced in the mirror, feeling a bit more confident than usual.

When I came back downstairs, Valeria and Sabrina were waiting expectantly. “Well, what do you think?” I asked, trying to sound casual.

Valeria’s face lit up. “You look very handsome, Kane. It suits you.”

Sabrina nodded in agreement. “Told you it would look good. You should trust my fashion sense more often.”

I smiled, feeling their approval boost my confidence even more. “I’ll do that from now on.”

“Now you just need to wear it more often,” Valeria said with a grin.

“Will do,” I replied. “I guess the rag days are gone.”

We had some ice cream and talked for a little bit more. It was then time for Tiffany to go home. “I can give you a ride,” I told her with a wink.

“That’s an offer I can’t decline,” Tiffany said and turned to Sabrina. “Will you also come?”

“I’m sorry, but I don’t want to make you sick,” Sabrina said and coughed.

“Oh,” Tiffany said. “A brief hug?”

“Sure,” Sabrina said and couldn’t resist it. They fell into each other’s arms for a brief moment but broke it quickly.

Valeria escorted me and Tiffany to the door. “I’ll tell your mother that what you made was amazing.”

“Thanks,” Tiffany said. “It means the world to me that you enjoyed it.”

Valeria and Tiffany hugged each other as well before I took her with me to the car.

She hopped inside and we drove away. “It was an exciting day,” I said.

“I agree,” she said demurely. “Uhm … any plans for tomorrow?”

“Do you want to film with us?”

She eagerly nodded her head. “But I want to do more than a blowjob.”

“So do I,” I said.

“Have you thought about this before?” she asked now that we were in private. “I mean, did you find me attractive before you discovered that your sister did OnlyFans?”

“Of course, I found you attractive,” I said and my eyes swept over her.

Blushing, she lowered her eyes before raising them. “I have thought you were cute for a long time.”

I stroked her thigh. “I have had the same feelings for you.”

I slowed the car to a stop at the edge of her driveway. I turned towards her, my eyes locking onto her plump, inviting lips. She caught on immediately and glanced back towards her house, making sure her mother wasn’t watching. Without hesitation, I leaned in and pressed my lips firmly against hers. My tongue slipped between her parted lips and we indulged in a passionate kiss. It was a kiss long in the making, and I lost myself in the sweet taste of her tongue and the warmth of her body. I hadn’t felt so alive in a very long time.

I came off her lips and smiled. “See you tomorrow.”

“See you,” she said, getting out of the car. She waved as she walked to her front door, and I waited until she was safely inside before driving back home.





Chapter 7









S
 omeone lightly knocked on my door. “Kane?” It was Valeria.

“What is it?” I asked her in my morning voice.

She opened the door, dressed in her leggings and sports top. It was morning, and the sunlight streamed into my bedroom, highlighting the pitched tent in the middle of my sheets. “I’m sorry to wake you up this early, but your sister isn’t feeling that well. Can you please take care of her today?”

“Sure,” I said.

“Thank you,” she said, glancing down at my bulge and grinning. “I’ll call later, but I have to go.”

“Fine,” I said and felt my cheeks flush as she closed the door. I drew in a deep breath. I had been too tired to hide my erection. I was used to having Sabrina run in here and sleep with me. I completely forgot about Valeria.

* * *

I woke up an hour later and checked in on Sabrina. She was dressed but lying in her bed on top of the sheets. “Good morning,” I said.

“Good morning,” I heard Sabrina say in a worn-down voice.

“How’s it?”

“It’s awful,” she said, and I heard her sore throat and also her stuffy nose. “I feel really sick.”

“Do you need anything?” I asked her and was prepared to run across Orange County just for her.

“Some tissue would be nice,” she said and coughed several times in her elbow. The cough was rough as if coming from deep in her chest. It was that type of cough that was unpleasant to listen to, but I didn’t find it unpleasant as it came from someone I cared deeply about.

I found some tissue in the kitchen, opened it and hurried back, giving her one. She blew her nose, and I made sure to place the bin close to her, so she could throw the tissues there. “Thank you,” she said. “Kane, can you also grab me some water?”

“Of course,” I said. I hurried to the fridge, snatched a water bottle and then handed it to her. “Can you open it yourself?”

“I feel really weak,” she murmured and would rather stare at the sheets than look me in the eyes.

I propped some pillows behind her and helped her into a seated position. “Thank you … You’re strong.”

“You’re the best coach,” I told her, making her smile, but her smile quickly wavered. I opened up the water bottle for her, and she chugged down almost half the bottle. When she lowered it from her mouth, she must have forgotten the lid. She almost spilled the water. I quickly reached out for the bottle and took it before she made a mess all over herself. She truly was sick; I noted and put the bottle aside.

“Is it okay if I invite Tiffany over?” I asked her.

She nodded. “If she wants to,” she said. “Just let her know that I’m sick and that she’s coming at her own risk.”

“Anything else?”

She slowly shook her head. “I’ll message you if I need anything … Do you plan to film with Tiffany?”

I nodded. “Is that okay for you?”

She nodded. “Yes … Fuck her,” she said, making a grin spread on her lips.

I kissed her forehead and gently closed the door. I called Tiffany, and she was already awake and eager to come. She wasn’t either bothered by the fact that Sabrina was sick.

I picked her up and jumped out of the car to hug her. She was dressed in a flowery, knee-length summer dress and wore a vanilla-scented perfume. “Sleep well?” I asked her.

“After that kiss, I’ve been thinking about you non-stop,” she admitted.

“It was quite deep,” I said. I regretted not kissing her earlier, but it was better late than never.

“Passionate too,” she said.

I drove her back to our place. She asked a couple of questions about Sabrina, and I told her how sick she was. “She was really kind to me when I was sick a couple of weeks back,” Tiffany said as we hopped out of the car.

“I don’t mind either, but it isn’t fun seeing her lie in bed like that,” I said. I took Tiffany with me up to her room and knocked. “Sabrina, Tiffany is here.”

“Come in,” she said in her weak voice.

Tiffany waved at her and her lips turned down when Tiffany saw Sabrina. “How are you?”

“I’ve seen better days,” Sabrina said and coughed into her elbow.

“Have you taken any medicine?” Tiffany asked her.

“No … Mom made some tea before she left.”

I looked at Sabrina and combed my fingers through her hair. “Would you feel better to see the fan count?”

She nodded eagerly, and finally, I could see the glow return to her face. “I hope so.”

I fetched my laptop and sat on the edge of Sabrina’s bed. Tiffany was also looking forward to what we’d accomplished, or her blowjob to be precise. I logged in, and to my staggering surprise, we’d gained a thousand subscribers in a day. The number took my breath away as I gaped at the screen.

“Jesus,” Sabrina murmured, and I could tell she wanted to shoot her fists into the air. I reached for both of her hands and helped her, making her laugh. “You know me so well.”

Tiffany looked flabbergasted and started biting her nails. “What gives?”

I exchanged glances with Sabrina, and I could tell she internally rolled her eyes. “They love you,” Sabrina said and tried to use as much strength as possible to raise her voice.

“They do?”

I opened up the comments and read them out loud for her. “What a sensual and curvy woman. Mesmerizing hair. Not even two girls are enough for that cock …” I chuckled as they probably predicted where this was going. I also went to Pornhub and the video ended up trending as well, which might explain why our fans had spiked.

“Wow,” Tiffany said. “I can’t believe they like me … I can’t believe I was so insecure.”

“You don’t have to be any longer.”

“But I’ve never done something like it, so you can’t judge me, but it’s encouraging nevertheless.” We exchanged glances and kissed each other on the lips. They were so red and full and tasted sweeter than fruit. I reminisced over when they were wrapped around my cock, sliding up and down till I came all over her beautiful face, and also, yesterday’s kiss.

I turned to Sabrina and the happy boost didn’t last for long as her glow faded. “I think I have to sleep longer … The success felt good for a little, but I truly feel awful.”

I also felt good for a little, but not any longer when I saw her pale face and heard her sick voice. I loved her so deeply that I felt her pain too. “If you need any medicine, we’ll bring them for you.”

“Thank you … Christy would have avoided me like the plague if I was still there.”

It stung my heart when hearing that, and I couldn’t believe how someone could treat such a rare rose like my sister with disrespect. “We are here for you no matter what,” I said and caressed her hip. “I promise.”

“Can you help me back down? I want to lay down for a little bit.” I gently laid her back down and carefully lowered her head back onto the pillow as if she were an expensive vase. I also made sure her phone was on the nightstand. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome. Give us a call or a text if you need anything,” I said and stroked her forehead, noticing that she had a fever as well.

“Sure,” she said.

Tiffany and I left her alone and headed back to the couch.

“I feel bad for her,” Tiffany said softly as we settled down.

“She’ll be fine,” I replied. “She’s a strong girl.”

“I know,” Tiffany murmured. “Not just strong… but sweet too.”

“She’s everything,” I said, smiling to myself, grateful she’d introduced me to all this. Two horny teens, nonstop sex, and money on top of it. What more could I ask for?

Tiffany glanced at me, a little shy and a little horny. “So… what should we start with?”

“You just want to jump straight into it?” I asked with a grin.

She folded her legs, flashing a teasing little smile. “Well, it went pretty well yesterday when we filmed the flight attendant blowjob.”

“I loved it too,” I said, already craving the feel of her lips wrapped around my cock again.

“I’m glad,” she said, blushing faintly.

“Let’s brainstorm a few ideas,” I said. “That’s what I usually do with my sister.”

“Can we do it outside?” she asked, her voice turning playful. “The weather’s so nice.”

I glanced out the window, the sun casting golden light across the yard, and nodded. “Let’s go.” I grabbed my tablet and led her out. The heat hit me immediately, and I stripped off my shirt without thinking. Tiffany hesitated, looking around.

“You can be topless,” I said, smirking. “The hedges are tall enough.”

She bit her lip and then tugged off her top, letting her creamy, white tits bounce free under the sunlight. My cock twitched instantly, wanting to taste her rosy nipples.

“Ever filmed outside before?” she asked, teasing.

“We have,” I said with a chuckle. “I stuck a flower in her pussy and ass.”

“How romantic,” she said, giggling. “Was it at least near the flower beds?”

“Yeah,” I laughed. “It was also the day I got such bad blue balls that she had to suck me off. Our first time doing anything.”

“That must be a special memory,” she said, giving me an interesting look.

“It is,” I said, but right now, all I could think about was Tiffany, topless, cheeks flushed and fully nude under the sun. Just like my sister, she looked like a dream. I brushed a stray lock of auburn hair behind her ear, my fingers lingering on her flushed skin.

“God, you’re beautiful,” I murmured.

She blushed deeper, her freckles standing out even more. “I’ve heard that a few times… but it means a lot more coming from someone I actually want.”

The message was clear. “I get it,” I said.

“And being with someone a little younger… it’s exciting too,” she whispered.

“It’s only a two-year gap,” I said, trying to hide how much her words turned me on.

“It still matters,” she said, flashing a wicked little smile.

“Every guy my age dreams of hooking up with the hot older girl,” I said. “So you’re right. It matters a lot.”

She laughed, the sound low and sweet. “Maybe we could film a little outside,” she suggested, trailing her fingers across her bare stomach. “Like a blowjob first … then sex.”

“So you want sex today?”

“Uhm yeah, girls get horny too.”

“I won’t keep you waiting then,” I said, my cock throbbing under my shorts. “I’ll grab the tripod.”

“You’re better with the camera anyway,” she said, turning around as I rose to my feet. “I still feel like a virgin with it.”

“You did amazing in the car,” I said. “Not many could keep it steady with all that action going on.”

Her smile turned shy again. “Something tells me Sabrina’s gonna drag us into even crazier adventures once she’s better.”

“Better buckle up,” I said, grinning. “It’s gonna be a wild ride … Give me a minute. I’ll be right back.”

I hurried inside to gather my gear. Once I got back out, she was lying on her back, holding onto a flower that matched her auburn hair. I was mesmerized by her beauty, and I wanted her badly. I set up the tripod, and she came and joined me.

We turned back to brainstorming sex scenes, teasing each other with little glances and touches. I already knew what I wanted to capture first: filming Tiffany peeling off the last of her clothes, slowly revealing that gorgeous, flawless body to the camera.

She glanced at me shyly. “Will you rub me a little first?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

I stepped closer, my hand sliding between her thighs, finding her already damp and needy. I stroked her flower gently, teasing her the way I had teased my sister, slow, deep, and deliberate until she was slick and moaning, perfectly ready for everything we were about to film.

I kissed her one more time before stepping back to position the camera. “Ready?”

Tiffany nodded, her eyes sparkling with excitement as I pressed record.

“Just be natural,” I instructed, framing her perfectly in the shot. “Show us what you’ve got.”

She started slowly, turning her back to the camera as she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her shorts. With a teasing glance over her shoulder, she shimmied them down her hips, revealing the perfect curve of her young ass, barely covered by pink panties with a wet blotch in the center. The sunlight caught the auburn highlights in her hair as she tossed it playfully.

“Is this good?” she asked, her voice husky.

“Perfect,” I assured her, adjusting the camera slightly. “Keep going.”

Tiffany turned to face the camera, her fingers trailing up her stomach before cupping her breasts. She bit her lip, playing with her nipples until they hardened, then slid her hands down to her panties. Hooking her thumbs into the waistband, she slowly pulled them down her thighs, revealing her glistening, fresh pussy, already wet from my earlier fingering.

“Jesus,” I whispered, my cock straining painfully against my shorts.

She stepped out of her panties and spread her legs slightly, running her fingers through her folds and coating her fingers in her honey. Then she approached me, glancing at my throbbing, aching cock that begged to be freed.

I kept the camera rolling as she approached me, her hands sliding up my chest before working on my belt. She unbuckled it and slowly unzipped my shorts. When she pulled them down along with my boxers, my cock sprang free and was an inch from slapping her hand. She giggled, looking down and seeing how it stood proudly between us.

“See there,” she said, wrapping her fingers around my shaft. “You’re so hard already.”

I hit pause and wiped the sweat from my brow.

“Let me lie down,” I told her, sinking quickly onto the cool grass.

Tiffany knelt between my legs, and I didn’t want to waste a second. I smashed the REC button. The camera captured her eager expression, my throbbing erection and the way she licked her lips before leaning forward.

The first touch of her tongue against my tip sent a shiver of pleasure down my spine. She started with gentle licks, circling the head till her clear saliva ran down my erection. Once my cock was dripping, she slid down my length. Unlike Sabrina’s confident technique, Tiffany’s approach was more exploratory, discovering what made me groan and twitch.

“That’s it,” I encouraged, watching her take me deeper for the second time.

She wrapped her lips around me, sucking gently as her hand worked the base of my shaft. Her eyes fluttered closed as she found her rhythm, bobbing her head while her tongue swirled around my sensitive spots.

Eventually, she came off with a pop. Judging by the look in her eyes, she needed a break. I hit the pause button and rubbed her cheek.

“That was wonderful … want to rest for a bit?”

She bit her bottom lip. “Not exactly … I was thinking we could have sex, if you want.”

My cock twitched. I definitely wanted to have my way with that tall, auburn-haired beauty.

“Of course I do,” I said. “I just didn’t expect you to be ready so fast.”

She shrugged, smiling shyly. “I want it. And … I guess I have to bring my A-game if I want to work with you guys.”

“That’s the spirit,” I said with a grin.

While my cock was dripping, I looked around, thinking of what position to start with. My gaze fell on her tempting hips, and an idea popped into my head.

“How about this, you water the flowers, and I sneak up behind you and fuck you doggy style?”

She chuckled. “That sounds fun. But push it in slowly, okay? You’re … pretty big.”

“Don’t worry, I’ll be gentle,” I promised, stroking her hip reassuringly.

I grabbed the camera and positioned it, ensuring the angle was perfect. Tiffany found the watering can and filled it at the outdoor faucet, her naked body glistening in the sunlight. She looked over her shoulder, her auburn hair cascading down her back.

“Ready?” she asked, a nervous excitement in her voice.

“Action,” I called out softly.

She began watering the flower bed, the muscles in her back flexing as she bent slightly. The camera followed her movements, capturing the way the water sparkled as it fell onto the colorful blooms. I zoomed in on her ass, perfectly framed against the greenery.

“You’re a natural,” I whispered, creeping closer as I filmed. The lens captured her slender waist, the curve of her spine and the way her hips swayed slightly as she moved from one flower to the next.

She pretended not to notice me approaching, playing her part perfectly. When I was just a few feet away, she gasped and turned. “Oh! I didn’t see you there,” she said, her voice breathy and innocent.

“Don’t mind me,” I replied, continuing to film. “Just admiring the view.”

Tiffany blushed, the color spreading across her neck. “Do you … like what you see?”

“Very much,” I said, lowering the camera slightly to reveal my throbbing erection. “Turn around. Keep watering.”

She obeyed, resuming her task with exaggerated movements, her ass swaying more deliberately now. I thought it was pretty good for a porn dialogue, but I could tell she struggled not to giggle. I filmed for another minute, capturing her increasingly seductive posture as she bent lower, offering me a better view of her glistening, pink sex.

“I can’t just look anymore,” I said, setting the camera on the tripod. I positioned it carefully to capture what was about to happen, then stepped into the frame behind her.

“Well, I’m waiting for you,” she said shyly.

My hands found her hips, squeezing gently as I pressed my erection against her ass. She moaned, dropping the watering can and bracing herself against the hedge.

“It’s about time.”

I ran my fingers through her folds, imagining it was my length sliding in and out of her.

“You’re really teasing me now,” she said as if she were begging for it.

Chuckling, I lined myself up with her entrance, pressing just the tip inside. She was tight, her body resisting the intrusion at first. I held her hips steady, pushing forward slowly until the head of my cock slipped inside.

“Oh god,” she moaned, her inner walls clenching around me. “You’re really stretching me.”

“Relax,” I whispered, rubbing her lower back soothingly. “I’ll go slow.”

True to my word, I eased into her inch by inch. It felt surreal. Another wet pussy at my disposal, ready to pleasure me. I closed my eyes, thinking about all the years I’d dreamed of fucking Tiffany, my sister’s best friend. I sighed in relief, and I heard her do the same like she’d been dreaming of this too.

It truly felt like a dream come true.

I held the camera steady as I slowly slid out of her wet slit. Her pussy hugged me perfectly, not too tight and not too loose, just the right sweet friction against my shaft. Her auburn hair spilled down her back like an artist’s masterpiece. She looked like a goddess plucked straight from a nude photoshoot.

“Is that alright?” I asked, trying to increase the pace, watching how her body responded to every thrust.

“Yeah… you feel so good inside me,” she moaned, encouraging me to go deeper.

I increased my pace, gripping her hips tightly as I slammed into her. Her moans grew louder with each thrust, her pussy clenching around me as she pushed back to meet me. The wet slapping sounds of our bodies colliding filled the garden.

“Oh, you feel so good,” I groaned, watching my cock disappear inside her over and over.

I was about to thrust into her sweet hole again when movement caught my eye. A familiar silver car was turning into our driveway.

“Fuck!” I hissed, immediately pulling out. “It’s my mother!”

Tiffany’s eyes widened in panic. “What? Now?”

“Get dressed!” I scrambled for my shorts, nearly tripping as I yanked them up my legs. “Fuck, fuck, fuck!”

Tiffany moved with surprising speed, grabbing her clothes from the lawn chair while I frantically shut down the camera and collapsed the tripod.

“Your shirt!” she whispered urgently, tossing it to me as she wiggled into her panties.

I pulled my shirt over my head just as I heard a car door slam. My heart was racing, and my still-hard, wet cock was uncomfortably stuffed into my shorts. Tiffany had managed to get her shorts on but was still wrestling with her top.

“Just act natural,” I whispered, running my fingers through my disheveled hair in a futile attempt to tame it.

Tiffany nodded, her face flushed and her breathing still ragged as she finally got her top on. We exchanged a panicked look before heading inside, trying to appear casual.

The front door opened just as we reached the living room. “Kane?” Valeria called out, her voice echoing through the house.

“In here, Mom!” I replied, dropping onto the couch and grabbing a magazine to cover my lap. Tiffany sat beside me, smoothing her hair and adjusting her clothes.

Valeria appeared in the doorway, dressed in her yoga outfit. Her eyes narrowed slightly as she took us in. “Hi, Tiffany.”

“Hi, Valeria,” Tiffany said, her voice unnaturally high.

“What have you been up to?”

“Just keeping Kane company while Sabrina rests.”

My mother’s gaze lingered on my messy hair and flushed face. “I forgot my yoga mat,” she said, a hint of suspicion in her tone. “Kane, could you help me reach it? It’s on the top shelf in my bedroom closet.”

“Sure,” I said, reluctantly standing up. I prayed my erection had subsided enough not to be noticeable.

I followed her up the stairs, feeling like a guilty child about to be scolded.

“How’s Sabrina?” she asked.

“She’s still sick, and I think she’s still sleeping,” I said.

Mom looked at me curiously. “Why are you so sweaty?” she asked, drawing in a deep breath, making me silently pray the scent of musk and sex hadn’t clung to my flesh.

“It’s a hot day,” I said quickly.

“I can’t argue with that,” she said with a little smile.

She led me into her spacious bedroom, and I was immediately hit by the soft, sweet scent of her perfumes. Her room smelled amazing. I tried my hardest to cover my erection by hunching forward slightly, but I knew it was going to be difficult if I had to reach for anything.

She opened her wardrobe, and the sight of all her panties and tight yoga clothes didn’t help my situation.

“It’s right there at the top,” she said, pointing.

I quickly grabbed it, feeling her eyes land right on my obvious bulge. My face heated as I handed it back to her.

“Here,” I muttered.

“Thank you,” she said, flashing a smile that was just shy of turning into a knowing grin. “I’m just going to check on my daughter, then I have to hurry. I’m already late.”

She lightly pushed open Sabrina’s door. My sister was dead asleep. Valeria smiled warmly, then closed the door carefully and whispered to me, “Take care of her if she needs anything.”

“Of course,” I said.

“Alright… have fun with Tiffany while I’m gone,” she added with a stifled giggle like she knew exactly what we’d been up to.

I headed downstairs. Valeria exchanged a few words with Tiffany too, who blushed under her gaze. Mom arched an eyebrow when she noticed the camera sitting nearby.

“I have to go, you two,” she said.

We told her goodbye and waited until the front door clicked shut.

Tiffany and I collapsed onto the couch with a big, relieved sigh. “That was close,” I said, running a hand through my hair.

“Would she really have cared if we got caught having sex?” Tiffany asked, grinning. “Other than the embarrassment?”

“Not the sex itself … but the fact we were recording,” I said, remembering the way her eyes had lingered on the camera.

“Oh … right. I forgot about that part,” she said shyly, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear.

“Let’s just hope she didn’t put the pieces together. Anyway … are you still horny?” I asked with a smirk.

She chuckled and nodded. “Yeah … maybe we can film inside instead.”

“Sounds good,” I said. “We’ve got enough outdoor footage for now.”

I got up and made sure the blinds were fully closed. The last thing we needed was a nosy neighbor catching us in the act after our close call with my mom.

“We should be fine now,” I said, turning back to Tiffany.

She was already peeling off her top again, her eyes locked on mine. “I think I need you even more after that adrenaline rush.”

I groaned, watching as she shimmied out of her panties. “You have no idea what you do to me.”

“Show me,” she whispered, now completely naked on our living room couch.

I stripped quickly, my cock still half-hard from our interrupted session outside. Tiffany’s eyes widened as it sprang free, and she licked her lips hungrily.

“Come here,” she said, spreading her legs invitingly.

I positioned myself between her thighs, the camera in my hand. Her pussy was still wet from earlier, and I slid in with one smooth thrust. She moaned, wrapping her legs around my waist and pulling me deeper.

I started with slow, deep strokes, savoring the way her walls clenched around me. Her auburn hair was spread across the couch, and she let her head fall back against the cushion.

“It was about time,” I whispered, enjoying every inch of her. Her breasts bounced with each impact, and both of us enjoyed this so much that we were soon at the peak. I buried myself deep inside her, groaning as I released, thanking God I could finish without being interrupted.

“Oh, finally,” I said, collapsing on top of her.

We lay there for a moment, both breathing heavily, our bodies slick with sweat.

“That was worth it,” she said, biting her bottom lip.

“Let me film the creampie,” I told her.

I pulled out my softening cock and zoomed in as my cum trickled down her pink lips. She dipped her fingers between her thighs, spreading the mess around and bringing some to her mouth for a taste.

“Yum,” she said with a shy giggle. “Did I look good?”

“You looked super sexy,” I said.

I was about to sit next to her and show her the clips, but Sabrina’s voice called from upstairs. “Can you guys come up?”

Tiffany and I headed up, helping each other pull our clothes back on. I tried pulling up her panties, but it was tricky with the cum and slickness still on the inside of her thighs. We both giggled, trying to be quiet.

Once we were mostly dressed, we stepped into Sabrina’s room. She was lying in bed, her cheeks flushed. She gave us a tired smile.

“Can I get my glass of water?” she asked, and then she squinted at us. “Why are you guys so sweaty? And not just from sex.”

“We almost got caught by Mom,” I said, grabbing the glass from her nightstand.

Sabrina giggled. “Maybe she wanted to get down.”

I rolled my eyes.

“We always get caught,” Tiffany said, crossing her arms.

“I guess we’re a bit bolder than the average content creator,” I said, handing Sabrina the water.

Tiffany’s phone rang, and she jumped, almost dropping it. Her eyes widened when she saw the screen.

“What now?” I asked, already feeling the tension spike again.

“It’s my mother,” Tiffany said. “Why would she call now?”

“Do you think our mother called yours?”

“I don’t know,” Tiffany said and looked at the phone. Drawing in a deep breath, Tiffany answered. “Hi … Mom?”

She paced a little while talking, her voice tight. After a quick exchange, she hung up and sighed in relief.

“She just wanted to say she’ll be out with a friend tonight,” Tiffany said with a nervous laugh. “God, I’m getting paranoid.”

We all chuckled, the tension easing. “Can I see what you guys filmed?” Sabrina asked.

We sat next to her, and I held onto the camera. We scrolled through and showed them to Sabrina. A few outdoor shots and the one on the couch.

“Oh my god, you guys were so hot,” Sabrina said, giggling weakly.

“We tried to keep it interesting,” Tiffany said, laughing.

Sabrina watched, a tired but amused smile playing on her lips. She giggled a few times, clearly entertained by the outdoor fucking and especially the creampie.

“What a beautiful ending,” Sabrina said with a little smile.

“Yeah?” I asked, leaning in.

She nodded and then coughed in her elbow.

“You want me to keep you company?” I asked.

She shook her head. “I just need some rest … I just couldn’t reach the glass.”

I leaned down and kissed her forehead. “Call for us if you need anything.”

“I will,” she said, closing her eyes as we stepped out quietly.

Tiffany and I headed back downstairs. The house felt quiet with Sabrina resting and my mom gone, giving us free reign to shoot some content.

“Ready to film some more?” I asked Tiffany with a mischievous grin.

She nodded eagerly. We started in the bathroom, Tiffany bending over in front of the mirror as I snapped photos. Her creamy skin and auburn hair looked stunning against the white tiles. I directed her in several poses and positions, and she also used various objects to masturbate with. She grabbed my toothbrush and trailed it teasingly down her body before slipping it between her thighs. I zoomed in, capturing her pleasuring herself with the bristles.

I also filmed her in the steamy shower, water cascading over her curves as she caressed herself with soap. After she’d showered, I filmed her while she sat on top of the toilet seat and I was deeply entrenched inside her. Once I finished, I filmed my buttermilk trickling down from her heart-shaped rear.

As the afternoon light began to fade, we moved outside to the terrace for a final set of nude photos, and then we took a break to clean up and catch our breath.

I took the camera and inched myself closer to her. This entire room smelled like musk, but we just had to leave the terrace door and windows open. “Should we watch it together?”

She nodded eagerly. “I would love to see it … seeing myself getting fucked on camera.” She tried to stifle a giggle but didn’t turn out that well. She fidgeted with her hands while I played the clips, showed her some of the photos, and she hid her face behind her hands when she saw herself in action. “I can’t believe I breathe so deeply.”

“Guys love it,” I told her and patted her back.

“Look at my boobs bouncing,” she said. She watched over my shoulder as if trying to hide. “The moment you exploded. I swore I felt every drop.”

“Your pussy hugged me so hard that I wasn’t sure whether I could pull out.”

“Oh, here comes the creampie.” We both watched as it just kept pouring out from her like a never-ending dessert. She giggled at the bathroom scenes.

I put the camera aside and grabbed my computer, placing it on my lap. I transferred the photos and clips to the laptop.

Tiffany sighed as she glanced at the clock. “I have to go soon,” she said.

“Time flies when you’re having fun,” I said, knowing my mom would be back soon too.

“I know… there’ll be tomorrow though,” she said, her voice bright with excitement.

“You have a great work ethic,” I teased, making her laugh.

“Need a ride home?” I asked.

“That would be lovely,” she said, flashing a sweet smile.

I headed upstairs and told my sister I’d be driving Tiffany home. Sabrina smiled and told me to drive safely, and I reassured her we wouldn’t film anything in the car.

When we pulled up to Tiffany’s house, we exchanged a long glance. Her eyes dropped to my lips, and without thinking, we leaned in for a kiss. After everything we’d done, it was a sweet, slow kiss, especially when our tongues twirled together.

We pulled back, looking into each other’s eyes.

“See you,” I said.

“You too… and take care of Sabrina,” she added warmly.

“I will,” I promised, watching as she hopped out of the car and headed for her door.













* * *

I pulled into our driveway. I had just gotten back from driving Tiffany home.

The sex had been amazing, and I hoped we could fuck tomorrow too. To film and shoot photos with her had felt as enticing as with Sabrina, but it was even better when it was all three of us.

I hopped out of the car and opened the door. Valeria would be here soon as well, promising to cook dinner for us. She’d called me several times and asked about Sabrina, but I told her I took care of her. My phone flashed and I noticed a text from my sister.

“It’s me!” I called for her. I quickly ascended the stairs and entered her bedroom. She’d emptied almost the entire box of tissue and her bin was welling with crumpled papers. I emptied the trash can and tossed it outside.

When I came back, she coughed in her elbow. “Are you feeling better?”

She shook her head. “I’m just glad you’re here.”

“Did you at least get some sleep?”

“A little,” she said and nodded. “Can I see what you filmed?”

“Let me grab the computer,” I said. I went into my bedroom and fetched it. I plopped down on the edge of her bed and stroked her thigh. “Is that alright?”

She nodded. I propped some pillows behind her, lifting her back so she could see better. I showed her the clips, making her smile. “Wow … How was her pussy?”

“I loved it,” I told her, making me hard just thinking about it. “It was great filming with her.”

“You know what I want after having watched this?” Sabrina asked, searching my gaze.

I had a clue by looking at her. “A threesome.”

“How did you know?” she asked with a light giggle before coughing.

“I just knew,” I said.

She nodded. “Well, as soon as I get better, can we have a threesome?”

“I’d love to,” I said. “But I’ll film with Tiffany in the meantime.”

“It will be tricky tomorrow since Mom will be home,” Sabrina said. “She wanted to take care of me, but I told her it wasn’t necessary.”

“Mom is too sweet to reject something like that,” I said.

“I know,” she said.

“She called me several times.”

“Me too,” she said. “It made me think of something …. I talked to you about this earlier. I feel really bad about hiding this from her. But I’m not sure about telling her.”

I looked at her long and hard and understood her concern. “What does your heart say?”

“It says yes, we should tell her … And yours?”

I searched my feelings, and I didn’t have to do so for long. “It says yes too.”

We looked at each other for a little bit. “Let me become better first, give me some time to think. I want to tell her together with you.”

“So do I,” I said. “I promise I won’t do so without you.”

“Thank you for everything, Kane,” she said, smiling. “I was lost and helpless a month ago … You did a lot to get my life back on track again.”

I kissed her lips, ignoring her fever and runny nose. “We’ve always been there for each other.”

Valeria pulled in and parked her car. “I think it’s our mother,” I said and heard someone open the door.

“Kane?”

“I’m up here,” I said. She came upstairs and entered the bedroom. My eyes widened as I realized our OnlyFans account was open on my laptop. I quickly closed it with a snap, but luckily, her attention was on Sabrina, or that’s what I hoped.

“How are you, sweetheart?” Valeria asked, hugging her as she lay there.

“I’m still sick … But I feel good because of you and Kane.”

“I’m so glad,” Valeria said and stroked her back. “Did you get some sleep?”

Sabrina nodded. “I did … I haven’t done much besides lying here and drinking tea … Kane has brewed six of them.”

“That’s great,” Valeria said, smiling with pride. “I won’t work tomorrow, so I’ll help take care of her then.”

“That’s fine,” I said.

“Mom, I’m not handicapped.”

“You couldn’t even get out of bed,” Valeria said. “Are you going to become like Kane now, breaking a leg and saying you’re fine?”

Sabrina giggled. “He’s infected me.”

“I think he has,” Valeria said, giving me a naughty look and wagging her finger at me.

I laughed. “That’s fair since she infected me with her fashion sense,” I said, making them both laugh.

“Laugh, sweetheart,” Valeria said and kissed her daughter’s forehead again. “It’s good for your recovery.”

“I’ve noticed,” she said.

“Do you have an appetite?”

“Not much … I would rather not eat. I want another cup of tea though.”

“I’ll make one for you,” Valeria said. “I’ll be back.”

She descended the stairs, and I glanced at the laptop. “Did she see?” I asked my sister in a hushed voice.

She slowly shook her head. “I don’t think so.”

“That was my fault,” I said. “I’m sorry. I’m usually discreet when it comes to these things.”

“Uh-uh,” she said. “I’ve caught you masturbating before.”

“What?” I asked her.

“Yes, I have,” she said, giving me a flirtatious look. “It’s just that I didn’t want to walk in on you when you were doing your thing. But I understand what you do when you lock your door.”

“Alright,” I said and didn’t think it mattered now that we were intimate with each other.

“I’m feeling sleepy,” she said.

“Do you want some time for yourself?”

She nodded. “Thanks for being the best brother … and lover, in the world,” she said and made sure to lower her voice at the final sentence.

“Anything for you, Sabrina,” I said.

I walked down the stairs as Valeria went up with the tea. She came back shortly after, and she opened her arms and gave me an intimate bear hug, pressing her chest to mine, so I melted.

She looked me in the eyes and pressed her plump lips to my forehead. “You’ve been an amazing brother. I’m proud that you’re taking care of your sister.”

“Of course … I love her,” I said.

“I know you do,” she said. She ended with a wink, and I swallowed nervously. Her words made me wonder if she knew about our secret. “I’ll make something special for you. What do you want?”

“Some steaks would be nice,” I said.

She kissed my forehead again, leaving a damp patch of skin behind. “You got it,” she said, taking a moment to look at the photo of us together before turning her attention to the kitchen.









Chapter 8









I
 woke up with morning glory. It had been a week since Sabrina was sick, but yesterday, she’d felt a lot better. Valeria had decided to work today, so we had the house to ourselves again.

Since I’d started filming with Tiffany, our fan count had skyrocketed. We were making more than $20k a month, and I knew we would be making more when Sabrina joined us again. It had been tricky to film while Valeria was here. I went to Tiffany’s place a couple of times, and while Valeria was shopping, we took the opportunity to film some scenes. We had been sneaky in the bathroom too, giving each other oral sex while Valeria was outside sunbathing.

Sabrina had been super grateful that we cared for her, but it was a no-brainer. I couldn’t just leave her out in the cold. It was unthinkable.

My phone lit up, and Sabrina messaged me. “Awake?”

“Yes,” I wrote back.

“Can you come to my room?”

“Sure.”

I swung my feet off the bed and put on my underwear and shorts. I knocked on her door before entering. “Can I come in?”

“I already told you so,” she said in her normal voice instead of her sick one. I opened the door and she smiled. Even if her hair was fanned out over the pillow, she glowed with health and beauty. With the sheets right under her breasts, she was lying in bed, her nipples erect.

“Good morning,” I said.

“Morning.”

“You certainly sound a lot better,” I said and sat on the edge of her bed.

“I’ve fully recovered,” she said with relief. “That was nasty … and at the most unexpected time of the year.”

“Be glad it was a speedy recovery.”

“Because of you and Mom,” she said. “I just have to say thank you. After being away for two years, I’ve kind of forgotten what true friendship and love truly are.”

I felt bad for her when she told me that, but I was glad we’d come together in the end. “You’re welcome,” I told her. “I’ll be there for you anytime.”

“I know … Actions speak louder than words.”

I smiled. “What’s on your heart?”

“You, silly. I’ve kind of gotten used to you being here and tending to me, so that’s why I told you to come.”

“I see,” I said with a chuckle. “Should we see the fan count?”

She nodded. “I haven’t seen it yet.”

I didn’t bring my laptop with me but logged onto my phone and showed it to her. “Wow … they’re just pouring in,” she said, her eyes widening in surprise.

We were making over twenty grand a month, and she was right, there were just more and more subscribers to our OnlyFans. “Soon we’ll be millionaires,” I said.

“You and Tiffany did one hell of a job,” she said.

“And together we’ll do a better job,” I told her with a wink.

“I know … But there was something else in my heart and a reason I wanted to talk to you,” she said and drew in a deep breath. “Do you remember when I told you when I felt better that perhaps I wanted to tell Mom?”

“Of course, I do,” I said. “Have you thought about it?”

“I have, but I want your opinion. I’m leaning toward telling her,” she said and looked at me long and hard.

“So am I,” I said. “I noticed it this week when we had to hide to film … I felt what you felt. I don’t like going behind her back.”

“Especially when she was so sweet to me,” Sabrina said. “When she comes home, let’s tell her together.”

I nodded. I didn’t think so much of her reaction. I just didn’t see how much this can keep going. “How do you think she’ll react?” I asked her.

“I was about to ask you the same,” she said with a smile.

“I think she’ll take it well,” I said. “Our mother wants the best for us and if we tell her that we love each other then she will understand.”

“I think so too,” she said.

“Well, we still have plenty of hours together to film some content,” I said, making her smile.

“Threesome with Tiffany?” she said and waggled her eyebrows.

“Something like that,” I said, seeing the glow return to her face.

“How about we step it up … find a discreet spot at the beach.”

I grinned. “You’re making me horny now.”

“I can see your bulge,” she said and reached for my cock. “When will my horny friend be here?”

“Soon,” I said and patted her thigh. “Her mother will give her a ride.”

“Help me up,” she said and extended her hands to me. I lifted her to her feet, and she looked at herself in the mirror and grimaced. “My hair is super tangled … It seems like I’ve lost a lot of weight too.”

“It’s all in your head,” I said and kissed her neck, admiring her shape. “You’re as pretty as you’ve always been.”

She whirled around and hugged me. “Let’s take a shared shower … And let me jerk you off too. You can come on my ass.”

I just smiled. I had missed her. We hopped into the shower, the steam enveloping us. We groped and touched each other, my hands roaming over her gorgeous body. I had missed seeing her nude, my cock hardening at the sight of her.

While I was pitching a tent, she grabbed my cock and stroked me till I came over her waist. I managed to shoot some all the way up to her breasts, which she eagerly licked with her fingers. I helped wash the cum off her, and we hopped outside, drying each other.

When we were dressed, we descended the stairs. Sabrina eagerly made some waffles for me and Tiffany. I interrupted her after thinking for a little while. “Sabrina … I just thought about something. If we tell Mom, then she’ll tell Tiffany’s mother as well.”

“Yeah, and?” she asked.

“We have to let Tiffany know that we’re planning on telling our mother.”

“Yeah, that’s right,” she said. “But I think she’ll take it the same.”

I agreed. Tiffany eventually showed up, and after her mother drove away, I hugged and kissed her.

“Hi,” she said. “How’s Sabrina?”

“Up and running,” I said as I escorted her inside.

Tiffany beamed upon seeing my sister, and they gave each other a hug.

“Finally, you’re glowing again,” Tiffany said.

“You were so kind to me the entire time,” Sabrina said as they deepened the embrace. “Thank you, from the bottom of my heart.”

“You’re welcome,” Tiffany said, her cheeks pinkening.

We sat down to enjoy the waffles, chatting and laughing. The atmosphere was light and happy, the perfect moment to bring up the topic we had been considering.

Once we finished eating, I looked at Sabrina and took a deep breath. “Tiffany, there’s something we need to talk about.”

Tiffany looked between us with a curious expression. “What’s going on?”

Sabrina reached out and took Tiffany’s hand. “We’ve decided to tell our mom about us.”

“Oh,” she said, lowering her gaze. “You sure about this? I’m not sure what my mom will say.”

“If you’re afraid of her reaction, we can tell our mother to keep it quiet, and then you can talk to her.”

“Okay … that sounds better,” she said. “I understand, I don’t feel so good sneaking around doing this either.”

“That’s been bothering me for two years,” Sabrina said. “And it felt like an orgasm when I told my brother … literally, I was caught masturbating.”

I chuckled at her humor. “It’s a couple of hours till she gets here … I think a threesome has been long overdue.”

We all agreed.

“What do you have in mind?” Tiffany asked, her eyes flitting to both of us.

“The beach,” my sister said and waggled her eyebrows.

Tiffany lowered her eyes, drew in a deep breath and then looked at us. “Alright, let’s do this.”

* * *

It was a mission trying to find a secluded spot at the beach. First, we pulled up Google Maps, scrolling through every nearby beach. Eventually, we found one with a hidden cove, hoping we’d have it all to ourselves for our dirty little mission.

Once it was settled, we jumped into the car, and Sabrina drove us there.

“I wonder if we’ll get caught,” Tiffany said, sounding more excited than nervous.

“Someone’s getting excited,” Sabrina teased her friend.

“It doesn’t excite me, it thrills
 me,” Tiffany corrected with a grin.

“Isn’t that basically the same thing?” I asked.

“Sort of,” she said, shrugging. “Anyway … how should the threesome go down?”

Sabrina immediately looked at me. “Hey, she asked you. You’re the main star of our Fans account.”

“You’d do anything I ask?” I asked, half-joking, but already feeling the blood rushing south.

“Anything,” Sabrina said without hesitation.

“Anything,” Tiffany echoed, giving me a look that made my cock twitch.

Christ, these two were hot. “Well… it’d be nice to see you two make out first. Maybe lick each other a little too,” I said, my voice already rougher.

Sabrina exchanged a mischievous grin with Tiffany. “I’m down if you are.”

“You know I am,” Tiffany said, and without even thinking, she rested her hand on my ever-growing bulge. She gave me a knowing smile as if she knew exactly how much this was turning me on.

The beach was about an hour away. When we arrived, we found a quiet spot to park, gazing out at the secluded cove surrounded by boulders and rocky outcroppings. There were so many hiding spots.

“This beach is perfect,” I said, hoisting the gear bag over my shoulder.

Sabrina grabbed my hand. “Come on, I’m hungry for some pussy.”

I chuckled and followed her and Tiffany down the sand. We tucked ourselves behind a large boulder, not too far from a few girls surfing, though hopefully they wouldn’t wander our way. Not that I’d have minded a hot girl or two dropping by …

I dug into the camera bag and fished out the camera and tripod, though I wasn’t sure if we’d even need it.

Meanwhile, Sabrina and Tiffany eagerly started warming each other up, touching each other’s breasts while laughing.

“Brother, look at us!” Sabrina called, her voice pure seduction as they leaned in and kissed.

“I’m trying to concentrate here,” I muttered, adjusting the camera, but it was useless. The second their tongues touched and they cupped each other’s tits, I popped a full, throbbing boner.

Gosh, they were smoking hot.

“Wait with undressing until I’ve got everything set up,” I told them.

Sabrina just giggled and said, “Hurry up. My pussy’s already dripping.”

Sabrina and Tiffany were already all over each other, and they showed no signs of stopping down.

“Okay, I’m ready,” I said, stepping back and grabbing the camera. “Stand in front of me.”

They obeyed, pressing their bikini-clad bodies together as they faced me. I took a moment to admire the view through the lens of my gorgeous sister and her stunning best friend, both wet and horny.

“Make out,” I said. “I want to see a deep, wet French kiss.”

Sabrina didn’t hesitate, cupping Tiffany’s face and pulling her into a passionate kiss. Their lips moved sensually, tongues visibly sliding and twirling. Tiffany then cupped Sabrina’s neck while fondling her boob, deepening the kiss. I groaned at the action, my cock growing painfully hard in my swim trunks.

“That’s it, keep going,” I said, zooming in to capture their messy liplock. I knew I was staring at a gold mine.

They kissed heatedly for a few minutes before I spoke again. “Alright, that’s perfect. Now take off your tops. I want to see you touch and suck each other’s tits.”

Giggling, Sabrina reached behind Tiffany, deftly untying her bikini top and letting it fall to the sand. Tiffany returned the favor, freeing my sister’s teardrops. They wasted no time, hands squeezing and kneading the soft flesh, fingers tweaking stiff nipples.

I had to adjust myself discreetly, my erection now rock solid and straining against my shorts. The sight of them worshipping each other’s breasts was almost too much to handle, especially as the sun beat down upon me.

Sabrina dipped her head, sucking Tiffany’s pink nipple. She suckled gently at first, then with increasing pressure, drawing a low moan from the auburn-haired beauty. Not to be outdone, Tiffany bent to taste Sabrina’s breasts, licking and nibbling till they gleamed with her saliva.

“Wow, you two are so hot,” I said, nearly breathless with lust. “I need to see more. Take off your bottoms and start licking each other.”

Giggling, they exchanged a heated glance before shimmying out of their bikini bottoms. Now completely nude, they lowered themselves onto the large beach towel. Tiffany laid back, spreading her long legs. Sabrina crawled between them, pressing kisses up her inner thighs as if she’d done this before.

I moved in closer, making sure to get the perfect angle as Sabrina extended her tongue, licking a slow stripe along Tiffany’s glistening slit. Tiffany shuddered, tangling her fingers in Sabrina’s blonde locks. My sister teased for a moment longer before sealing her lips over Tiffany’s wet, swollen clit and sucking gently.

“You like that, don’t you?” Sabrina said, lapping at her friend with her tongue.

“Oh, I do,” Tiffany said, her hips rolling against Sabrina’s eager mouth. “Your tongue feels amazing.”

I groaned, my hand shaking slightly as I filmed my sister eating out her best friend. After a few minutes of Sabrina’s licking, Tiffany was panting and writhing on the towel, clearly on the brink of climax.

But Sabrina pulled back, keeping her on the edge. “Your turn,” she said, flipping onto her back and spreading her thighs.

Without second thoughts, Tiffany dove between Sabrina’s legs, burying her face in my sister’s dripping pussy. She lapped and sucked and explored with her fingers, two fingers pumping into Sabrina’s tight channel.

“Is that alright?” Tiffany asked, licking her lips.

“Perfect,” Sabrina said, grinding against Tiffany’s mouth.

I was so focused on capturing every detail, that I didn’t realize how painfully aroused I’d become. An intense throb suddenly shot through my heavy balls and rigid cock, making me wince and fumble with the camera. It clattered to the sand as I doubled over, groaning. Then it was my turn to collapse onto the sand.

“Christ, Kane? You okay?” Sabrina asked in concern, quickly untangling from Tiffany and hurrying to my side.

“I’m fine,” I grunted, trying to wave her off. But the aching pressure in my groin suggested otherwise.

Sabrina rolled her eyes. “Always so stubborn. I know what you need.” She glanced back at Tiffany with a smirk. “I think it’s time we give my brother some relief, don’t you?”

Tiffany grinned, wiping her mouth. “Definitely.”

Sabrina nudged my shoulder. “Can you film?”

“Yeah, yeah, I’m not bedridden or anything,” I said, even though the pain in my balls was almost unbearable.

Sabrina just rolled her eyes as I grabbed the camera. She knew exactly what needed to be done — and she didn’t waste any time. She tugged down my shorts, just like she had a couple of weeks ago when I’d also been suffering from brutal blue balls.

My erection sprang free, steel-hard and leaking precum.

I lifted the camera, focusing on my sister and Tiffany as they knelt before me. They each wrapped a hand around my thick shaft, stroking slowly. Then they leaned in, their hot little tongues emerging to lick either side of my cock head.

“Oh,” I groaned, the dual sensations of their wet mouths on my aching flesh almost too intense. They lapped up the clear fluid oozing from my slit before taking turns sucking the swollen head between their lips. They quenched the pain, and the relief was like anything I’d ever experienced.

Sabrina pulled off with a pop. “Hmm, you taste good, brother. I’ve missed this.”

She and Tiffany proceeded to lick and kiss all over my pulsing length, leaving it slick with their saliva. I sighed in relief as they worked me over, their plump lips and skilled tongues driving me wild with lust.

After several minutes of their heavenly double blowjob, Sabrina pulled back and grinned up at me. “How’s your balls?”

“Way better,” I said. “Let’s move onto sex … Sis, straddle my face while Tiffany rides me.”

“Now, we’re talking,” Sabrina said with a grin.

I stretched out on the large beach towel. Sabrina immediately straddled my face, lowering her dripping pussy to my eager mouth. At the same time, Tiffany climbed astride my hips, grasping my rigid cock and sinking down onto it with a pleasured moan.

I groaned into Sabrina’s slick folds as Tiffany’s tight vagina covered every inch of my manhood. This was my first threesome, and nothing could have prepared me for how overwhelming the dual stimulation would be. But I got to work, lapping hungrily at my sister’s swollen kitty while Tiffany rode me hard and fast.

“Hmm,” Sabrina panted, grinding her pussy against my face. “Keep licking me.”

“I had no plans to stop,” I said, my voice muffled by her pink flesh.

Then I heard someone giggle, and it didn’t sound like Sabrina or Tiffany.

Quickly, I lifted Sabrina’s legs off my face and looked over to see two surfers passing by, trying to stifle their laughter.

“There’s room for you too!” Sabrina called out, completely unfazed.

“We’re fine,” one of them said with a giggle as they kept walking.

I gave my sister a look.

“Why are you looking at me like that?” she asked, smirking. “Don’t pretend you wouldn’t want them to.”

I chuckled. “You’re right.”

Tiffany blushed, looking flustered. “Is it even possible to film some content without almost getting caught?”

“It seems like we’re cursed,” Sabrina said, laughing.

“Whatever…” I said, adjusting my aching cock. “I’m sorry, but I really need to finish.”

I looked at Sabrina and grinned. “Sis, let me fuck you while Tiffany sits on your face.”

As Tiffany’s blush faded, they moved into position. I scrambled to my feet, my still rock-hard erection jutting out obscenely. Sabrina laid back on the towel, spreading her thighs invitingly. I settled between them, rubbing the swollen head of my cock through her slick folds.

“Push it in,” she whimpered, arching her hips impatiently.

I obliged, thrusting into her tight, wet womanhood with a low groan. Tiffany wasted no time straddling Sabrina’s face, gasping as my sister’s talented tongue went to work on her dripping pussy.

I pounded into Sabrina hard and fast, spurred on by the erotic sight of Tiffany riding her mouth. My heavy balls slapped against Sabrina’s ass with each powerful thrust, the sound obscene in the secluded cove.

“Gosh,” I panted after several minutes, feeling the telltale tightening in my groin.

With a deep, guttural moan, I slammed into her one final time, my cock pulsing as I erupted. Thick spurts of cum painted her velvety walls, and it seemed like the pleasure went on for an eternity. Sabrina’s pussy milked me for every last drop as she came hard on my shaft, shaking and quivering beneath me.

As we caught our breath, I slowly pulled out, my softening cock slick with our combined juices. I exchanged glances with Tiffany, who obviously enjoyed having Sabrina licking her. “Tiffany, would you mind licking her creampie?” I asked.

“Nope.” Tiffany eagerly shifted off Sabrina’s face and bent down, lapping at my sister’s cream-filled slit. Her little pink tongue darted out, scooping up the pearly cum dripping from Sabrina’s well-fucked hole.

“Tiffany, can you dump some in my mouth?” Sabrina asked, a naughty idea not even I’d thought of.

Then Tiffany lifted her cum-coated tongue to Sabrina’s parted lips, letting the warm fluid drip into her waiting mouth. They both swallowed my load, and I was about to pass out from the overwhelmingly hot scene.

Utterly spent, the three of us collapsed onto the beach towel. I reached for my camera to check out the footage we’d captured.

“Let’s see how it turned out,” I said, as Sabrina and Tiffany cuddled against me on either side.

We watched the playback together, grinning at the sexy clips of our beach threesome. Tiffany riding my cock, Sabrina eating her out, the two of them worshipping my cock with their mouths… it was incredibly hot.

“Wow, this is some of our best content yet,” Sabrina remarked, looking very pleased.

“Definitely,” Tiffany agreed. “The fans are going to go wild for this.”

“No doubt,” I said with a chuckle. “We’ll have to do this again sometime.”

“How was your first threesome?” Sabrina asked me.

“Wild,” I said, making both of them chuckle. I wanted to do this again and again. For now, though, we were all fucked out and ready to relax. To me, it seemed like the cool ocean waves beckoned us.

“I don’t know about you two, but I could use a swim after all that,” I said, climbing to my feet.

“Ooh yes, that sounds perfect,” Sabrina exclaimed, hopping up.

Tiffany followed suit and the three of us ran nude into the surf, laughing and splashing each other playfully. The cold water felt amazing on my overheated skin as I dunked under the waves.

We swam without a care, riding the natural high of our intense sexual encounter.

* * *

After swimming and playing around for a while, we headed back to shore, dried off, and got dressed.

We decided to head home and make some sandwiches. Sabrina and I wanted to be back early before Mom returned.

We dropped Tiffany off at her place first. Before getting out, she told us she wanted us to talk to Mom in peace, but she also made us promise to tell her not to say anything to Tiffany’s mother.

We promised her we would.

I found it difficult to edit some of our videos. I kept thinking of Valeria, wondering what she would say.

In the end, I gave up and sat on the couch with my sister. We held hands and looked each other in the eyes. “How time changes,” she said, her voice soft with love. “We’ve done so much this summer.”

“We can do a lot more,” I told her, sharing a smile.

“I know … Did you manage to edit some videos earlier?” she asked me, rubbing her thumb over my hand.

I slowly shook my head. “It was difficult to concentrate. Our mother keeps running through my mind.”

“Yeah, mine too,” she said.

We sat and waited, and the minutes felt like an eternity. Eventually, she showed up, and my heart raced as I heard her turn off the engine. “Here goes,” I said, looking at Sabrina.

“Yeah,” she said, nodding. Her hands shook as she twirled a lock of hair around her finger. I could tell she was nervous.

Valeria opened the door. “Kane, Sabrina?”

“We’re here,” I said.

She took off her shoes and beamed upon seeing her daughter. “Too much sun?” she joked. She was dressed in a knee-length summer dress with spaghetti straps, barely hiding her impressive bust that strained against the clothing.

“Sort of,” Sabrina said.

Valeria sat down next to her, raking her fingers through her daughter’s hair. She wore a modest amount of floral perfume, not too much so we couldn’t breathe, just enough to smell pleasant and feminine. “How are you?”

“I’m so much better,” Sabrina said. “I owe you a thank you for everything.”

“You’re my daughter. We don’t owe anything to each other. You’ll be there for me too when I need you.”

“I will,” Sabrina said, giving her a sideways hug.

Valeria wrapped her arm around her, not being shy about mashing her motherly breasts against her daughter. “It wasn’t easy seeing you bedridden,” Valeria said. “I’m glad to see you smile again.”

“It sucked … But you guys made up for it.”

“Didn’t you have anyone to take care of you when you moved out?” Valeria inquired.

“Sadly no,” Sabrina said with a sigh. “But I don’t want to talk about it.”

“I’m sorry, sweetheart, I didn’t mean to.”

“No, it’s fine,” Sabrina said. “I’m just grateful to have you.”

“You thanked Kane too, I hope,” Valeria said.

Sabrina gave her a look. “Of course, Mom. I’ve hugged him like a hundred times.”

“A hundred?” Valeria said flirtatiously. “I also want a gift like that.”

Sabrina giggled. “I’ll give you a thousand.”

“That sounds more to my liking … So, how’s your day been?” Valeria asked as usual. “I smell the ocean in your hair.”

Sabrina and I exchanged glances. We were a bit disjointed on who should start. “We were at the beach,” I said curtly.

“We were,” Sabrina said, looking at me with a grin.

“Okay, is there something you’d like to tell me?” she asked. “You’re acting suspicious.”

“There is,” I said. “That’s why we were sitting here.”

“I suspected so,” Valeria said. “I’m all ears.”

Sabrina and I exchanged glances, and I noticed how this was tougher than I thought.

“Do you want me to help you?” Valeria asked, and her response caught us both off guard.

“What?” we asked in unison.

Valeria chuckled and patted her thigh. She lowered her eyes before raising them again. “Are you two having sex?”

Upon hearing those words, it felt like my heart skipped a beat. “How in the world did you know?” Sabrina asked after a moment of silence.

“One, I have two decades of experience. I know when a girl or boy is in love. It took me a couple of days to realize there was more to your romance than hugs and kisses. Second, you haven’t been that discreet. Especially that day I needed to borrow your shampoo, and, I’m pretty sure you’ve been messing around with Tiffany too.”

My cheeks started to flush. “Why … Why didn’t you say anything?”

“Why didn’t you say anything?” Valeria asked me and looked at me long and hard. “Since you didn’t say anything, I wasn’t sure if you wanted to tell me.”

“But that’s not true,” Sabrina said. “I wanted to tell you but … I was afraid you might react badly.”

“Sweetheart, I will always be on your side,” Valeria admitted. “Yeah, this isn’t usual, but if you love each other, then I will support you.”

“I knew you’d react that way,” I said. “You’re a good mother and an understanding woman.”

“It’s not easy being a single mom,” our mother said. “But I’m proud of both of you regardless. It’s a brave thing to do.”

“You think so?” Sabrina asked.

Valeria nodded. “As long as it’s genuine.”

“It is,” Sabrina said, looking at me. “I truly love him. Being separated from him for two years made me realize how handsome he is.”

“You are handsome, Kane,” Valeria said and raked her fingers through my hair. “And your sister’s makeover has been well done.”

“I suppose,” I said and felt light-hearted after her response. “Regarding Tiffany, she was a bit nervous about her mother’s reaction. She wanted you to talk to her mother.”

“Her mom will act no differently than I,” she said. “We’re on your side. I had a clue when I took the photo of you two. You look like a couple.”

“That’s what I thought too,” I said.

“But I’m curious, how did this start?”

Sabrina and I exchanged glances. “Well, there’s more to tell,” Sabrina said. “It started two years ago. I didn’t want to be a waitress for the rest of my life, and I love sex. I started doing OnlyFans with Christy, but that’s why we started fighting.”

Valeria slowly nodded. “I see where this is going. Go on.”

“I was doing better than her, and she became jealous, and when I got home, I wasn’t used to locking doors, which led to Kane walking in on me.”

“I see,” Valeria said and grinned in my direction. “So after that, you wanted his camera and editing skills, and you started doing this together?”

Sabrina nodded. “I didn’t think I’d fall in love with him, but I did. Also, ever since he joined me, our income has risen to over $20k a month.”

“Holy moly,” Valeria said with a hand over her chest.

Sabrina logged into her account and showed Valeria. “If you don’t believe us.”

“Sabrina, I believe you,” Valeria said. She didn’t look at the fan count but the videos that we’d filmed. “Wow, you’re well-endowed.”

“Uhm, thanks,” I said and tugged at my shirt as she saw me nude for the first time in a while. I got a weird erection as our mother checked out our sex tapes.

“That’s impressive,” Valeria said. “It’s not so easy to succeed in the adult business. Many think so, but you usually only hear about the successful ones.”

“That’s true,” Sabrina said. “I only made like beer money till Kane came along.”

“You’ve been a good brother,” Valeria said kindly.

“You have nothing against us doing this?”

“No,” she said, sounding slightly offended. “You’re of legal age, and if this is what you want to do then I’ll support you. I’ll happily help you with tax advice and company structures. I have some expertise in that.”

“We sure could use some help,” I said.

“But I hope you aren’t filming your sex tapes in public … right?”

Sabrina lowered her phone. “We might have done a couple.”

“Okay, but you should tone it down with that kind of stuff,” Valeria told her seriously. “It’s not that I don’t want to see you succeed, but you can end up in trouble.”

I gave Sabrina a look.

“What? Don’t look at me like that. You have been onboard all the time.”

I waved my hand dismissively. “It doesn’t matter now, but I agree with our mother.”

“I’d also advise you to save up money and buy a property. If you continue like this, you can move out after a year.”

“Yeah,” I said and took Sabrina’s hand.

“That will be sweet,” Sabrina said before turning to Valeria. “But I will miss you though.”

“That’s for the future. Let’s focus on now.” Valeria gave her another hug. “Thank you for telling me. I love having this open relationship with you two.”

“So do I,” I said. I let out a sigh of relief as she took it well. I shouldn’t have been surprised that she’d figured it out. Valeria called Tiffany’s mom and told her about it while Sabrina and I checked on our clips. Tiffany messaged me shortly after. “Thank you, she wasn’t that surprised, and she admitted that you are cute.” With a heart emoji at the end.

“What do you two want for dinner?” Valeria asked us. “I want to make you something special to celebrate your love.”

“Burgers,” we said in unison.

“Burgers coming right up,” she said, sounding happier than ever.

Sabrina tugged at my hand. “I have an idea for a blowjob.”

“Sure,” I said. I already had a major erection from this conversation, my cock throbbing against the zipper. As we leaned in for a passionate kiss, we suddenly realized our mother was in the kitchen. We didn’t mind and neither did she. We just deepened the kiss, smacking our lips and cupping each other’s necks.

“Let’s go upstairs,” I said after coming off her lips.

“Dinner will be ready in half an hour,” Valeria said.

“Sucking him won’t take more than ten minutes,” Sabrina said with a chuckle.
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Chapter 1





I
 sat before my screen, scrubbing through clips from the past few weeks. Scenes of Sabrina on her knees, Tiffany moaning on the couch, or the three of us sharing a bed. My cock was inside Sabrina, while Tiffany’s bare bottom pressed down onto my face.

It had been a wild few weeks since Sabrina pulled me into this world. We’d crossed many lines our society didn’t approve of. Everyone consumed our type of content, but no one wanted to admit it.

I didn’t regret any of it. Not even after we told Valeria. If anything, the honesty made things better.

This had been one of the best weeks of my life. Skateboarding was fun, and running that online store had its moments, but the guys I used to hang out with had become a weight on me. I didn’t realize how much until I stepped away from it all.

Sabrina showed me something else. She wasn’t just my beautiful stepsister. She was smart enough to see how my filming and editing skills could actually matter. I respected her for that. She had guts and drive. She pushed me, and I loved her for it.

But it wasn’t all sex and nudity. Our OnlyFans page had been hovering at around a thousand subscribers lately. Not bad, but down from our peak at two thousand. I rechecked the numbers. Still stuck. If it hadn’t been for all the sex, I would’ve been disappointed. But the work was good. And it paid.

Still, I couldn’t help but think about the next step. We couldn’t coast. If we wanted to grow, we had to treat it like a real job. We had to come up with something unique if we wanted to stand out, but the truth was, there was a lot of competition in this niche. Making real money from shooting and filming nudes was a lot harder than most people realized.

Sabrina and Tiffany were out shopping. They said they had a surprise for me, probably something sheer and slutty, or maybe a toy or two they could use on each other. I smirked at the thought. They kept asking me what turned me on, and then they’d go out of their way to make it happen.

Tiffany, Sabrina’s redheaded friend and now my lover, wasn’t shy anymore. Once a classy flight attendant, she’d been seduced by my stepsister into working with us. Her mom had reacted the same way ours had when she found out what kind of work Tiffany was doing, fully supportive.

I remembered it clearly, right when Tiffany joined us. We saw an instant boost. It was right after we’d gotten caught filming in our car, another sweet memory that still flashed through my mind now and then.

Maybe it was time to find another talent.

Maybe we needed another girl.

The front door opened.

“Kane?” Valeria’s sweet voice echoed through the house.

I got up and headed downstairs. Valeria was in her hot yoga outfit—tight leggings, cropped top, her blonde hair tied back in a high ponytail and skin glowing from the lesson. As a forty-year-old yoga instructor, my stepmother was a beautiful woman both inside and out. My cock stirred upon seeing her, which I’d noticed happen more frequently.

“Hey,” I said.

Putting her purse aside, she smiled at me. “How are you feeling?”

“Fine,” I said.

“Want to keep me company for a bit? Join me outside for a drink?”

“Yeah, sure,” I said.

We stepped outside onto the patio. The sun was warm but not overwhelming. She looked over her shoulder. “Thirsty? I made some lemonade last night.”

“Yeah, that sounds good.”

She went back in and returned a moment later with two glasses, handing me one.

“Thanks,” I said, taking a sip.

“Too sweet?” she asked, crossing her legs and flashing those stunning thighs.

“Just perfect,” I said, and I meant it.

She beamed, her eyes drifting over me. “What have you been up to today?”

“Just editing some clips.”

“Productive.”

“Trying to be. How was your yoga class?”

She took a sip and lit up. “Great, actually. No drama, everything went smoothly.”

“I can’t imagine being a teacher,” I said.

“I love it,” she replied. “Watching people improve, helping them relax … it’s the second-best part of my life after my kids.”

I smiled at that. It always meant something to me when she talked about how proud she was of Sabrina and me, even in passing.

“I think it also helps that you’re beautiful,” I said, watching her cheeks pinken.

She waved a hand dismissively. “Oh, please. It’s more about the teaching. I don’t really see myself that way.”

I studied her again, taking in the way her top hugged her chest, the way her toned stomach showed with every shift in posture. It was hard to believe she was that oblivious to her beauty.

“Fine,” I said, but she narrowed her eyes.

She leaned over to pat my thigh with a giggle, and as she did, I caught a glimpse of the upper curves of her tan breasts. I quickly looked away before she noticed where my eyes had gone, but if she did, she didn’t seem to care.

I could hardly be the only nineteen-year-old guy who’d ever ogled her. “Not as cheerful as last week. Everything okay with you and Sabrina?”

“Yeah, we’re good, working well together.”

She nodded, then looked at me more intently. “I’m really glad we’re open about this. That we can talk about any subject.”

“Me too,” I said.

For a long time, I thought she would freak out if she ever found out. Sabrina and I used to stress over it, imagining all kinds of reactions, none of them good. But Valeria had taken it better than I could’ve hoped. We had the dearest mother in the world.

“You know,” I said, smiling a little, “we really do have the best mother.”

She smiled back. “And you are equally as dear to me.” But then she paused. Her eyes scanned my face. “Something’s still off though, Kane. You’re not quite yourself. What’s going on?”

I sighed. I wasn’t a fan of bringing someone bad news. “The numbers are slipping. We’ve been trying different setups, angles, positions and scenes. I feel like we’ve done it all.”

She nodded, listening to every word. “There’s always something new to try. But don’t forget, even when work is fun, burnout is real.”

I nodded slowly. “Yeah. I guess we could use a break.”

“A short one,” she said. “Recharge. And then think outside the box.”

“Maybe you’re right,” I said, thinking I’d bring it up with Sabrina later. I looked at her again. “Have you taken a break recently? You’re always so busy.”

She smiled warmly. “That’s sweet of you to notice. Maybe I do need a little break, too. Maybe we could all go somewhere … a family vacation.”

“That would be lovely,” I said.

She stretched out her arms and legs, then finished her drink. “I’m going to do some stretches before starting on dinner. You’re free to watch me if you want,” she added with a wink.

I hesitated, knowing damn well I’d pop wood just watching her bend like that.

“I should probably finish editing some clips,” I said.

“That’s okay. I’ll call you when dinner’s ready.”

I headed upstairs, back to my room, to finish editing. But my thoughts drifted. That whole conversation played on repeat in my head. How sexy she looked. How easy it was to talk to her, and how much harder it was not to give in. Give in to what? I blinked at the wall, then shook my head. I shouldn’t be thinking about her like that, but if I’d already crossed the line with Sabrina, what was stopping me from crossing it with my stepmom?

I tried to focus on the editing, but after twenty minutes, I gave up. The footage blurred in front of me. All I could think about was Valeria downstairs, her body flowing through those yoga poses.

Rising to my feet, I pulled the curtains apart and peeked out the window. She’d moved her mat to the grass, right in the sunshine. Blood slowly flowed south as I watched her.

She was in downward dog, her ass high in the air, those leggings clinging to every curve. The center seam disappeared between her cheeks, creating a perfect divide that my eyes couldn’t leave. When she transitioned to warrior pose, her chest pushed forward, the sports bra barely containing her breasts as they strained against the fabric. It seemed like they were about to burst right through at any second.

“Jesus,” I whispered, pressing my palm against the growing bulge in my shorts.

Her blonde hair had partially escaped her ponytail, wisps of it catching the sunlight like something out of a fantasy. She moved with sensuality, each position more provocative and sexy than the last. When she bent forward into a forward fold, legs straight, ass perfectly rounded, I had to bite my lip to keep from groaning. Her ass had the most perfect heart shape. It was a work of art.

But she had raised me. This shouldn’t be turning me on like this. But my cock throbbed painfully as she arched her back, her breasts thrust toward the sky. Sweat glistened on her skin, making her glow in the afternoon light.

I slipped my hand beneath my waistband, stroking myself slowly as she moved into bridge pose, her hips thrust upward, her stomach taut. The sight of her body, so flexible, so strong, and so fucking sexy. I couldn’t look away.

When she rolled onto her stomach and pushed up into cobra, her ass clenched with the effort, and I nearly lost it right there. Her breasts hung down, the cleavage visible even from where I stood.

“Wow,” I murmured, pulling my hand away before I came. This was too much. I couldn’t do this.

I backed away from the window, and my phone suddenly buzzed in my pocket. It was a text from Sabrina saying she’d be home in an hour with the new outfits.

I leaned against the wall, trying to catch my breath. The image of Valeria’s perfect ass in those tight leggings was burned into my brain.

Dropping onto the edge of my bed, I covered my face with my hands, breathing hard, trying to will away the ache between my legs.

“Get it together,” I muttered to myself.

But the images wouldn’t stop. My mind raced with sexual possibilities. What if she joined us? What if she were on camera with Sabrina and Tiffany? Our subscribers would fucking explode. A gorgeous, fit yoga instructor with the body of a twenty-something but the confident sexuality of a mature woman.

The thought made me groan, Valeria posing in lingerie … or better yet, in her yoga outfit, slowly peeling it off for the camera like a birthday gift till she was fully nude, and then it was show
 time.

“What the hell am I thinking?” I whispered, disgusted with myself but unable to stop the fantasy. She’d be perfect, our very own hot MILF star.

I had to get my mind on something else. I sank back into my chair and forced myself to focus. It worked, sort of.

* * *

I heard the front door open, followed by Sabrina’s laughter. I adjusted myself quickly and tried to look normal. I’d managed to concentrate a little better, but that wasn’t saying much. Valeria still popped into my imagination now and then, striking sexy poses, maybe even helping us film a scene or two.

I was still left with a throbbing hard-on.

I probably should’ve just jerked off… maybe even while watching her.

Footsteps pounded up the stairs, and my bedroom door swung open without a knock. Sabrina hopped in, her cheeks flushed with excitement, shopping bags dangling from her arms.

“You won’t believe what we found,” she said, tossing the bags onto my bed. Her short skirt rode up her thighs as she bent over to dig through them, the tight top she wore hugging her curves in all the right places. I was relieved to see my sexy older sister again, her blonde, thick hair falling down her shoulders in waves.

I swiveled my chair toward her, grateful for the distraction from my inappropriate thoughts. “Good haul?”

“The best.” She pulled out two plastic-wrapped packages, her blue eyes gleaming. “Look at these. A nurse uniform and—” she held up the second one “—a sexy teacher outfit. Complete with glasses and a ruler.”

I raised an eyebrow, momentarily forgetting about Valeria’s yoga session. “A ruler?”

“For spanking, duh.”

I rolled my eyes.

“It’s what sells,” Sabrina said, unwrapping the packages. She held the nurse uniform against her body. The white fabric was almost transparent, the neckline plunging low. “Don’t you think these would look incredible on camera? The last roleplay got a lot of views.”

“Yeah,” I nodded, my mind already working through potential scenes. “Those would definitely boost our numbers.”

Sabrina’s smile widened as she tossed the uniforms back onto the bed. She crossed the room and plopped herself directly onto my lap, her legs straddling mine. Her arms wrapped around my neck as she pressed her body against mine.

“What’s got you so worked up today?” she murmured, her eyes searching mine. Her hand drifted down between us, fingers brushing against the hardness still evident in my shorts. “Jesus, Kane. You’re practically bursting.”

Before I could answer, her gaze shifted to the window that overlooked the backyard. Valeria was still out there, now in a seated meditation pose, her eyes closed, chest rising and falling with deep breaths.

A knowing grin spread across Sabrina’s face as she turned back to me. “Have you been perving on our mother again?” Her voice dropped to a teasing whisper as her hand continued to stroke me through my shorts. “Watching her bend and stretch in those tight little yoga pants?”

I gave her a look—one that didn’t deny her accusation but warned her not to push it.

“Oh my god, you totally were,” she laughed softly, grinding her hips against mine. “You dirty boy. What would she think if she knew you were up here jerking off to her downward dog?”

“I wasn’t—” I started, but Sabrina silenced me with a finger to my lips.

“Liar,” she whispered. Then she burst out laughing when she saw my flustered cheeks. “I’m just joking, relax, you look like a tomato.”

I rolled my eyes again. “Do you want to see some clips?”

“Sure, while I sit on top of you and keep you hard,” she said, wiggling her hips right onto my erection.

I clicked through a few of our recent videos on the screen, trying to focus despite Sabrina’s warm body against mine, but then the analytics page showed the subscriber count still hovering at just over a thousand.

“See what I mean?” I pointed to the screen. “At the peak, we had two thousand fans. Then it dipped, and now we’ve been stuck at this number for almost two weeks.”

Sabrina leaned forward to look. “Hmm, I thought all the threesomes would’ve pushed us higher.”

“They get views, but no real subscriber growth,” I said, scrolling through the data. “I think we need something more than just new outfits.”

She nodded, a thoughtful expression crossing her face. “I’ve been thinking about this. The market is saturated with bedroom content. We need to be riskier.”

“Riskier, how? We’ve already crossed some major lines.”

A slow, mischievous smile spread across her face. “College
 sex.”

I stared at her, already knowing where this was going. “Sabrina, no.”

“Sabrina, yes,” she countered, her eyes sparkling with excitement. “Think about it. Us, after they close, in a college lecture hall. The teacher outfit I just bought would be perfect. The risk, the taboo of it—people would go crazy for that content.”

“That’s breaking and entering! We could get arrested.”

“Not if we’re careful,” she insisted, shifting her weight on my lap. “We go in late, shoot quick, and get out. Twenty minutes, tops.”

I shook my head. “What if we get caught?”

“What if we double our subscribers?” She countered, locking her arms around my neck and pulling herself closer. Her lips hovered just inches from mine. “Think about it. The professor’s desk… me in glasses and that little skirt, bent over while you take me from behind…”

My cock twitched beneath her, and she felt it, a victorious smile playing on her lips.

“You’re already imagining it,” she whispered, pressing her forehead to mine. “The thrill of possibly getting caught makes it even hotter. Our viewers will feel that energy.”

“It’s too risky,” I protested, but my resolve was weakening.

She kissed me then, and I melted into the kiss. Her lips were smooth as velvet and soft and sweet as a fruit. Her tongue slid against mine as her fingers threaded through my hair. When she pulled back, her eyes were dark with desire.

“We could shoot it tomorrow night,” she murmured against my lips. “One night, one shoot, potentially thousands of new subscribers.”

It wasn’t the first time we’d done something like this. After all, we’d filmed at a public beach, and even while driving. None of those clips went to our OnlyFans; they were uploaded to other porn sites, which helped bring in new fans.

“We already tried this in the car, and we ended up getting busted.”

“But we got away,” she said with a grin, “and those clips were all smash hits.”

I mulled it over, but it didn’t take long for Sabrina’s hand to slide down to cup my erection through my shorts. “I’ll help you with this problem of yours if you agree to the lecture hall,” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. “Come on, Kane. We’ve had so much fun with all our adventures so far. Be a little adventurous with me.”

Her fingers traced the outline of my cock, making it throb beneath the thin fabric. My resistance was crumbling with each touch.

“Fine,” I said, giving in. “We’ll do the lecture hall. But.” I grabbed her wrist, stilling her movements. “Can we just fuck right now? No cameras, no planning, just us. I’m so fucking horny I can barely think straight.”

Her eyes lit up, and she leaned in, brushing her lips against mine. “I would have let you fuck me anyway, you know. Camera or no camera.” Her voice softened. “I love you, Kane. This isn’t just about the subscribers for me.”

Something in her tone made my chest tighten. I stood suddenly, lifting her with me. She squealed, wrapping her legs around my waist as I carried her to the bed. The shopping bags tumbled to the floor as I laid her down, her blonde hair fanning out across my pillow.

“I love you too,” I murmured against her neck, breathing in her sweet, feminine scent as my hands pushed up her skirt.

She wasn’t wearing panties. Of course, she wasn’t. My fingers found her already wet, and she moaned as I stroked her sensitive pussy. “You’re such a naughty sister,” I whispered, sliding a finger inside her.

“Only for you,” she said, arching her back as I added a second finger.

I pulled my shorts down with my free hand, my cock springing free. Sabrina’s eyes lit up at the sight. She reached for me, wrapping her fingers around my shaft and guiding me toward her pink, wet hole.

“I want your pink so badly.”

“Playful & Pink,” she reminded me of the name of our OnlyFans page, with a chuckle as the tip of my cock brushed against her lips.

I pushed into her in one smooth thrust, and we both groaned at the sensation. Her velvety walls hugged me perfectly, hot and tight as if she were made for me. I began to thrust my hips, setting a rhythm that had her clutching at my shoulders.

“Oh, I love you and your cock,” she said, her nails digging into my skin.

“I love you and your pussy too,” I said, sliding in as deeply as possible for every thrust, stretching her hole. The sound of our bodies slapping together filled the room, along with her increasingly loud moans and the creaking bed.

“Shh,” I told her, slowing momentarily. “Our mother’s downstairs.”

She gave me a funny look. “And? She knows what we’re up to.”

Her words made me fuck her harder, raw and unprotected.

“And don’t you love it?” Sabrina added before gasping at a hard thrust I gave her.

I couldn’t hold back anymore. The pressure had been building since I’d watched Valeria doing yoga, and now with Sabrina’s perfect body beneath me, her wet heat squeezing my cock with each thrust, I was ready to explode.

“I’m going to cum,” I groaned.

“Fill your sister up,” she said, looking me in the eyes as I was only a couple of thrusts away.

I buried my face in her neck as I slammed into her one final time, my entire body tensing as I erupted inside her. I emptied myself thoroughly, feeling spurt after spurt shooting through my cock and splashing against her tightening walls.

I collapsed on top of her, both breathing hard. Sabrina’s fingers traced my back as I rested my weight on my elbows, still inside her, reluctant to break our connection.

“That was exactly what I needed,” I murmured, pressing a kiss to her collarbone.

She hummed contentedly beneath me. “Me too. Though I think we should definitely invest in some quieter bedsprings.”

I chuckled, finally rolling off her to lie by her side. She immediately curled against me, her head on my chest, one leg draped over mine. We lay there in silence, our heartbeats gradually slowing. I sighed in relief. I’d gotten what I needed … for now.

“Kane! Sabrina! Dinner’s ready!” Valeria’s voice called from downstairs, breaking the quiet moment.

I glanced at the bedside clock and frowned. “That was fast.”

“What is it?” Sabrina asked, stretching like a satisfied cat.

“She must’ve cooked quickly,” I said, sitting up reluctantly.

“Or time goes quickly when we’re fucking,” she said.

“I think you’re right,” I said, patting her ass. “Come on, let’s not leave her hanging.”

We cleaned up quickly and dressed, Sabrina smoothing her hair in my mirror while I pulled on a fresh t-shirt. The scent of grilled fish and something sweet wafted up from downstairs.

“Smells amazing,” Sabrina commented as we headed down.

Valeria was setting the table when we entered the kitchen, three plates arranged with grilled fish, sweet potatoes, and a creamy sauce.

“Perfect timing,” Valeria said with a smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes. Her gaze lingered on us, taking in our flushed faces and Sabrina’s slightly disheveled appearance despite her attempts to fix herself up.

That knowing look made heat rise to my cheeks. She’d heard us. Of course, she had. The house wasn’t that big, and we hadn’t exactly been quiet. But she’d heard us several times before, so it wasn’t a big deal. We didn’t have anything to hide.

We ate and talked about all kinds of things. Sabrina went on a talking spree about what she and Tiffany had been up to. Valeria brought up her friend, too. They had plans to spend some time together tomorrow. She seemed genuinely happy that we were all getting along, despite the nature of the content we were creating.

After dinner, Sabrina asked if we could sleep in her bed that night, and I agreed without hesitation. After we both showered, we slipped under the covers together. She spooned against me, her warm backside pressed firmly to my crotch.

“Are you ready for tomorrow?” she asked, her voice eager.

“I am,” I said, though there was a hint of nervousness in it. “We still need to make a plan.”

“Of course,” she said. “We’ll take care of it in the morning. Tiffany will be here.”

I kissed her neck and pulled her closer. “Sweet dreams.”

“You too,” she whispered, lacing her fingers with mine as we drifted off to sleep.





Chapter 2





I
 woke up with Sabrina pressed tightly against me, her leg draped over mine and her cheek mashed into my bicep. Her breathing was heavy, and a small patch of drool had soaked my skin. I shifted slightly, feeling how hard and aroused I was. Her body was warm, soft in all the right places, but she was out cold. No way she was waking up anytime soon to suck me off. As tempting as it was to stay like that, waiting for her to wake up, I slipped out from under her slowly, not wanting to wake her.

I grabbed some clothes and threw them on. I went to the bathroom to wash her sweet drool from my arm. When I stepped back into the hallway and stretched, still half-asleep, I heard Valeria hum from her bedroom, followed by the rustle of fabric. I paused, realizing she was probably changing. The thought crossed my mind to peek. I hadn’t seen her nude in years, but before I could even move, I heard her voice.

“Is someone awake?”

I cleared my throat. “Yeah, it’s just me. Just woke up.”

There was a pause, then she spoke again. “Can you come in for a second?”

I blinked, and then my heart picked up. “Sure,” I said, and walked toward her room.

I opened the door slowly and stepped inside, not sure what to expect. Valeria stood near her mirror in a brand-new pink yoga outfit. It clung to her curves, showing off her toned figure. Her cleavage peeked from the top, and the leggings wrapped around her legs in a way that made it hard not to stare. The pink looked bright against her blonde hair, making her look more godlike. The sight of her sent my arousal to the stratosphere, even if I tried my hardest not to look at her that way.

“Good morning,” she said, flashing me one of her beautiful, motherly smiles that always warmed my heart.

“Morning.”

She turned slightly, hands on her hips. “I just bought this new yoga outfit. Wanted to know what you think.”

Well, she didn’t leave me with a choice. I looked her over carefully, trying not to make it obvious I was checking her out. Still, it was impossible not to notice how incredibly sexy she looked. Just standing there, she made me hard as steel. “You look like a gem.”

She blushed slightly, smiling. “You think so? I wasn’t sure. Pink feels a bit young.”

“Uhm,” I said and scratched my neck. “It’s not like you’re old.”

“Well, I’m not a youngster either,” she pointed out, even if I disagreed. “Can I do a pose? Just one?”

“Sure,” I said.

She dropped to the floor with ease and slid into a full split, showing off her flexibility. The seam ran right up her ass, perfectly parting those gorgeous cheeks. The pose sent a string of vivid, inappropriate thoughts flashing through my head. I felt a bead of sweat roll down my neck. “It only makes you look younger,” I said, trying to play it cool.

She chuckled. “That’s a good thing, right?”

She shifted into another pose, raising her leg and twisting in a way that made every muscle and curve stand out. “Is it too much, though? Inappropriate?”

“Not if it’s just women in the room,” I said, managing a grin.

She laughed. “Fair point.”

“You should wear it,” I said, giving her a thumbs-up. “Seriously.”

She rose from the mat and gave me a warm smile. “Thanks, Kane.”

She stepped forward and pulled me into a hug. Her chest pressed against mine, warm and soft in a way that made my skin burn. It felt good … too good. I tried not to melt into it, but I didn’t want it to end. She sighed, breathing into my neck, and I completely melted. I let go, letting my erection throb against her.

“Thank you,” she murmured. “That really made me feel good.”

I didn’t know what to say, so I just held her longer, enjoying the close moment between us.

“How’d you sleep?” she asked, breaking the hug to look me in the eyes.

“Deeply,” I said. “Didn’t wake up once.”

“Good,” she nodded. “Want some pancakes? I was just about to head down.”

“Yeah. That sounds great.”

She gave me a light touch on the arm and walked out. I ducked into the bathroom once again to change. As I pulled off my shirt and stared in the mirror, I couldn’t ignore how hard I still was from that hug. I splashed water on my face, tried to calm down and got dressed. But even as I dried my face, I realized something that had been creeping up for a while now. I kept thinking about Valeria more and more, and not just casually. Every day, it was more sexual and more explicit scenes. It was getting harder to ignore. And I didn’t know if I wanted to.

When I got to the kitchen, the table was already set. The scent of pancakes filled the space. She handed me a plate and we sat down together. She was still dressed in her pink yoga outfit, the top lifting her breasts generously. I tried to focus on my food, but then our eyes met. She caught where I was looking and smiled, which quickly turned into a knowing grin.

“It’s no big deal,” she said lightly, brushing off the fact that I had perved on her.

I didn’t say anything. Just took a long sip from my glass, trying to cool myself down.

“Do you guys have any plans today?” she asked between bites.

“We’ll probably film some content,” I said casually. I didn’t mention we were planning to sneak onto a nearby college campus to shoot. That was something Valeria didn’t need to know.

She gave me a sympathetic, caring look. “Don’t forget what we talked about. That break.”

“I haven’t,” I said. “Promise.”

We left a plate with pancakes for Sabrina and Tiffany, covering it with foil.

As Valeria grabbed her bag and headed for the door, she stopped in front of me.

“Come here,” she said, pulling me in for another hug.

I hugged her back, and this time it felt even warmer and better. Her body was soft against mine, and the embrace carried a comfort and sensuality that made it hard to let go. It felt safe and forbidden all at once. Her breath was warm on my neck, and I let myself melt into her, even if just for a second. Then she kissed my forehead, leaving a damp patch of her sweet skin behind.

“Enjoy your day,” she said with a bright smile.

“You too,” I replied.

Then she let go and walked out.

I stood there for a moment, still feeling her warmth on me, wondering what exactly we were dancing around. It wasn’t just in my head. She really did seem to gravitate toward me more after finding out about our OnlyFans.

Upstairs, I heard Sabrina’s sleepy voice call out, “Kane?”

“Yeah?” I called back. “I got up before you.”

A moment later, she came down the stairs fully nude with dried cum on her inner thighs, her hair messy. She walked straight into my arms and leaned into me.

“I wanted to wake up next to you,” she mumbled.

“Sorry,” I said, patting her back. “Our mother wanted some help.”

“With what?”

“She wanted my opinion on some new clothes.”

Sabrina pulled back just enough to give me a look. “Has she ever asked you for that before?”

I thought about it. “No.”

She grinned. “I wonder why.”

I rolled my eyes and gave her a light swat on the butt, but she laughed and then reached for my crotch. “Why are you so hard?”

“You weren’t there for me when I woke up … And you’re full nude.”

“My bad,” she said playfully. “I’ll head up and put on some clothes.”

“I’ll wait for you … our mother made some pancakes, by the way.”

“Yummy. I’ll be right back. Tiffany should be here soon,” she said and slipped away toward the bathroom.

She disappeared into the bathroom, and shortly after, there was a knock at the front door. I opened it to find Tiffany standing there, tall and glowing in a skirt and a top that barely contained her young, full breasts. She wore her auburn loose, which cascaded down her shoulders, thick and lustrous. The moment our eyes met, her face lit up. She hopped in and wrapped her arms around me in a tight hug, pressing herself close. Her breasts felt like two soft airbags, cushioning the impact as she hugged me tighter and warmer. It was the third feminine hug I’d received in such a short time, and it reminded me just how many beautiful women I had in my life.

Tiffany, who’d given up her job as a flight attendant to join Sabrina and me in our venture, wasn’t nearly as shy as she used to be. Since we filmed our first clip together, our subscriber count had skyrocketed. It hadn’t been that long ago, but I remembered the thrill of that success like it had just happened. The energy, the rush and the way everything clicked—it was unforgettable.

“Morning,” she said.

“Hey,” I said, holding her for a few more seconds before letting go. “Come in.”

There was always something calming and grounding about Tiffany. I closed the door behind her and followed her into the living room. She sat down close beside me, her knee touching mine, and gave me a warm, affectionate look, the kind you get only when there’s real love in the mix. And there was. We’d crossed that line a long time ago, and we were both ready for more.

“So,” she said, “I’m still excited, but man, that drop in subs was a hit.”

“Yeah. I’ve been feeling it too.”

She leaned in a bit. “You heard about that college thingy?”

I nodded. “It’s not just an idea anymore. We’re doing it. I already agreed.”

She grinned. “Sabrina is wild … Wait, where’s she?”

“Taking a shower,” I said. “Who knows when she’s done.”

She giggled and twirled her auburn hair on her finger.

“Valeria made some pancakes. We’ll just wait for Sabrina.”

“No worries,” Tiffany said. She looked at me again and leaned closer. “I’m still a little nervous about tonight. Sneaking into a college? It feels like a huge step.”

“Don’t forget we’ll film adult videos on top of it.”

She dramatically wiped an imaginary drop of sweat from her forehead. “It feels like I’m about to pass out.”

I chuckled and leaned back against the couch. “You’re not the only one. I’ve been thinking about it too. It’s bold.”

“She also said she wants to use the outfits we just bought.”

“I’m guessing you’ll be the teacher, since you’re tall?”

“Yeah, but you’ll be a teacher too. We need a man to spank his bratty students, after all.”

“I forgot about that part,” I said, wiping an actual drop of sweat from my forehead. “Even if it’s bold… it’ll still be hot.”

“No kidding,” she said with a grin. Then her smile faded slightly. “I’ve been thinking about the drop in subs. If it keeps going…”

I could see the worry in her eyes, and I sympathized with her. Sabrina had felt it too, and it was one of the reasons we needed to step up our game. “We’ve had so much fun doing this,” she said quietly. “I really don’t want it to fall apart.”

I leaned in, trying to keep my tone steady. “We’re not going to let it. This next shoot? It’s going to be a hit. We’ll do whatever we need to keep it going.”

She nodded, but I could tell the doubt was still there. Truthfully, I felt it too. There were no guarantees. No matter how much fun we were having, nothing was promised.

She looked at me again. “I really don’t want to go back to working as an attendant. I didn’t hate it, except for the occasional perv, but this is so much better.”

I reached for her hand and squeezed it. “You won’t. We’re going to make this work. We’re going to succeed. I promise.” I leaned forward and kissed her lips.

The shower shut off. A few seconds later, I heard footsteps. Sabrina came down the stairs, wrapped in a towel, her damp skin glowing, wet hair clinging to her shoulders. She caught sight of us and smiled.

She walked up behind Tiffany and slid her arms around her, pressing a kiss to her cheek. “You two look cute. Am I interrupting something?”

Tiffany blushed, but leaned back into her. “Just talking.”

“Mhm,” Sabrina hummed, clearly enjoying the view. Then she turned to me, hopping onto my lap with her legs spread and pulling me into a tight hug.

“I’m still mad you got up before me,” she whispered near my ear.

I chuckled, amused that she brought it up again. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to wake you. Our mother just needed a little help.”

Sabrina grinned at her friend. “Mom wanted Alex’s opinion on her sexy yoga clothes.”

“Your mother’s sexy no matter what she wears,” Tiffany said with a smirk.

“You’re missing the obvious,” Sabrina teased, wiggling her hips. She was naked under that towel, and I couldn’t tell if it was water or her honey dripping onto my thigh. “She wanted to show off for Kane.”

I rolled my eyes and laughed softly. “You wish.”


“You
 wish,” she shot back, giving my shoulder a playful punch. “She’s been different since we told her.”

“I’ve noticed that too,” I admitted.

“See?” Sabrina said, her voice all sugar and heat, then let the towel fall from her chest, flashing me those perfect, teardrop-shaped breasts.

“I see them,” I said, leaning in to suck one of her thick, pink nipples, making her giggle and squirm.

“I meant,” she said, trying not to laugh, “that Mom’s been acting different.”

I rolled my eyes, knowing she wouldn’t drop it. “Are you two hungry? I already ate with her, but there’s a whole plate of pancakes left.”

“Let’s eat,” Sabrina said, sliding off my thigh. I touched the sticky stuff she left behind and had a taste. Yeah, it was definitely her honey.

We moved to the kitchen. Even though I’d already eaten, I sat with them to keep them company. They devoured the pancakes, smothering them with cream, maple syrup, and slices of fresh strawberries.

Sabrina plopped one into my mouth, insisting I get a bite too. Then she “accidentally” spilled some cream onto her tits and gave me a demure look, eyes locked on mine.

Without hesitation, I leaned in and licked the creamy trail, starting from the bottom of her breasts up to her neck. She giggled, clearly proud of herself for setting the tone, and she’d already put us all in a good mood. They talked between bites about some of our past clips, laughing about a few bloopers and teasing each other about who broke character the most.

After we finished eating, we headed to the couch. I sat in the middle, and they both inched themselves closer to me, Sabrina still only covered in a towel.

Then Tiffany wiped the grin from her face and kept a serious tone. “Do we even have a real plan for tonight? I mean… after getting busted filming in the car, we probably should.”

Sabrina raised an eyebrow. “That’s what I was getting to. Just wait.”

I nodded and added, “Yeah, we can’t afford another close call like that one. We’ll do it right this time.”

Sabrina pulled out her phone and opened her notes. “Alright,” she said, scrolling. “Here’s how it’ll go. We head to Irvine Valley College around 7:30. We dress casually, look like students.”

I arched an eyebrow. It seems like she’d already plotted everything.

“We say we’re working on a media class project. Something with cameras and rehearsing. Then we wait for the place to close, we go hide and wait till security is gone, we hop into the nearest classroom, shoot fast and get out, James Bond style.”

I chuckled, grabbed a pair of sunglasses from the table, and slid them onto my sister’s face, “There you go miss secret agent,” I said, making all of us burst into laughter.

“Jokes aside,” Tiffany said. “What if we get caught? Isn’t that a serious felony?”

Sabrina reached across the table, placing a hand gently over Tiffany’s. “We’ll be in and out quickly. You’re safe with us.”

Tiffany leaned closer to me. “Alright … But who’ll do what exactly?”

Sabrina tapped her phone again. “Now for roles. I’ll be the naughty student. Blouse, skirt, heels. And Kane, you’re also a student. A horny stud.”

“Tough job,” I said, grinning.

“Or,” Sabrina added, “you could be the teacher. We’re the bratty students.”

“Oh, that works,” I said. “I could play the teacher.”

Tiffany laughed. “Especially if we’re both misbehaving.”

“Then we switch it up,” Sabrina suggested. “Tiffany’s tall, she could pull off the teacher look. We’re the students who don’t follow the rules.”

Tiffany raised her eyebrows playfully. “I catch you giving Kane a handjob behind a desk.”

Sabrina smirked. “Oops.”

We all laughed.

“We can run a few scenarios,” I said. “Start simple and build it up.”

Sabrina tapped a few notes into her phone. “Keep going. I’m writing all this down.”

“This might turn into a full series,” I said, laughing.

“To help Tiffany loosen up,” Sabrina added, “why don’t we shoot something here first? Just something soft. Get warmed up.”

Tiffany hesitated. “You mean right now?”

“Just a warm-up,” Sabrina said. “No pressure.”

She looked at me, then at Sabrina, then she nodded. “Okay … I want to see you two get dressed up as students and teachers.”

“Perfect,” Sabrina said, grinning. “Let’s head to my bedroom.”

We headed upstairs to my sister’s bedroom. Sabrina dumped the shopping bags onto my bed, carefully pulling out the outfits they’d recently bought. She tossed the towel onto the bed as well, revealing her youthful body in its full glory.

“Okay,” Sabrina said, sorting through the garments. “Tiffany, you’re the teacher first. Let’s see how this looks on you.”

She handed Tiffany a tight pencil skirt, a white button-up blouse that looked at least one size too small, and a pair of fake glasses with thin black frames. Tiffany took them, examining each piece.

“What do you think?” I asked Tiffany.

“I think the clothes are sexy, but I’m a terrible actor.”

“It’s porn, who cares,” I said, waving my hand dismissively.

I leaned against my desk as Tiffany began to undress. She slipped her crop top off first, revealing a lacy pink bra that barely contained her full breasts. She unhooked it, letting it fall to the floor. No matter how many times I’d seen her naked, the sight of Tiffany’s bare breasts always hit me the same way. They were fuller than Sabrina’s, with pale pink nipples that hardened under my gaze—round as orbs, soft as dough, and somehow magical, as if laced with gravity that pulled me in.

“You’re staring at your teacher’s breasts,” she said with a shy smile, her hands moving to the waistband of her skirt.

“Can you blame me?” I replied, not bothering to hide my appreciation. “I’m a horny stud after all.”

Sabrina reached for the plaid schoolgirl skirt she’d chosen for herself.

“This is supposed to be a uniform?” I asked, eyeing the impossibly short skirt that barely covered her ass.

“It’s the slutty version,” she winked, turning slowly to give me a full view of her naked body before slipping it on.

Tiffany had removed her skirt and underwear now, too, standing completely nude beside Sabrina. The contrast between them was striking—Sabrina’s golden skin against Tiffany’s porcelain complexion, blonde hair next to auburn. They were both stunning in completely different ways.

My cock strained painfully against my shorts as I watched them. I just hoped they’d complete this warmup.

“Do I look teacherly enough?” Tiffany asked, slipping into the tight pencil skirt. It hugged her hips perfectly, accentuating her curves. When she buttoned up the blouse, leaving the top three buttons undone, her cleavage spilled out invitingly.

“Definitely the kind of teacher every student fantasizes about,” I said.

She put on the glasses and pulled her hair back into a loose bun, a few strands framing her face.

“Even better,” I said, afraid my cock would burst right through the zipper. “Maybe some makeup will make you look more mature.”

“I was thinking the same thing,” Sabrina said, already digging through her makeup bag. “Sit,” she told Tiffany, patting the edge of the bed.

Tiffany obeyed, settling onto the bed while Sabrina stood before her, carefully applying foundation, then adding a touch of blush to her cheeks. She lined Tiffany’s eyes, making them appear more intense behind the glasses, and finished with a deep red lipstick that transformed her innocent friend into something resembling a younger MILF teacher.

“There,” Sabrina said, stepping back to admire her artwork. “Now you look like the sexy teacher who makes all the boys stay late for detention.”

Tiffany stood and walked to the full-length mirror. The transformation was remarkable. With her hair pulled back, the glasses perched on her nose, and the carefully applied makeup, she looked a few years older and undeniably sexy.

She turned slowly, examining herself from every angle before facing us again. She cleared her throat and fixed her eyes on me.

“Kane,” she said, wagging a finger at me, “I believe you’ve been misbehaving in my class.”

My cock twitched in response. The role suited her perfectly. “That’s gold.”

“Perfect,” Sabrina agreed, clapping her hands together. “You’re a natural, Tiffany. Our subscribers are going to lose their minds.”

Tiffany’s serious expression broke into a smile, clearly pleased with our reactions. “Really? You think I can pull this off?”

“Without a doubt,” I said. “You look like every student’s wet dream.”

Sabrina twirled in her plaid skirt, which barely covered her ass. She’d paired it with a tight white button-up shirt that she’d tied just below her breasts, leaving her toned midriff exposed. “What about me?” she asked, batting her eyelashes innocently. “How do I look, Kane?”

She bent slightly at the waist, giving me a clear view down her shirt.

“You’re the sexiest student I’ve ever seen,” I said truthfully. “If you’d been in my high school class, I’d have failed every subject just staring at you.”

“You’d have spent every class hiding your boner under the desk,” she teased.

“Definitely,” I agreed. “I’d have been jerking off thinking about you every night.”

Sabrina’s smile widened with satisfaction. “Your turn,” she announced, grabbing another shopping bag and tossing it to me. “Teacher time for you, while Tiffany transforms into a coed.”

She reached into the bottom of the bag and pulled out a long wooden ruler, the kind old-fashioned teachers used to point at blackboards. “And don’t forget your disciplinary tool, Professor
 .”

Tiffany giggled, already changing course and slipping into the matching plaid skirt Sabrina had handed her. “I like this idea better anyway. I’m more comfortable being the student.”

I shrugged and began undressing, feeling their eyes on me as I pulled my shirt over my head. When I was down to just my boxers, I caught Sabrina staring hungrily at the outline of my erection.

“Hurry up and get dressed,” she urged, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. “I’ve been a very bad girl, and I need to be punished.”

I quickly donned the teacher outfit, surprised by how well it fit. The shirt was snug across my shoulders, and the slacks accentuated my ass in a way that clearly pleased both girls, judging by their appreciative stares. I fastened the tie loosely around my neck, then took the ruler from Sabrina’s outstretched hand.

“God, you look so hot,” Sabrina said, stepping closer to me. “A bit young to be a teacher, but hot nevertheless.”

Tiffany had gone for a slightly more demure version of the same outfit, though her skirt was equally short. She’d left her hair down, the auburn waves cascading over her shoulders.

Sabrina turned around suddenly, bending over slightly to display her barely-covered ass. “I think I’ve been breaking rules all semester, Professor
 . Don’t you think I deserve to be spanked?”

The sight of her in that position, looking back at me with pure lust in her eyes, made my cock throb painfully. I stepped behind her, placing one hand on the small of her back while the other gripped the ruler tightly.

“How many strikes do you think you deserve?” I asked, my voice low.

“One for now…” she said, a wicked little smile tugging at her lips. “Many more for later.”

* * *

The sun was starting to dip as we loaded up the car. Sabrina was finishing up with the gear in the trunk. She had on a loose cardigan over her skirt and top, casual but tight enough to show she wasn’t just heading to class. Tiffany arrived just after, wearing a fitted hoodie over her skirt, backpack slung over one shoulder.

I sat behind the wheel while Tiffany and Sabrina slid into the back. The camera bag and tripods were stashed in the trunk, padded and secure.

We got on the 5 heading north. Traffic was light. The ocean peeked out to our left between buildings and hills. The golden hour lit everything warm.

Sabrina leaned forward and rested her hand on my thigh. Her fingers crept up slowly over my jeans.

“Don’t act like you’re not already hard for class, professor
 ,” she whispered in my ear.

I smirked. That nervous edge I’d felt earlier was already fading, especially after seeing them in those skimpy uniforms. I’d fucked them both in Sabrina’s bedroom, but I was already getting hard again. It wasn’t just the thrill of having them to myself, but doing this in a place we weren’t supposed to was only adding more heat to the mix.

* * *

We pulled into Irvine Valley College. The parking lot was quiet, except for a few students walking toward their cars.

We got out, backpacks over our shoulders. Sabrina led us toward the business wing. We approached the glass doors, and Sabrina pushed them open.

Inside, we passed bulletin boards and posters for campus events. The halls were calm but not abandoned.

We found a study zone: open layout, whiteboards and desks scattered. A few students were still around. We sat down, pulled out our laptops and notebooks, acting like we were prepping for a group project.

We kept our voices low, made quiet jokes, and kept an eye on the hallway.

As the minutes passed, the building emptied out. Janitors pushed carts past once or twice. Eventually, even the vending machines seemed louder.

At 10:05, we packed up. The three of us slipped down a quieter hall and ducked behind the soda machines near a stairwell. Emergency lights gave everything a faint blue cast.

“When do they close?” I whispered.

“At 10,” Sabrina whispered. “The security is probably taking a last tour … You don’t have blue balls or anything?”

I rolled my eyes. “I’m fine …” We exchanged glances as we heard footsteps. We kept our mouths shut, but it did start to feel a bit nerve-wracking.

I held still, and suddenly Tiffany clamped her hand over her mouth but let out a small sneeze.

The footsteps stopped. My heart pounded, and Tiffany’s cheeks flushed bright red.

The guard’s walkie-talkie crackled. A second later, the footsteps started up again and faded down the hall.

Tiffany clapped her hands over her mouth. “Oh my god, I’m so sorry, guys.”

“You almost blew it,” I said, wiping sweat from my brow, “but it’s fine.”

We waited another ten minutes, then moved. We got back in time to see security leaving the school building, locking the doors. Suddenly, I felt an adventurous thrill of having this all for ourselves. We high-fived each other and headed to the nearest classroom. The door was unlocked, and we slipped inside. Whiteboard at the front, rows of desks, wall clock ticking, and soon enough, we’ll film some dirty clips.

Sabrina closed the door and locked it. Tiffany went straight to the blinds.

I unzipped the gear bag, pulled out the tripod and LED light.

We moved some desks aside and cleared space around the large center table. The room had a cold feel, but it was clean, neutral and Perfect.

“It’s showtime,” Sabrina said eagerly.

Tiffany grabbed the glasses from her bag and perched them on her nose. She transformed before our eyes, her posture straightening as she slipped fully into character. “I’m the teacher now.”

I exchanged glances with Sabrina, who grinned excitedly. Tiffany pointed to two desks at the front of the classroom.

“You two, take your seats,” she said in her teacher’s tone.

Sabrina and I hurried to sit down at adjacent desks. I positioned the camera on my desk, angling it to capture us both while keeping it hidden below desk level. Tiffany strutted to the front of the class, her heels clicking against the floor. She grabbed a marker and began writing on the whiteboard, the skirt hugging her curves as she stretched upward.

“Today’s lesson,” she said, “is about human anatomy.”

Sabrina’s hand slid under my desk, her fingers dancing up my thigh. I kept the camera steady as she unzipped my shorts, her fingers slipping inside to wrap around my already hardening cock.

“Kane,” Tiffany called out. “Are you paying attention?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I replied, fighting to keep my voice steady as Sabrina’s hand began to move, stroking me slowly.

“Good. Then perhaps you can tell the class what the primary function of the reproductive system is?”

Sabrina’s grip tightened, her thumb circling the sensitive head of my cock. I bit my lip, struggling to focus.

“It’s for … reproduction,” I said as Sabrina stroked me faster.

“Very good,” Tiffany said, turning back to the board. “And what about pleasure, Sabrina? Is pleasure an important aspect of human sexuality?”

Sabrina’s hand never stopped moving as she answered, “Absolutely, Ms. Collins. Pleasure is essential.”

“Great answer,” Tiffany said, still facing the board.

Sabrina dropped to her knees between my legs, pulling my cock free from my shorts. The camera captured everything as she began stroking me with both hands, her blonde hair falling forward.

I adjusted the camera angle, making sure to get the perfect shot of Sabrina’s face as she looked up at me, her blue eyes sparkling with mischief. She licked her lips, then lowered her head, taking me into her warm, wet mouth.

“Hmm,” I whispered, struggling to hold the camera steady. If only this weren’t just an act. If I’d experienced something like this back when I was a horny student, it would’ve been a dream come true. Act or not, I knew this was a memory I’d never forget.

Sabrina’s head bobbed slowly at first, her lips tight around my shaft. I tilted the camera slightly, catching Tiffany in the background. She was bent over the teacher’s desk now, scribbling notes in a ledger, her ass perfectly framed by the tight skirt.

“How am I doing?” Tiffany asked, breaking character.

“You’re doing great,” I said, giving her a thumbs-up. “Let me get a bit more BJ footage, then you’ll get yours too.”

She smiled and slipped right back into her teacher role.

I shifted the camera angle to frame the scene perfectly—Sabrina’s lips wrapped around my cock in the foreground while Tiffany bent over her desk in the background, her skirt riding up just enough to reveal the lace edges of her panties. This scene was gold. My sister, or horny coed, eagerly sucked me off while our “teacher” remained oblivious, focused on her work.

“Perfect,” I whispered, taking a few quick photos as well. The shutter sound made Sabrina work even harder, her tongue swirling around the head of my cock before plunging back down.

I switched to video mode, capturing the way Sabrina’s cheeks hollowed as she sucked, and how she slobbered over my entire shaft.

“Stop,” I told Sabrina, right before I was about to blow my load all over her pretty blonde face. “Let’s pretend you catch us, and then you come over, demanding to be part of our film, or you’ll tell the principal.”

Tiffany beamed. “I’m ready when you are.”

I gave her a thumbs-up, and Sabrina started sucking again.

Suddenly, Tiffany’s head snapped up. She turned around, eyes narrowing behind her glasses.

“What exactly is going on back there?” she said as she sashayed toward us, exaggerating the sway in her hips.

Sabrina pulled off my cock with a wet pop, a string of saliva connecting her lips to the tip. She came blushing back up to her desk, taking a seat. “Nothing, Ms. Collins,” she said innocently.

Tiffany loomed over us, leaning down to inspect what we were doing. Her blouse gaped open, giving me a perfect view of her cleavage. I kept the camera rolling, tilting it up to capture the swell of her breasts.

“Is that a camera?” Tiffany demanded, her eyes widening in feigned shock. “Are you filming pornography in my classroom?”

“We can explain,” I stammered, playing along.

She snatched the camera from my hands, reviewing the footage with a look of increasing outrage. “This is grounds for immediate expulsion. I should call the principal right now.”

Sabrina adjusted her skirt. “Please don’t, Ms. Collins. We’ll do anything.”

Tiffany’s stern expression faltered, replaced by something hungrier. “Anything?”

“Anything,” I confirmed, my cock still hard and glistening with Sabrina’s saliva.

Tiffany set the camera down on the desk, carefully positioning it to face the teacher’s desk. “Then perhaps we can come to an arrangement,” she said, her voice dropping to a sultry purr. She began unbuttoning her blouse slowly. “But you’ll need to follow my instructions precisely.”

“Yes, Ms. Collins,” Sabrina and I said in unison.

Tiffany perched on the edge of the desk, spreading her legs slightly. “Kane, I believe you need a more… hands-on lesson in anatomy. Come to my desk, please.”

I approached Tiffany, my cock still wet from Sabrina’s mouth. Tiffany spread her legs wider, her pencil skirt riding up her thighs and flashing her wet panties. I filmed till I got there and then paused. I glanced over my shoulder, seeing Sabrina fingering herself. “Uhm, can you film this part?”

“Sorry,” she said, her cheeks pinkening. “I was getting a bit horny.”

She came over and took the camera with her nectar-covered fingers.

“You are doing great,” I assured Tiffany, as I couldn’t wait to fuck her on the desk.

“We’re being really dirty,” Tiffany said with a giggle.

“Just fuck already,” Sabrina said, adjusting the camera settings. “The camera is rolling.”

True to her words, she was horny. I spun Tiffany around and bent her over the teacher’s desk. She braced herself against the surface, arching her back as I flipped up her skirt. Her red lace panties contrasted beautifully with her pale skin. I hooked my fingers into the waistband and pulled them down to her knees, exposing her pink, precious pussy.

“God, your ass is perfect,” I groaned, running my hands over the smooth curves.

“Be a good student and show me what pleasure truly is.”

“Will do, Ms. Collins.”

I lined myself up with her entrance, teasing her slick folds with the head of my cock, giving it a rub or two, not much was needed to soak my cock with her arousal. I pushed forward, sliding into my “teacher” in one smooth stroke. She gasped, her body tensing around me. She wasn’t the only one tensing. I let myself fall fully into the fantasy, imagining I was fucking one of my old teachers. Being in a classroom made it all too easy to believe.

“Is that the pleasure you were looking for?” I groaned, gripping Tiffany’s hips as I started to thrust into her.

“Oh yes, Kane… you’re such a wonderful student,” Tiffany moaned, playing her part perfectly as she pushed her gorgeous ass back against me, her auburn hair spilling across the desk.

Tiffany turned her head, her eyes half-lidded with pleasure, lips parted as she panted. The glasses had slipped down her nose, giving her a disheveled, thoroughly fucked look that was incredibly hot.

“Perfect,” Sabrina murmured, zooming in on Tiffany’s face. “Now harder, Kane. She can take it.”

I increased my pace, the sound of skin slapping against skin echoing in the empty classroom. The desk creaked beneath us, sliding slightly across the floor with each thrust.

“Oh,” Tiffany moaned, her voice rising. “Right there, you horny stud!”

I felt her tighten around me, her inner walls pulsing as she came. I kept going, driving into her as she rode out her orgasm.

And then it was my turn. I slammed into her hard, groaning as I came deep inside her raw pussy.

“Oh, that felt good,” I muttered, breaking character as the pleasure surged through me.

Tiffany lay there with a wide grin, enjoying it just as much. I slowly pulled out of her slick, used hole and stepped aside while Sabrina moved in with the camera, snapping photos of the creampie leaking from her.

“This was so hot,” Sabrina said, scooping some of my cum from Tiffany’s pussy and licking it off her fingers.

“No doubt about that,” I said.

We sat at the desk and reviewed the footage. The acting was awful, but that only made us laugh harder.

Sabrina looked over at me, brushing her fingers through my hair. “Your turn to be the teacher. Time to punish your unruly girls.”

I leaned in and kissed her. “I’m ready when you are.”

“Do I film?” Tiffany asked.

I nodded. Sabrina quickly took a seat while I grabbed the ruler and stepped up to the whiteboard. I started the scene, adopting a firm tone while Sabrina sat there chewing imaginary gum, pretending not to care.

I walked over and glared. “Spit that out.”

She blinked up at me, all fake innocence. “Whoops.”

“You do that again and I’ll have to punish you.”

I turned back to the board, but when I looked over my shoulder, I caught her hand under her skirt, pretending to finger herself.

I shook my head and walked back over. “What do you think you’re doing?”

“I’m sorry,” she said, her voice sweet. “I was just a little horny.”

“You’re supposed to be focused in class.”

“I’m sorry, Mr. Steel.”

“You’ve left me no choice.”

I grabbed her wrist and guided her to the desk. She bent over willingly. I raised the ruler and gave her a series of firm smacks, watching her ass turn red with each strike. Her arousal dripped down her inner thighs, and that’s when I noticed she wasn’t wearing panties.

“No panties today?”

“Guess I forgot.”

“I’ll have to punish you for that, too.”

I stripped, and so did she. She lay back on the desk and spread her legs. I stepped between them and slid inside her, fucking her deep in missionary.

I gripped my sister’s thighs, pressing them back toward her chest as I pounded into her. The desk creaked and moved with every thrust. I was afraid it might collapse under our savage lust. Her lips parted in ecstasy. “Don’t even think about it,” she said.

“Think about what?” I asked as I pushed into her pussy all the way to the hilt.

“Stopping
 .”

“I had no plans, too,” I said before I moaned, sliding in and out of her. I curled my toes as her perfectly-fitting pussy kept massaging my length in all the right places. I held onto her thighs for dear life, glancing down to see her tits jiggle. She threw her head back and moaned loudly, and then I neared the peak.

I thrust deep one final time, my entire body tensing as I erupted inside her. Wave after wave of pleasure washed over me as I emptied myself thoroughly, my cock throbbing with each pulse. Sabrina’s eyes rolled back, her orgasm hitting her simultaneously.

“Holy fuck,” she whispered, both of us breathing hard as I slowed down my thrusts till the pleasure faded.

Tiffany lowered the camera, her cheeks flushed. “What a scene.”

I pulled out of Sabrina, and we cleaned up quickly, helping each other straighten our clothes. We huddled together on the teacher’s desk, watching the clips.

“Oh my god, look at my face there,” Sabrina said, pointing at a particularly intense moment where her expression was caught between pleasure and surprise. “I look possessed.”

I laughed, zooming in on the frame. “Our subscribers are going to lose their minds over this.”

“The lighting is perfect,” Tiffany observed, leaning closer. “And that angle when you bent me over the desk? Gold.”

We scrolled through more clips, our laughter echoing in the empty classroom. There was something surreal about sitting half-dressed in a college lecture hall, watching ourselves have sex on camera.

“Do you think actual college students ever do this?” Tiffany asked, gesturing around the room.

Sabrina shrugged. “Probably. But not as well as we just did.”

“I bet they try,” I said, swiping to another clip where Tiffany was moaning loudly as I thrust into her from behind. “But they’re probably too worried about getting caught.”

“Speaking of getting caught,” Sabrina said, glancing at her watch. “We should probably pack up soon.”

I nodded, but my mind was still on Tiffany’s question. “You know, that’s what makes all of this work,” I said thoughtfully. “Everyone has these fantasies—teachers, students, classrooms. What we’re doing is making those fantasies real.”

“That’s deep, Professor,” Sabrina teased, nudging my shoulder.

“No, he’s right,” Tiffany said. “It’s why people subscribe. We’re living out what they only imagine.”

“Exactly,” I agreed. “Fantasies should be realized. Not just dreamed about.”

I patted them on the back, and we tried to clean up the classroom as well as possible. Sabrina wiped down the desk with a spare napkin. Tiffany was re-buttoning her blouse, still a little breathless but giggling.

I packed the camera carefully, stashing the lenses, tripod, and LED light back into the bag.

It was past 11. The halls outside were dead silent. Tiffany slowly crept up to the classroom door and peeked out. Her hand gripped the handle like she half-expected someone to yank it open. “Okay… we made it,” she whispered back to us, her voice barely audible.

“Told you it would be worth it,” Sabrina said with a grin. She grabbed her bag and slung it over her shoulder, still zipping up the side.

We moved toward the exit, walking carefully, even though we’d definitely made plenty of noise in there.

My hand went to the exit handle, and just as I pushed it down, a loud siren exploded overhead and red lights flashed.

“Fuck,” Sabrina cursed.

“Oh my god,” Tiffany gasped, stumbling back a step as the alarm blared.

“Run!” I shouted, helping Tiffany to her feet.

I threw the exit door open as we ran out, spilling into the empty parking lot. Except for the red lights flashing behind us, it was pitch black outside. In the distance, the wail of actual sirens started up, louder by the second.

“We’re so screwed,” Tiffany said, breathless, her eyes wide.

“No, we aren’t. Come on.” I didn’t wait. I bolted for the car, yanked open the driver’s side. “Get in. Now.”

Sabrina dove into the front seat, hair flying. Tiffany slid into the back and slammed the door shut just as I started the engine. I pulled out fast but controlled. We sped through the campus road, headlights off for a few seconds until I flicked them back on when we hit the main street.

“Do you guys see any cops?” I asked, my heart beating like a drum.

“No,” Sabrina said, looking as terrified as the rest of us.

“I thought I was gonna have a heart attack,” Tiffany said, catching her breath.

“Me too,” I said, wiping my brow.

Sabrina let out a sudden laugh. “That was way too close.”

I kept my focus on the road, and eventually, I couldn’t help smiling. “Okay, we should be safe now.”

The sirens behind us faded. No cars followed and the tension finally let up.

We drove to Tiffany’s place first. No one spoke. We were still catching our breath, still processing what had just happened.

When we pulled up in front of her house, I turned to look at her. “You alright?”

“I’m fine,” she said with a smile. “We didn’t get caught, so…”

“Let’s try to forget about that. You did a good job.”

Tiffany leaned forward. “Thank you. That was insane … but kinda hot.”

Sabrina winked. “We’ll plan something even wilder next time.”

Tiffany grinned and stepped out, giving us one last look before heading inside.

On the drive back, Sabrina stayed quiet for a few minutes, staring out the window. Then she turned toward me with a grin.

“You know, that might’ve been the hottest thing we’ve ever done.”

I glanced at her. “Even with the alarms?”

“Especially with the alarms,” she said, laughing.

“You looked hella nervous when the alarms went off,” I said.

“We all did,” she said, giving me a playful punch on the shoulder. “I didn’t expect it.”

“Neither did I. I was so numb from all the fucking.”

“Me too,” she giggled.

“We pulled it off, though.”

“We did,” she said with a relieved sigh. She reached over and ran her hand along my leg. “I like this side of you. Confident and sexy.”

“Well, next time maybe we plan a shoot that doesn’t end with felony-level cardio.”

Sabrina smiled and leaned back in her seat. “Deal.”

Back at home, we tried to act as if nothing had happened, walking in. Still a little out of breath. My shirt clung to my back, and Sabrina kept brushing strands of hair off her face.

The kitchen lights were on. Our mother stood by the counter in her robe, sipping tea like she’d been there for a while. Her eyes locked onto us the second we stepped inside, one brow lifting slightly.

“You two are home late. Everything alright?”

I cleared my throat. “Yeah. Just got caught in some traffic.”

“Traffic… at this hour?” she asked, her tone a little too sharp.

Sabrina, cool as ever, dropped her bag onto the couch and smiled. “We, uh…” She glanced at me.

“Took a break,” I added quickly, repeating something I’d promised her earlier.

“Then why do you have your camera bag?” Valeria asked, her eyes narrowing slightly.

“Watching some clips,” Sabrina said, backing me up without missing a beat.

Valeria didn’t respond right away. She took another sip, her eyes scanning both of us like she was reading a silent confession.

“Mm-hmm,” she finally said. “Go get cleaned up. You both look flushed… and you’re covered in sweat.”

Her voice was calm, but there was something in her eyes that lingered. Like she didn’t quite buy it. Or maybe she was just curious.

As we headed upstairs, I leaned toward Sabrina. “Do you think she knows?”

Sabrina smirked. “Let her guess.”

I rolled my eyes. “I’ll edit the clips … should be up by night.”

“And after that you need a shower … And you’ll use the Victoria’s Secret So Sexy shampoo.”

I chuckled. “I promise.”

She kissed me and hopped into the bathroom first.





Chapter 3





I
 t had been two days since we filmed the college clip. The night we ran when the alarm went off still played in my head, the pounding footsteps, the flashing lights and the sound of our breathing as we barely made it out. It had been nerve-wracking as hell, but also thrilling. The rush of pulling it off, knowing we’d done something risky and wild, made it all the more intense.

Despite the lame acting, the footage turned out better than I expected. I knew it would hit. I was certain the clips were going to be bangers. I couldn’t wait to see the numbers start moving.

I woke up early, rolled over and grabbed my phone. Notifications were stacked like never before. I opened the dashboard and started scrolling. We had gotten five hundred more fans. “Bingo.”

New signups were flying in. The view count was rising by the minute. Comments were pouring in, one after another, people calling it hot, risky and next-level. A few even said it was the best thing we’d posted. I wasn’t surprised. Who hadn’t dreamed of fucking their teacher at a college? Or messing around with a sexy coed? It was the closest thing to the real deal.

It felt good … better than good. The hard work had paid off. And it was encouraging. It motivated me to film more with my two beautiful cam girls.

The door creaked open behind me. Sabrina padded in, rubbing her eyes, her hair messy in the best way. She wore nothing but a pair of light panties, her bare skin still warm-looking from sleep, but my eyes landed on her boobs, fully free and exposed to my horny eyes. Every time I saw them, I wanted to suck on them hard and fondle them. Even half-asleep, she looked effortlessly sexy, like she knew it without trying.

“Morning,” she said, her lips curving in a smile.

She came over, plopped down on the edge of the bed and started massaging my shoulders from behind. “How’s it going?”

“Check this out,” I said, turning my phone to show her the stats.

Her eyes lit up. “No way! That’s insane.”

She threw her arms around my neck and hugged me tight, her bare chest pressing into my shoulder.

“I told you it was worth it,” she whispered.

Even if it was, it had been a close call. I still remembered the headline flashing across the TV yesterday about the college break-in. They hadn’t said much, just that an investigation was ongoing.

I turned to look at her. “Did you see the news yesterday? About the college break-in?”

Before I could say more, Sabrina quickly pressed a finger to my lips. “Mom’s home,” she whispered. “Careful.”

We lowered our voices. “We’re lucky those cameras were down,” I said quietly.

“So lucky,” Sabrina said. “If they’d caught our faces…” She trailed off, shaking her head with a grin.

“Well, they didn’t,” I said. “And the clip’s blowing up.”

She kissed the top of my head. “You’re getting good at this, professor
 .”

“We should brainstorm more scenes like that,” I said, looking up at her.

She grinned. “Hell yes.”

She hugged me tighter, her chest pressing into my neck again. “Also, Mom’s making waffles.” She tugged at my arm. “Come on. Shower first. Then breakfast.”

We headed into the bathroom and stepped into the shower together. The water was warm, but the way she pressed up against me made it even hotter. We took our time, lathering each other’s bodies with soap, our hands gliding freely over every curve and inch. We touched, teased, and embraced under the steady stream, letting the heat soak into our skin.

There was no rush. No deadlines. No morning commute. We were our own bosses, making a living by loving each other and having fun.

I couldn’t have asked for anything better than this.

Afterward, we dried off, got dressed, and made our way out to the kitchen.

Valeria was already in the kitchen, wearing a knee-length summer dress with a deep V-neck, sipping tea from a cup. She smiled when she saw us, but there was something behind her eyes. She looked… suspicious.

“Morning,” she said, giving me a long, thoughtful look.

“Morning,” I replied.

“I made some waffles for you,” she added, setting her cup on the table. “Had the day off, so I figured I’d make something special.”

“Thanks,” I said. “They smell amazing.” Maybe I was just being paranoid.

We sat down and started eating. The waffles were perfect, golden, crisp, like she’d made them with love and intention. We chatted, trying to act like nothing was off, like I hadn’t done anything wrong.

The conversation flowed, but that tension lingered. I couldn’t shake the feeling that she knew more than she was letting on.

“What will you do on your day off?” I asked Valeria.

“Hopefully, spend some time with you two … if you’re not too busy,” she said with a small smile.

I exchanged a glance with Sabrina, and she was quick to answer. “I’d love to spend some time with you.”

“Me too,” I added.

We kept eating, the mood still warm. But then her tone shifted, just slightly.

“So,” she said after putting her fork down, “what did you two get up to the night before last?”

Sabrina and I exchanged a quick look. My stomach tightened. There I saw it again, her suspicious look. Her smile was pleasant, but her timing wasn’t random.

We both knew she was fishing. “Just … work stuff,” I said carefully.

Sabrina added, “Yeah, we were helping Tiffany again.”

“Mhm.” She took a sip of her tea, then said calmly, “You two didn’t happen to see the news last night, did you? There was a story about a break-in at Irvine Valley College.”

Sabrina froze. I felt my heart rate pick up. “Nope,” I said quickly. “Didn’t see it.”

“Me either,” Sabrina added.

Valeria set her cup down slowly. “They said it happened late. Security cameras were down. No arrests, but it’s being investigated.”

I tried to keep my face neutral, but I could feel the nerves building.

Was she watching our content? That was the only possibility. How else would she suspect it was the two of us? She already knew what we were doing, so it wasn’t that unbelievable to think she might be one of our fans.

Valeria looked between us. “Is there anything you two want to tell me? Be honest. I won’t be mad.”

Sabrina’s hand trembled slightly. Her lips parted like she wanted to say something, but nothing came out at first. Her eyes welled up. She was breaking under the pressure. None of us had the heart to lie to our mother.

“We filmed there,” Sabrina finally admitted, her voice breaking. “Two nights ago. We didn’t mean to… I mean, we planned it, but we thought it was safe. We didn’t think we’d get caught.”

Valeria didn’t move. She just stared at us for a long moment, like she was weighing everything. Her voice stayed calm. “What were you filming?” she asked calmly.

“Content,” I helped Sabrina.

Valeria nodded slowly, processing it. “Thank you for telling me. I’m not angry. But I need you to understand, what you did was serious. This isn’t just risky content. It’s breaking and entering. If someone finds out it was you… You’ll be in serious trouble, and that would break my heart.”

Sabrina’s shoulders shook, and she wiped at her cheeks with her sleeve. I sat still, unsure if saying anything would make it better or worse.

Valeria walked over and sat next to her. “I’m glad you came clean. I really am. But if you ever do something like that again, I want to know before, not after.”

She looked me dead in the eye. “You both need to be smarter. This can end badly. Jail isn’t a maybe, it’s a real possibility.”

We both nodded.

Valeria exhaled and picked up her tea again. “Now eat your waffles. You’re not skipping breakfast just because you scared the hell out of yourselves.”

We ate quietly for a few minutes, the tension slowly fading. I nudged Sabrina’s leg under the table and gave her a quick look. She nodded, forcing a small smile.

“I’m fine,” she whispered, then added, “It just sucks lying to Mom.”

I nodded. “Yeah. I hate it too.”

After breakfast, we stepped outside to get some air. The sun was warm, and the breeze felt good. We settled into the patio chairs, letting the calm settle in.

Valeria joined us a few minutes later. She sat down across from us, smiling before speaking. “You know,” she said, looking between us, “Instead of doing something bold, why don’t you try new promotions or different kinds of positions?”

Sabrina shrugged. “We’ve done almost everything.”

Valeria shook her head. “I’ve been in business a long time, and every time I thought I’d done it all, I learned something new. You’re young. Get creative. There’s always more you haven’t tried yet.”

I glanced at Sabrina, then said, “We’ve always wanted to try anal.”

Sabrina chimed in, arms folding across her chest. “Kane’s dick is too big.”

Valeria chuckled. “There’s no such thing.”

Sabrina raised an eyebrow and looked straight at her. “We’ve seriously tried. Multiple times.”

“Did you use lubricants?” Valeria asked.

“Of course,” Sabrina replied. “We followed several tutorials online.”

There was a pause. Even though Valeria knew what we were doing, we’d never talked about positions this openly before. It felt different, more intimate, and I wasn’t against it either.

Sabrina narrowed her eyes on our mother. Valeria looked like she was still thinking of what to say.

“Why don’t you help us?” Sabrina offered boldly.

Valeria blinked, a faint blush creeping onto her cheeks. She considered it. Actually considered it.

“Help with what exactly?” she asked, and from her tone, I could tell she wasn’t against the idea.

“Anal
 ,” Sabrina said, folding her arms beneath her chest and lifting them slightly. “You’ve done it before. You said it was possible.”

Valeria’s blush deepened. “Sweetheart, I think I’m a little too old for this.”

“No, you’re not,” Sabrina said, giving her a wicked grin. “You look amazing. Kane thinks so too.”

Now it was my turn to blush. Sabrina never could keep her mouth shut. “Come on, I can speak for myself.”

“I caught you masturbating to her,” Sabrina said, clearly enjoying my red face.

“I wasn’t doing that,” I said, though part of me wished we were back in that classroom so I could spank her for it.

Sabrina rolled her eyes and turned back to our mother. “You’re gorgeous, and deep down you know it. Why do you keep acting like you’re not?”

Valeria’s lips curved into a smile. “Thank you … Do you two sincerely want my help?”

“Yes,” Sabrina said without hesitation. She nudged me with her shoulder.

I glanced at Valeria. Her blonde hair, her high cheekbones and that model-like beauty … she was like a mature version of Sabrina. Every time we went out with her, heads turned. She wasn’t even good at pretending she didn’t notice.

“If you could help… then why not?” I said, not fully grasping where this would lead.

“You said you’d spend some quality time with us today,” Sabrina added, as if that sealed it.

Valeria took a deep breath, and on the exhale, she smiled. “Alright … I’ll show you how it’s done.”

“Now?” Sabrina asked eagerly.

“Sure. Where are we doing this?” Valeria asked, looking just as excited as Sabrina.

“We can set up inside, on the couch. We’ve filmed there before,” Sabrina said.

Valeria nodded. “I’ll grab some equipment. Wait right here.”

She headed upstairs a little quicker than I expected. I turned to Sabrina, my head spinning. “That was a bold move,” I said.

“Admit you want this,” she whispered. “Admit our mother is hot.”

“She is,” I confessed, unable to hide it, especially as my sister’s hand pressed firmly against my growing bulge.

“I owe you a thank you.”

“For what?”

“For saying what I didn’t have the balls to say,” I said. “That’s what I admire about you … you don’t hold back.”

She wrapped her arms around me. “I love you too.”

I held her tightly, then pulled back just enough to look into her eyes. “What do you think she’ll do to help? I still can’t believe she said yes.”

“I don’t know,” Sabrina said with a shrug. “She’s more experienced than us. Let’s find out.”

A moment later, Valeria returned with a dildo, a bottle of lube, and a towel in her arms.

“So,” she said with a soft smile, “you two need to undress.”

Sabrina and I exchanged glances, but she was the first to act. She peeled her top off, letting it fall to the floor, then unhooked her bra. Her breasts bounced free and jiggled till they found equilibrium. Valeria smiled proudly at her, proud to have such a beautiful daughter. I followed her lead, though I was a bit more nervous. I’d never undressed in front of Valeria like this before.

“Take your time,” Valeria said with a wink. “No need to be shy.”

“I’m trying,” I muttered, pulling my shirt over my head, then stepping out of my pants and underwear. As soon as my cock sprang free, Valeria grinned. That same proud look lit up her face, but she didn’t seem the least bit surprised to see me naked. It made me wonder again if she’d watched our content before.

“Told you he was big,” Sabrina said, eyes gleaming.

“I never doubted your brother was well-endowed,” Valeria replied with a chuckle.

Surprisingly, it didn’t feel as embarrassing as I thought it would, standing there with a hard-on in front of Valeria. I noticed Sabrina was just as wet, so it wasn’t just me.

Valeria laid the towel neatly over the couch cushions and set the dildo and lube on the table.

“On all fours, sweetheart,” she said, excited to show her.

Sabrina did as she was told, her eyes flicking to mine for a moment before moving into position. Her bare ass looked perfect in the light, round and inviting.

Valeria knelt beside Sabrina, holding the bottle of lube. She didn’t uncap it yet, just glanced up at me. “You’re doing this part, Kane.”

I blinked. “Me?”

She smiled, calm and confident. “You’re going to warm her up. I’ll guide you.”

Sabrina bit her lip. “We are her students, after all.”

I nodded slowly, my heart pounding. “I guess we are.”

Valeria uncapped the lube and squeezed some into my hand. It felt cold at first, slick and thick.

Valeria leaned closer to her, brushing her hair off her shoulder. “You’ve tried before?”

“Sort of,” Sabrina admitted. “But it didn’t … go in. I mean look at the size.”

“That’s normal,” Valeria said gently. “It’s about trust and patience. Relaxation. Lots of lube. And someone who takes their time.”

She looked back at me. “Start by rubbing the lube around her rim. Just trace it. Get her used to the sensation.”

I obeyed, crouching down behind Sabrina. Her body tensed at first, but Valeria whispered, “Breathe, sweetheart,” and Sabrina exhaled slowly.

I circled her entrance, letting my slick finger tease the edges. Her skin was warm, her hole fluttering under my touch. She whimpered, but not in pain. It was the kind of sound that made my cock twitch with need.

“You’re doing great,” Valeria encouraged softly. “Now a little pressure. Just the tip.”

I applied gentle pressure, and after a second, her body gave. My fingertip slid in, just barely. Sabrina gasped and arched her back.

“That okay?” I asked, stunned by the heat wrapped around me.

“Yeah,” she whispered. “It feels quite cozy having you there.”

“Well, you’ll feel a lot cozier,” Valeria said, who was beside me now, her voice low. “Let her adjust. Don’t move yet.”

I didn’t. I just stayed there, feeling the tightness, the way her body seemed to pulse around me.

“She’s opening up to you,” Valeria said. “Now you can start moving, small circles.”

I followed her instructions, and Sabrina moaned again, louder this time. Her hips twitched under my hand.

“Try a little more,” Valeria said. “Ease in, slow.”

I pressed deeper, my finger sliding in to the first knuckle, then more. I was shaking from how tight she was, how turned on I was.

Valeria’s hand rested lightly on my back. “Good. You’re reading her body. She’s ready for more.”

She handed me a dildo, already slick with lube. “Use this next. Let her feel the stretch. But remember, it’s not about how deep or fast. It’s about how she feels.”

I took it from her, my breath shaky. I brought the tip to Sabrina’s entrance, brushing it against her hole. She whimpered and pushed back slightly, wanting it.

“You want it?” I asked.

She nodded against the pillow. “Please.”

Valeria gave a soft nod. “Then give it to her. Slow.”

I pressed the tip in, barely an inch, and Sabrina gasped again.

“That’s it,” Valeria said, her hand on Sabrina’s lower back. “Let it settle. Let her feel it.”

Bit by bit, I worked the toy inside, and Sabrina began to rock back toward me. Her fingers clutched the towel beneath her. I couldn’t stop watching the way her ass stretched around the toy, how her breath hitched every time I pushed just a little deeper.

“Good girl,” Valeria whispered to her. “You’re taking him so well.”

I looked at Valeria. Her eyes were dark with lust, her lips parted.

“Now move it, slow and steady,” she told me. “Feel how she responds.”

I started to thrust gently, and Sabrina moaned, her hips pressing back for more.

“You can go a little faster,” she whispered.

I did. And the sounds she made had me on the edge of control.

Valeria looked at me, heat in her eyes. “That’s how you open her up. That’s how you fuck her ass—with care.”

I nodded, breathless, not trusting myself to speak. The dildo came out, slick with lube.

“Continue, warm her up a bit more,” Valeria told me, as if this turned her on as well.

I returned my focus to Sabrina, who was breathing steadily, her face half-buried in the cushion, her ass lifted perfectly for me. I pressed the tip of the toy to her opening again, just like I’d done earlier, and gently began to push.

She whimpered, but didn’t pull away.

“How does it feel?” I asked.

“Incredibly arousing,” she said. “Can you lick me later?”

Valeria giggled, and I said, “Sure.” I said. “You can count on me.”

Valeria kept guiding me, telling me to be slow and warm her up. She told me how Sabrina did better than her when she tried sticking a dildo up her ass for the first time, and she also shared a sexual story as well, just making me more turned on.

“That’s it,” Valeria said, after I increased the pace little by little. “Don’t go any faster than that.”

I glanced over my shoulder at my mother. Her arms were crossed under her chest, pushing her cleavage up in that robe. Her lips were slightly parted. She was focused, but she was also undeniably aroused.

I turned back to Sabrina and slid the toy all the way in, the base resting against her cheeks.

“Oh,” Sabrina moaned. “I feel so full.”

My cock throbbed, painfully hard now. I reached down and stroked it once, instinctively.

“You shouldn’t be teasing yourself,” Valeria said, just behind me now. Her voice was almost a purr. “Save it for her.”

I looked up. She’d moved closer, her hip brushing against mine as she leaned down to check on Sabrina.

“She’s relaxed now,” Valeria said. “You can take over.”

I pulled the dildo out slowly and dropped it to the side, slick with lube and Sabrina’s arousal. I knelt behind her, guiding my cock to her tight, glistening hole.

“Wait,” Valeria said and grabbed the bottle of lube. “What did I tell you about patience?”

I chuckled. “I’m just really turned on.”

“I get it,” Valeria said. “I’ve been young and horny too … Do you want to help me with the lube?”

“Sure,” I said.

She squeezed a generous amount of lube into her palm and then, without hesitation, wrapped her fingers around my shaft.

Time froze. I couldn’t breathe as I stared down at my mother’s delicate hand gripping my cock, spreading the clear gel along its length with slow, warm strokes. Her touch was more experienced than Sabrina’s, as if she knew how to properly please a man, and I swore if she’d continue, I’d cover her hands in cum.

“You need to be thoroughly coated,” she explained, her voice husky as she worked the lube from base to tip, her thumb circling the sensitive head. “Especially with your size.”

She clearly enjoyed this as much as I did. My heart hammered against my ribs. This was crossing a line we hadn’t discussed, but I couldn’t look away from her mature fingers sliding up and down my length, leaving it glistening and ready. I was hypnotized by the intimacy of it. Then she let go, even if I didn’t want her to, but then I reminded myself I had my sister’s ass waiting for me.

“Now, you’re good to go,” Valeria said, leaning back.

“Are you ready?” I asked Sabrina.

“Uh yeah,” she said playfully. “It took forever for Mom to lube you up.”

I pressed forward, the tip of my cock meeting her puckered entrance. I held still, letting her body get used to the pressure. Sabrina whimpered again, her fingers gripping the couch.

“Push,” she said. “Please.”

I did, slowly and carefully. Inch by inch, her ass stretched around me, burning hot and impossibly tight.

My jaw clenched. “Wow … Sabrina…”

She moaned beneath me, her voice high and trembling. “You’re inside.”

“Not all the way,” I said, groaning. “God, this is intense.”

Valeria knelt beside us, her hand resting on Sabrina’s lower back. Her gaze met mine once more, burning with love and lust.

“Go slow,” Valeria whispered. “Make her feel every second of it.”

I obeyed.

Thrust by shallow thrust, I buried myself in my sister’s tightest place while Valeria was by my side. She didn’t touch me, but her presence was maddening. Every time I moved, I could feel the heat radiating off her.

I was fucking Sabrina, but I was aware of Valeria with every breath. The way her robe had slipped a little off her shoulder. The rise and fall of her chest. The flush on her cheeks. And the way she kept watching me.

Sabrina moaned beneath me, fully taking me now.

“Deeper,” she begged. “Please … I can take it.”

I gave it to her, pushing myself to the hilt with a deep groan.

My rhythm slowed for a moment, lost in the way Sabrina’s rosebud gripped me, the soft gasps spilling from her lips. Everything around us faded, except her tight heat, the sound of her breath, the dizzying pressure building inside me and our dear mother guiding us beside us.

Then our mother spoke, “I could help you capture this. Photos or a video if you want.”

I looked over at her, blinking through the haze. “You’d do that?”

She nodded professionally and demurely, but her cheeks were flushed, and her breathing wasn’t quite as smooth as before. “Why not?”

“That would be great,” I said. I told her where I kept my camera, and without another word, she rose and headed back upstairs. I stayed inside Sabrina, barely able to think straight, her body twitching beneath me as I kept a slow, deep pace. I could still feel Valeria’s heat in the air.

“How does it feel?” I asked my sister.

“Intense… and so taboo,” she said, and we shared a giggle.

“I owe you a thank you for suggesting this,” I said honestly.

“If you can lick me later, I’d appreciate it.”

“Of course I can.”

Valeria returned quickly with our gear. “I’ll take stills and a few wide angles. But I’m not as experienced as you are,” she said, giving me a wink.

“It’s fine … they love amateurish photos as well.”

Valeria moved around us, angling the camera and snapping photos. Every click of the shutter sent a thrill through me. She was watching. She was recording. She was practically working with us now.

I noticed the tremble in her fingers as she zoomed in on the way my cock disappeared inside Sabrina’s ass. Her breathing wasn’t shallow anymore. And every few shots, she paused just a little too long before lifting the camera again.

I lifted Sabrina’s hips, changing the angle, and Valeria moved instinctively, capturing the curve of her back, the stretch of skin and the sweat between us. Sabrina moaned loudly as I pushed back in, and Valeria adjusted the focus without saying a word.

“Let me switch to video,” she said.

I only nodded, too close now. “It’s about time,” I said, wiping the sweat from my brow. “I’ll come any second.”

The moment the camera started rolling, I thrust harder. Sabrina cried out, hands gripping the towel beneath her, her body writhing against mine.

I knew I was about to come. I was close, painfully close.

Valeria said nothing, but I could feel her eyes on us through the lens. I could imagine her finger hovering over the zoom as she captured the way my hips slammed into my sister’s ass.

And then it hit me.

My orgasm tore through me like a wave crashing onto shore. I groaned, deep and guttural, as I came inside her ass, filling her completely with my fresh semen. I shivered because of the intense pleasure.

And all the while, I knew Valeria was filming, watching me have an orgasm and documenting the moment I crossed a line I couldn’t uncross.

It was raw, taboo and fucking perfect.

I collapsed over Sabrina’s back, breathing hard, still twitching inside her puckered hole. My hands trembled against her hips.

Valeria lowered the camera. Her eyes met mine, wide, unblinking and something silent passed between us.

She had seen it all. She had filmed it all. Then she bit her bottom lip. “Creampie?” she asked in her husky voice.

“Sure,” I said, slowly pulling out from my sister’s butthole. Valeria snapped some photos of my buttermilk trickling out of her ass.

“I hope they turn out alright,” Valeria said with a giggle.

“I think they’ll be fine,” I said, glancing down at my cock, still wet and slightly red from all the butt fucking.

Valeria stood and stretched. “Give me a sec,” she said before disappearing into the bathroom.

As soon as she was gone, Sabrina turned over on the couch, grinning. “God, you totally filled me up.”

“No doubt,” I said, watching thick, pearly streams of cum trickle slowly down her thighs.

Valeria returned with a bathroom towel in hand. “I didn’t expect you to fire that much,” she said, giggling like a teenager. She knelt in front of me and began to carefully clean me, wrapping the towel around my shaft and gently sliding it up and down. She did it slowly as if she didn’t want to let go of my manhood, and I wasn’t sure if she realized what she was doing, but she was definitely halting my deflation.

Then she turned to Sabrina, cleaning her thighs and her slick, gaping hole with just as much care.

“Told you it was possible,” she said playfully, ruffling Sabrina’s hair.

Sabrina giggled. “You’re right.”

“It didn’t hurt?” Valeria asked, just to be sure.

Sabrina shook her head. “A little at the beginning, but once he was all the way in, it actually felt … really good.”

Once we were all cleaned up, I started getting dressed. So did Sabrina. But before we could wrap everything up, she looked at Valeria with new curiosity, that post-orgasm clarity mixed with lingering desire.

“You should teach us more,” Sabrina said. “Maybe be more involved.”

Valeria smiled but hesitated. “I can teach you anything … but what do you mean by ‘involved’?”

Sabrina shrugged. “Helping with the camera … maybe even letting us take a few photos of you … Nude
 .”

Valeria chuckled and waved a hand dismissively, but I saw the flicker in her eyes. Not entirely a no. “I’m not sure about that,” she said, her cheeks pinkening. “But what exactly do you want help with?”

“Maybe deepthroating. And stretching. I’d love to be as flexible as you.”

Valeria listened intently to her daughter. “I’ve told you so many times, you’re welcome to stretch with me. It’ll help with mobility, patience … and yes, it’ll make sex more intense too.”

Sabrina’s eyes lit up. “Deal. But first—” she turned to me, laying a hand on my shoulder. “Kane owes me a little lick.”

My mouth watered at the thought of going down on her. It was the least I could do after coming in her tight, little ass.

“I’ll wait for you here,” Valeria said casually, even if there was something wistful in her tone, like she wanted to join us.

Sabrina took my hand and tugged me to my feet. “Come on.”

We rushed upstairs, and the moment we stepped into her bedroom, she closed the door behind us and wrapped her arms around me.

“I got so horny,” she whispered in my ear. “Doing all that with Mom … it was so fucking hot.”

“Yeah,” I murmured, my hands already finding her hips again. “It sure was.”

The air felt heavier now, like the heat we’d built downstairs had followed us up here, clinging to our skin. She walked backward toward the bed, eyes locked on mine. She quickly stripped off her clothes till she was fully nude again. I cupped her pussy, her nectar soaking my hand.

She crawled up the bed and lay back, opening her legs with the confidence of someone who knew she was about to be worshipped. Her glistening folds, still sensitive and flushed, were calling for attention.

I knelt between her legs, running my hands up her inner thighs before leaning in.

“I’m not stopping until your legs shake,” I said.

“Good,” she breathed. “Don’t … And make it sloppy.”

I kissed her slowly at first, just the pink lips of her pussy. Her hips shifted, craving more. I ran my tongue up her slit, from bottom to top, then circled her clit without touching it directly.

Sabrina whimpered and reached down, threading her fingers into my hair. “No teasing. Not after everything we did.”

I grinned and gave her what she wanted. My tongue flattened against her clit, licking firmly, then flicking fast, again and again. She moaned for every flick, her thighs already trembling. I slid a finger into her soaked hole, curling it upward while my tongue explored the rest of her sensitive lips.

Her back arched. “Kane, you’re the best little brother in the world.”

I didn’t say a word. I just kept going, noticing how she became even wetter and sweeter.

She writhed beneath me, her moans rising and her back arching off the bed. Her legs began to close around my head, her heels digging into the bed. I grabbed her thighs and held them open, keeping her exposed as I passionately licked every inch of her pussy. Taking a break, I spat right at the center and spread it around with my tongue, only to lick it up again. “Sloppy enough?”

“Oh, yes, spit again.”

I spat right at the center, seeing it trickle down her sweet fruit. Then I tasted her again, running my tongue up and down.

“I’m gonna climax,” she said with her eyes closed.

I licked around her clit again while sliding in my finger, making another beckoning motion as if summoning her orgasm.

She broke.

Her whole body tensed and shook as the peak hit her hard, her hips lifting off the bed as she let out her final moan. I held her there through every twitch and pulse, licking her gently as she came down, only stopping when she slumped down, gasping for breath.

I finally looked up. Her chest was rising and falling fast, her hair wild against the pillow. “You good?” I asked with a grin.

She nodded, speechless at first. Then she pulled me up beside her and kissed me, tasting herself on my lips.

“That was everything,” she whispered. “Now I’m ready for some stretches,” Sabrina said, still glowing from the scene we’d just filmed.

“I’ll edit our clips,” I told her. “Should be ready by evening.”

“I can’t wait to see them,” she replied with a lazy, post-orgasmic smile.

She slipped into a fitted sports top and tight leggings. I watched her for a moment before retreating to my room.

Sabrina’s sweet, pussy scent was still on my tongue and lips, like the aftertaste of a forbidden fruit. I tried to concentrate, but it was difficult. I probably had to take it back so that I’d be done by evening. Through the window, I could see them: Sabrina and Valeria, side by side on yoga mats in the backyard. Sabrina’s body was as tempting as ever, hips swaying as she moved through each pose. She was a bit clumsy, but I didn’t judge her. She just laughed it off, and I thought it was cute seeing her that way.

And Valeria, she had changed into a workout set, too. Deep gray leggings and a sports top that generously lifted her full breasts. She was so sensual when she moved into each pose. There was something about watching her stretch that made it impossible to look away, the way her back arched in cobra pose, or how she sank her hips in a deep lunge, holding the position as if it were second nature.

I stared longer than I should have, the ache in my jeans growing again. I imagined what it would be like to stretch with them, feel Valeria’s hands on my back, her body pressed close to mine while guiding a pose. What would she do if I invited her to join us for more than just stretching?

What a forbidden dream.

I shook the thought off and forced my eyes back to the screen. I hit play on the footage. I had to concentrate if I wanted to upload these clips by the end of the day.

The moment my cock slid into Sabrina’s ass filled the screen, her moans raw and real. I could hear our mother’s voice in the background. Her tone had been professional, but aroused. I thought I’d noticed it at the moment, but now I was a hundred percent sure. There was more to that clip than just her calm guidance. The pleasure on my face. The way Sabrina clenched around me. And the way I came inside her… with Valeria watching it all.

It wasn’t just any kind of content.

It was a forbidden gold mine, and I knew I wanted more. Way more.

* * *

This day had certainly been one of the hottest yet. The heatwave outside had been brutal, but that wasn’t what made it feel scorching. Valeria had, sort of, joined us for our first clip. She’d touched my manhood, and watched me fuck my stepsister

I wasn’t thinking about the weather. Sure, it was summer, but the real heat came from everything we’d done and what we’d shared. It had been nearly impossible to concentrate while editing clips earlier. When we all had lunch together, Valeria looked so much happier. I didn’t know if it was because she had the day off … or because she’d been intimate with both of us.

She kept giving me sideways glances, too, especially while I sat shirtless, trying not to overheat. There was something behind her eyes that told me she wanted more.

She made dinner too, perfectly grilled steaks, and we ate together, talking casually like we were just any other family. Still, one thing bugged me. A quiet mystery I couldn’t quite shake.

She must’ve
 seen our content.

She had to be subscribed to our OnlyFans. Otherwise, how would she have known we were at the college earlier and almost got caught? Sure, it had popped up in the local news, but she’d mentioned it so knowingly.

While Sabrina and I ate ice cream and shifted uncomfortably during the news segment, Valeria just smiled calmly and told us not to worry.

“The camera was down,” she said. “But be more careful next time.”

We agreed.

It was hard to believe this was the same day she’d confronted us that morning. So much had happened since then.

I was in my room, and it was already dark outside. Valeria was showering, and Sabrina came into my room. I had just uploaded the anal scenes, both videos and photos, to our OnlyFans account. She leaned against me, wearing only a thin nightgown that clung to her body, no bra or panties.

She looked pleased. “They turned out so good.”

“Tiffany already texted me,” I said, smirking. “She wants to try it tomorrow.”

Sabrina grinned. “Anal threesome incoming.”

“How’d the stretching go?” I asked her.

“You don’t know?” She raised an eyebrow. “Pretty sure you were perving on us.”

I rolled my eyes. “Did you get any better at it?”

“Not really,” she laughed. “Mom said it takes time. Still, it was nice to spend some quality time with her. Though, lifting my leg over my head while you’re standing and fucking me…” She gave me a sly look. “We’ll need some practice.”

I chuckled. “You enjoyed it earlier, right?”

“God, yes. It felt … taboo. But right. I can’t explain it.”

“I felt the same. I was shy at first, but once we started, it felt natural.”

“If we’re doing this kind of work, I don’t see the problem with her joining in more.”

“Neither do I,” I admitted. “But I don’t get where her hesitation comes from.”

“Me neither. But she was definitely happier today. I haven’t seen her like that in a while.”

“Agreed,” I said. Then I hesitated. “Actually… there’s something I wanted to ask you.”

Sabrina tilted her head. “I’m all ears.”

“Do you think she’s our subscriber?”

She blinked, then shrugged. “Could be. Why?”

“I just don’t know how else she would’ve known about the college,” I said.

“Maybe she is,” Sabrina said thoughtfully. “But why does it matter?”

“I guess I just wonder why she would subscribe at all.”

“To make sure we’re not doing anything reckless?” she suggested.

I nodded slowly. “That makes sense. I just can’t stop thinking about it.”

Sabrina yawned, stretching her arms overhead. Her nightgown lifted just enough to flash the bottom of her ass. “Get some sleep. We’ve got work tomorrow.”

I leaned over and kissed her. “Good night.”

“Nighty night,” she whispered, and padded out of my room.





Chapter 4





T
 he camera was rolling, the lighting was perfect, and I was buried balls-deep in Tiffany’s ass.

Sabrina knelt beside her friend on the bed, hands gently spreading Tiffany’s cheeks apart for the camera while encouraging her to take me deeper. I watched through the viewfinder for a moment before handing the camera to Sabrina.

The lube glistened around Tiffany’s stretched hole, the same one I had spent the last ten minutes slowly working open, switching back and forth with Sabrina to build the scene. Now, I was inside her, slowly grinding my hips, feeling the slick heat of her ass tighten around me with every push.

“Hmm,” I groaned, gripping her hips. “You feel amazing.”

Tiffany’s breath caught, but she was smiling, her face flushed and her auburn hair sticking to her neck. “You say that like you’re surprised.”

“I just…” I pushed deeper, feeling her walls flutter around me. “Switching from one perfect ass to another, it’s intense.”

Sabrina giggled beside us, leaning forward to kiss Tiffany’s shoulder. “We did say we’d spoil you today.”

I didn’t last long after that. Tiffany was too tight, too warm and too vocal as she moaned beneath me. Her body rocked in sync with mine, and before I could hold it back, my orgasm surged and exploded inside her.

I buried myself deep, holding there, pulsing hard as I came. My head fell forward, resting between her shoulder blades as I grunted out my release.

When I finally pulled out from her stretched puckered hole, Tiffany sighed. “God … that was fun,” she said, voice lazy and full of afterglow. “I didn’t expect to like it that much.”

“That’s how it felt for me, too,” Sabrina said, kissing her cheek.

We cleaned up and flopped down on the bed, pulling up the footage to review the scene. Watching it back, the way Tiffany’s rosebud stretched to take me, the expressions on both their faces, Sabrina’s touches as she whispered into the camera, it was gold.

“Subscribers are gonna eat this up,” I said, scrubbing back through the footage. “No question.”

“Good,” Tiffany said, sitting up and stretching. “Now we’ve earned our reward.”

“Which is?” I asked.

“Shopping,” Sabrina said brightly, already slipping into her tiny shorts and crop top. “We’re heading to the mall. Tiffany needs a new outfit, and I want to look at lingerie.”

“You’re coming with us,” Tiffany added.

I grimaced. “You know I hate shopping malls.”

“Oh, come on,” Sabrina said, giving me her best pout.

But I was already shaking my head. “I think I’ll sit this one out. Valeria’s home. I’ll keep her company.”

Sabrina raised an eyebrow. “Oh?”

“Don’t ‘oh’ me,” I said with a grin. “Someone has to hold the fort.”

“Fine,” Sabrina said, leaning in to kiss me.

“Speaking of your mom…” Tiffany added, a curious note in her voice. “What was it like? Doing this … with her?”

“I enjoyed it,” Sabrina replied without hesitation. “And I know she did, too.”

Tiffany gave a half-smile. “It sounds kind of hot. She is gorgeous.”

“Your mother is too,” Sabrina reminded her with a grin.

“I don’t think she’d ever agree to something like that, though,” Tiffany said, thoughtful now.

Tiffany’s mom, our mother’s best friend, was named Amanda. A successful real estate agent, and not just the kind who smiled in front of houses for social media. She was top-tier at what she did, blending a sharp mind with a body that turned heads. Auburn hair, thick and luscious like Tiffany’s, always done to perfection. Slightly shorter than our mother, but her curves were impossible to ignore, a full hourglass figure that belonged on magazine covers. She had a way of dressing that made everything look intentional, never too revealing but always tempting. And her bust … legendary like two sensual orbs you’d only find in wet dreams.

I’d fantasized about her more times than I cared to admit. It didn’t feel as wrong. Still, I tried to keep things respectful when Tiffany was around. I didn’t want her picking up on just how attracted I was to Amanda. But let’s be real. It wasn’t shocking she’d raised both a flight attendant and an OnlyFans model. That kind of beauty didn’t come from nowhere.

“She definitely has the looks for it,” Sabrina said with a teasing grin, earning a playful punch on the shoulder from Tiffany.

“She’s been selling estates like crazy,” Tiffany said. “She probably wouldn’t even consider something like this.”

“Our mom does well financially, too,” Sabrina pointed out. “Didn’t stop her from helping us.”

I wasn’t surprised Amanda was dominating her market. If I were a buyer, I’d sign anything just to impress her.

“I don’t know,” Tiffany said with a blush. “She’ll be home soon, though.”

I hadn’t seen Amanda in a couple of weeks. “Maybe we should get cleaned up before she shows.”

“She’s seen me nude before,” Tiffany said, waving it off with a dismissive flick of her hand.

“Maybe you’ll seduce her,” Sabrina said playfully, nudging Tiffany with a grin.

Tiffany laughed, grabbed a pillow, and swung it straight into Sabrina’s side. The shrieking and giggling took over instantly as the two of them broke into a full-blown pillow fight. Within seconds, they were rolling on the floor, tangled together, until they knocked over the tripod with a loud clatter.

“Girls, be careful,” I said, trying not to smile or stare.

Sabrina ended up straddling Tiffany’s thighs, her tits pressed against her friend’s chest, their bodies practically fused together. Their slick, still-sensitive slits were only inches apart, heat rising between them.

I couldn’t lie. It was hot, insanely hot.

They exchanged a quick kiss for truce, then got up, brushing hair from their flushed faces and laughing like nothing happened.

Sabrina slipped into a loose tank top and a pair of shorts. Tiffany pulled on one of her off-the-shoulder tops, her hair still a little tousled from the earlier filming, and paired it with a tight knee-length skirt that hugged her hips.

We made our way downstairs to the kitchen. I grabbed my laptop, and we settled down on the couch, peeking at the dashboard. I hadn’t seen the fans count since I uploaded the anal scenes with Sabrina last night.

“Holy fuck,” Tiffany said, her eyes widening.

“Look at that subscriber spike,” Sabrina added with a grin.

“This sure was a hit,” I said. “You performed well.”

The anal scene from last night, just Sabrina and me, had blown up. Millions of views already, hundreds of new subscribers in the past twelve hours. The comments were rolling in nonstop. Some were stunned by the chemistry. Others couldn’t believe how natural and intense it looked.

“You’re the main star of the show,” Sabrina teased, nudging me with her hip.

“Guess people like taboo anal,” Tiffany added with a laugh.

“They like you two,” I corrected, though I felt the pride creeping in. I’d filmed it, edited it, lit it — and came inside my sister’s ass while our mom coached us off camera. There was no faking the chemistry, and no faking that tension.

We were still going over the numbers when we heard the front door open.

Tiffany glanced toward the hallway. “That’ll be my mother.”

I stood straighter, closing the laptop just as Amanda entered. “Sweetheart, I’m home,” she called out, her voice as sweet as our mother’s.

“We’re in the living room,” Tiffany said, smiling to hear the sound of her mother’s voice.

She stepped into the living room, and she looked like a woman taken straight out of a magazine. She wore a tight, slate-gray pencil dress that hugged her curves like it had been stitched directly onto her skin. The fabric clung to her waist and hips before tapering down to her knees. Two thigh-high slits revealed her smooth legs with every step she took, and her heels clicked against the floor. Her auburn hair was curled and styled to fall around her shoulders, catching the afternoon light. Her lips were painted red, making them look naturally thick and incredibly kissable. Every inch of her was polished, mature and sexy.

My cock stirred instantly. I couldn’t help it. We rose to our feet to greet her.

Amanda hugged her daughter first, arms wrapped tight, her lips pressing a soft kiss to Tiffany’s forehead. She looked like a MILF version of her daughter—same auburn hair, same sharp cheekbones, but matured into full, irresistible womanhood.

Then she turned to Sabrina and embraced her just as warmly. “Hi, Sabrina. Everything okay?”

“Yes,” Sabrina said with a relaxed smile. “We just finished filming some content.”

“I hope you had fun,” Amanda replied, her grin teasing but knowing.

Then her gaze landed on me, and her entire expression lit up. “Kane.” She walked straight over and pulled me into a tight, warm hug. Her body pressed warmly against mine, soft curves and expensive perfume overwhelming my senses. And then it was her legendary breasts, softening the impact. She still tried to press me closer, as if she enjoyed massaging her breasts against me. She probably knew what kind of effect it had on me as my bulge kept growing against her center.

“I remember when you were young,” she said, brushing a hand down my arm as she stepped back. “So little. And now…” Her eyes flicked down my chest and back up to my eyes. “You’ve turned into quite the man.”

I scratched the back of my neck, not quite sure how to respond to having this stunning woman standing so close to me. “I appreciate that,” I said, my voice a little tight.

Amanda placed a hand on her hip, her eyes scanning me with amusement. “You look thirsty,” she said, lips curving into a sweet smile. “Want something to drink?”

“That would be lovely.”

“Go sit outside,” she told me. “I’ll be there in a second.”

We stepped out onto the patio and sat down. The warmth of her body still lingered on my skin, and it had me hot and bothered in all the wrong, or right, places. My mind was spinning with the hug, the way her curves had pressed into me like she wanted me to feel every inch.

Sabrina sat beside me, her gaze slipping to the center of my shorts. She grinned, clearly noticing the problem I was having. But before she could whisper anything bold, Amanda returned.

She came out carrying a chilled jug of pineapple juice and four glasses on a tray, setting it down like it was a casual afternoon, not a minefield of unresolved tension.

Amanda sank into the patio chair, crossing her legs in that slow, confident way that only made me more excited, especially when the slits in her dress parted slightly, revealing her long, toned legs. She leaned forward to pour us each a glass, and that’s when I caught a glimpse of the upper curves of her creamy breasts, nearly spilling out of her pencil dress.

Before anything actually
 spilled, Tiffany leaned over with a laugh and gently pushed her mom’s chest back with both hands. “Mom!” she giggled. “Seriously?”

“Relax,” Amanda said, laughing. “They’re not going to fall out.”

“They were
 ,” Tiffany shot back. “A couple of weeks ago, they knocked a jug off the table.”

Sabrina chuckled. “I believe you.”

Amanda just rolled her eyes playfully and settled back into her chair, the dress still clinging to her every curve like it was tailor-made to distract. She took a sip and smiled. “So … how are you three doing?”

We chatted about various topics for a while. Amanda didn’t bring up the business right away, probably easing into it, feeling out the mood. Instead, she asked about her best friend, or our mother, Valeria.

“She’s doing great,” Sabrina said. I nodded in agreement, both of us unsure how much Amanda actually knew about what Valeria had been involved in. We decided not to volunteer that information just yet.

I shifted the focus to her. “How was your day?”

Amanda’s smile deepened, clearly pleased I’d asked. She met my gaze with those sharp blue eyes. “It’s been lovely,” she said. “I sold a property worth five million this morning. It hadn’t even been on the market a full month. It’s a personal record.”

“Let me guess…” I said, sipping my drink. “The buyer was a man?”

Amanda laughed, trying not to look too smug. “He was, yes. Why do you ask?”

“Call it a hunch. Maybe he was trying to impress you.”

She gave a low chuckle, glancing down into her glass. “They do try. Some more shamelessly than others.”

Amanda wasn’t oblivious to her beauty. If anything, she was used to it and knew how to use it when it counted.

“And why would they try to impress her?” Tiffany asked me, sounding genuinely curious, like she hadn’t caught on.

I raised an eyebrow at her. “Because she’s beautiful.”

That made Tiffany close her mouth; the blush that crept up her neck gave her away. Even Amanda flushed a little, her smile curling wider. “Well,” Amanda said, recovering quickly, “Kane, if you ever decide to get into real estate, I’m telling you—you’d make a fortune selling homes to rich, lonely women.”

I chuckled. “Maybe. But my plate’s full right now… and I actually enjoy what I’m doing.”

“So,” she said, setting her glass down gently on the table, “how’s the business going?”

Sabrina leaned back. “It’s been really good lately. Especially this week.”

“You three run a smooth operation,” Amanda said, glancing at me, then Tiffany. “I admire that. There’s confidence in how you handle things. Must be something in the family.”

The three of us exchanged glances, and the girls giggled.

There was a pause before she added, “Valeria told me she helped with one of the scenes.”

“She already told you?” Sabrina said, a bit surprised.

“Women talk as much as girls do,” Amanda told her with a light giggle.

“I’m not sure why I’m surprised,” Sabrina said, glancing at me.

“We talk all the time,” Amanda said with a warm smile. “She called me after. Wasn’t shy about it either. Said she wanted to support you both, and that you handled everything very professionally.” Her eyes flicked to me. “She said you were especially focused.”

I cleared my throat. “She really helped. We didn’t expect her to be that open.”

“She’s always been caring,” Amanda said, taking another sip. “She said that she enjoyed it too.”

“She’s been happier lately,” Sabrina said.

“I can tell,” Amanda replied, her tone thoughtful. “She’s glowing.”

Eventually, the conversation shifted. Sabrina and Tiffany stood and stretched, ready to head out on a shopping spree.

“We’ll take the car,” Sabrina said, grabbing her purse. “We can make a detour and drop you off.”

But Amanda stepped in smoothly. “I can drive Kane home,” she offered, her tone light but sure.

“You sure?” I asked, a little surprised. “It’s only a twenty-minute detour.”

“I have plenty of time,” she said, eyes sweeping over me in a slow, unhurried way, like she was sizing me up. “I’ll happily give you a ride.”

“Alright,” I said, trying not to sound too eager. “Thanks.”

She smiled again. “Good. I like catching up. And I don’t mind the company.”

We all stood up. Sabrina and Tiffany were already chatting excitedly about what they were going to buy. “We’ll get something for you, too,” Sabrina called over her shoulder.

“Sure,” I replied, not really caring about new clothes, but appreciating the gesture.

Amanda stood beside her black SUV, one hand resting on her hip, her curves emphasized perfectly by the cut of her dress. As Sabrina and Tiffany pulled out of the driveway, Amanda turned to me with a glint in her eye.

She held out her hand like a woman in control of the moment. “Hop in,” she said with a smirk.

I hopped inside, and she turned on the car.

“Want some music?” she asked, glancing over at me.

“Sure,” I said, settling into the passenger seat.

“I love feel-good songs,” she said with a grin, tapping through her playlist. “Especially after closing a deal. Something upbeat just hits differently.”

I smiled, loving her confidence. “My sister’s the same way. She’ll blast music and dance around the house. Sometimes, even throw in a strip tease just to mess with me… Honestly, every minute with her is a tease.”

Amanda chuckled, eyebrows raised in amusement. “She’s a bold one, that’s for sure.”

“She doesn’t really hold back,” I said. She’d, after all, pulled me and Tiffany into this kind of work.

“I have to say,” she began, glancing over at me with a knowing smile, “I’m really glad Tiffany is doing something that makes her happy.”

I nodded. “She wasn’t enjoying flying?”

Amanda’s lips flattened into a line, eyes back on the road. There was something in her gaze that bothered her. “Not really. The uniform, the long hours, pretending to smile at men who couldn’t keep their eyes above her chest… It wore her down.”

“I’d imagine it was the last part that was the dealbreaker.

“You’re right,” she said firmly as if it bothered her as well. Then she turned to me, smiling again. “I’m glad she has you though.”

“I’m glad too,” I said honestly. “She’s thriving … We’re all thriving.”

“You are,” Amanda agreed, her tone warm. “And that’s why I wanted to say … I’ve seen some of your clips.”

I blinked. “You have?”

She chuckled. “Of course. Valeria sent me a few links. Told me I should be proud of how fearless you three are. And she wasn’t wrong. You’re bold, wild and young. And I’ll admit—” she paused, her lips curving, “some of them turned me on.”

I swallowed hard, the air in the car suddenly feeling thicker. I wanted to say just the sight of you turns me on
 , but I bit my tongue. Instead, I shifted slightly in my seat. “That’s good to hear … our content is doing its job.”

“It is,” she said, her voice softening. “You’re all clearly connected, and it shows. Especially you and Sabrina. I didn’t realize how close you’d gotten.”

There was a knowing pause between us, and I felt the heat rise up my neck. She didn’t press. She just smiled again, turning onto my street.

A few moments later, she pulled into the driveway. She shifted the car into park but didn’t open the door right away. Instead, she leaned across the console and brushed her lips to my forehead, a light, affectionate kiss that still made my heart beat faster.

“You’re always welcome at my place,” she said, her hand briefly resting on my knee, inching closer to my manhood. “Anytime
 .”

I smiled at her. “Thank you. I’m really lucky to have such loving women in my life.”

“Say hi to your mother for me, will you?”

“Of course.”

I stepped out, and with one last glance and a smile that lingered too long to be casual, she pulled out of the driveway and disappeared down the road.

I stood there for a moment, still feeling the warmth of her touch, her perfume clinging to the air and especially the kiss.

Yeah … I was definitely lucky.

I unlocked the front door and stepped inside. The house was quiet, the late afternoon sunlight stretching across the floors. Valeria’s heels were by the foyer, a clear sign she was home.

“Mom?” I called out, expecting to find her in the living room. But it was empty.

I checked the patio next, thinking maybe she was sunbathing or working through her usual yoga routine, but there was no sign of her there either.

“Mom?” I called again, louder this time.

That’s when I heard it. Faint, lustful moaning coming from upstairs. I froze, eyebrows lifting slightly. It wasn’t loud, but it was unmistakably feminine and unmistakably sounding like my mother.

Carefully, I climbed the stairs, each step bringing the sound into sharper focus. The hallway was still, and the only light came from her closed door—her bathroom
 .

The water was sloshing, and her voice echoed softly off the tiles. Midway up the staircase, it hit me: she was in the bath. And she definitely wasn’t alone in her thoughts.

I froze on the landing, my hand gripping the banister as her moans grew louder. Something primal stirred in me, and I felt a taboo, thrilling arousal I hadn’t felt before. I knew I should walk away, give her privacy, but my feet moved in the opposite direction. I was drawn to her against my will, like a bee pulled irresistibly to honey.

The bathroom door wasn’t even fully closed. A sliver of light escaped through the gap, and her sounds became clearer as I approached. Soft gasps, the gentle splash of water and the unmistakable rhythm of someone pleasuring themselves under the water.

I hesitated, my heart hammering against my ribs. This was wrong. This was her private, intimate moment.

Silently, I crept closer and peered. The sight made my cock hard as steel. Valeria reclined in the bathtub, her wet skin glistening in the dim light. Bubbles clung to her breasts, partially obscuring them, but doing nothing to hide her expression of pure ecstasy. Her head was tilted back, eyes half-closed, lips parted as soft moans escaped her. One hand disappeared beneath the water, moving in circles and occasionally dipping inside. The other held her phone above the water line, angled so she could see the screen.

I should leave. I should definitely leave.

But then she shifted, and I caught a glimpse of her phone screen. The familiar layout of OnlyFans appeared, and as she scrolled with her thumb, I recognized the content immediately.

It was our page.

My pulse roared in my ears as I watched her stop on a particular photo. It was me, a close-up from our latest shoot. I was fully erect, my cock glistening with lube as I prepared to enter Sabrina. The photo captured my size and the tension in my muscles.

“Oh, Kane,” she whispered, her fingers working faster beneath the water. “You’re such a handsome man.”

My knees nearly buckled. She wasn’t just browsing our content. She was masturbating to me. To my body. To the thought of what I’d done on camera.

The revelation sent a surge of heat straight to my groin. My erection strained painfully against my shorts, begging for release. I watched, mesmerized, as she arched her back, her movements becoming more desperate as if she were about to climax.

I had to leave before she discovered me, but it was so tempting to watch further. I just wanted to see her breasts. Then I promised I’d leave. As she arched her back, the foam fell from her mounds, slowly but surely, uncovering them from the soapy confines. Her peachy nipples were erect and thick, and her quarter-sized areolas adorned them perfectly. They were way more than a handful, way more impressive than Sabrina’s, and my knees grew weak just by seeing them. She had some tan lines crisscrossing them. To me, it just made them look sweeter, like the cherry on top.

“Oh, Kane, right there … Touch me, touch me.”

If I only had the boldness of my sister, I’d have gone in there to please her, but I didn’t. I swallowed hard and stepped back, carefully making my way downstairs.

I made it to the living room, my heart pounding, and collapsed onto the couch. I grabbed a throw pillow and placed it over my lap, trying to hide the obvious bulge. My mind raced with what I’d just witnessed. Valeria was a subscriber. She watched our clips, and she masturbated to me.

I wasn’t surprised she was our subscriber. I’d already figured that out earlier. Sabrina was probably right: maybe Valeria just wanted to make sure we weren’t doing anything too bold. That was fair, especially considering what Sabrina and I had been up to lately.

But what I hadn’t expected … was the idea of her actually fingering herself to our content, and to a nude photo of me. It turned me on.

I hadn’t imagined she’d find me that attractive. Attractive enough that she’d need to touch herself. The idea of her lying back in the tub, her fingers between her legs, moaning quietly to a photo of me … it made my cock throb just sitting there, the arousal nearly unbearable.

And then I heard it, her moans rising. I could practically picture her arching her back in that tub, toes curling as she hit her climax. My balls felt tight, like they were about to explode just from the sound and the image alone.

It felt like time froze.

When I heard the tub drain, I jumped to my feet, heart pounding. I rushed outside, pretending to scroll through my phone, trying to look innocent, anything to avoid an awkward moment.

Even though the image of her in there, flushed and soaked and satisfied, would be seared into my brain for days.

I heard the soft patter of feet on the stairs. When I glanced up, I saw my mother, freshly bathed and freshly climaxed, descending in a pale bathrobe that clung just enough to make my thoughts stall. Her blonde hair was damp, brushed back off her face, and her skin had that post-steam and post-orgasmic glow that made her look like a glowing goddess. She looked sexy without trying.

But she paused mid-step when she saw me sitting outside, clearly caught off guard. “Oh—Kane,” she said, adjusting the knot on her robe slightly, but she only made it strain against her breasts. “I didn’t realize you were back.”

I smiled, trying not to seem as breathless and aroused as I felt. “Yeah, I just got here. Thought I’d sit out here for a bit. Didn’t know you were upstairs.”

She studied me for a second, then softened. “Ah … okay. You startled me.”

“Didn’t mean to,” I said quickly.

Valeria stepped out onto the patio and sank into the chair across from me. She crossed her legs, flashing her beautiful, flexible thighs, and it took everything in me not to stare. “So, how’d filming go?”

“It went fine,” I said. “Amanda gave me a ride home after the girls went shopping.”

Valeria raised an eyebrow, clearly amused. “So she finally got you alone.”

I laughed. “Yeah. But she just wanted to talk. She’s proud of Tiffany, and she’s curious.”

“Amanda’s always been curious,” she said with a sly smile, then added, “I’m glad the content’s going well.” She stretched slightly, arms overhead, her robe slipping just enough to flash smooth skin beneath. It wasn’t difficult to fantasize about her breasts now that I’d seen them first-hand. “Have you considered relaxing?”

“Relaxing?” I asked.

“Mhm. You’ve been on nonstop lately,” she said. “You deserve a break. Things are looking good again, right?”

“Yeah,” I admitted. “It’s been a solid week.”

“So do something for you,” she said, sounding like the same loving mother she’d always been. “Get out, get space. No camera, no screen.”

I thought about it for a moment. “Maybe I’ll go skateboarding tomorrow.”

Her smile widened. “See? That’s a good start. You used to love that.”

“I still do,” I said. “Just haven’t had time.”

“You do now,” she said with a wink. “I think sometimes we forget to come up for air.”

I nodded, watching her as she leaned back in her chair, the late sun catching the damp strands of her hair.

“You know,” she said after a pause, “when you’re younger, people always talk about how important it is to find your path
 . Your passion. But they don’t tell you that even when you find it … you can still get lost in it.”

I tilted my head. “You think that’s what happened to you?”

“Maybe,” she admitted. “I think I forgot how to have fun.”

“You didn’t seem like you forgot earlier this week,” I said before I could stop myself.

She looked up at me, lips curling faintly. “That was different.”

“Was it?”

Valeria held my gaze for a beat longer than necessary. Then she looked away, exhaling slowly. “It felt good not to overthink. To just be part of something. You and Sabrina have this energy, like the rest of the world doesn’t matter. It made me want to remember what that felt like.”

I leaned forward slightly. “You were part of it. More than you think.”

She smiled at that. “I know.” Another pause. We could only hear the wind stirring. Then she added, “And you… You’ve changed too. You’re more confident.” She looked at me again. “It’s attractive, Kane.”

I already knew that. She had, after all, masturbated to me earlier. “Thanks to my sister.”

Valeria’s gaze softened. “You got yourself to thank, too. You’ve always been easy to admire, you just didn’t see it.”

“Mom…”

She raised a hand gently, smiling again, this time with a hint of playfulness. “Relax. I’m not going to say anything scandalous. I’m just glad we’re close.”

“Me too,” I said, meaning every word.

She glanced down, realizing she was still in a towel. “I’ll go and dress in something more appropriate,” she said.

“Alright,” I said, watching as she rose to her feet and headed inside, her hips swaying. Gosh, she was attractive.





Chapter 5





I
 woke up early, sunlight already slipping through the blinds. Yesterday, I edited the anal threesome and uploaded it. I thought about what Valeria had told me, about taking a break.

The last few weeks had been nonstop work. Filming, fucking, editing, uploading. Always planning the next clip. I reached for my phone on the nightstand and opened our fan page. Notifications were blowing up. We had broken our record overnight.

It didn’t surprise me, but it made me smile anyway. I needed a break. My eyes drifted to the skateboard leaning in the corner of my room, collecting dust. Even if I didn’t miss the guys, it was still fun to roll around. It had been months since I last touched it, and I could feel it in my legs. I had to get out and move.

I got dressed. Then I grabbed my board and rode all the way to San Clemente Skatepark, which used to feel like my second home. This early in the morning, it was pretty empty. A few beginners were messing around with their boards, and a couple of girls were trying to learn how to ollie.

I was way off balance as I jumped onto the board and started on the smaller ramps. It had been a while, but each push and each turn warmed me up. For a few minutes, it felt like everything else disappeared, and I was completely in the zone. I cruised around the park, carving through the flow lines, letting muscle memory take over. I hit a few ledges and locked in a couple of solid grinds, nothing flashy but smooth enough to feel good. Then I set my sights on the stair set again. I didn’t go for the flip trick this time, just a clean ollie. I landed it with a solid thud, and the rush hit me instantly. That mix of speed, height, and control. Even just a few tricks, the adrenaline made it worth it. I thought of a flip trick. I thought I could nail it.

I rolled up, adjusted my stance, popped the board, flicked it hard, but my timing was off. I came down too early, the board tilted just enough to catch my front foot wrong. My ankle folded inward, and I hit the ground hard.

“Fuck!” I groaned, clutching my leg.

A girl nearby saw the fall and ran over. She had a board under her arm and a cut-off tee showing just enough to be distracting if I wasn’t in pain.

“Hey, you alright?” she asked, kneeling next to me.

“Yeah, yeah, just a bad landing,” I said, trying to play it off even as the pain throbbed.

I tried to get up on my own, but winced as soon as I put weight on my ankle. I limped and nearly lost balance.

“Okay, not great,” I muttered.

“Here,” the girl said quickly, slipping her arm around my back. “Let me help you to the bench.”

I nodded and leaned into her support. She was steady and surprisingly strong.

“Thanks. You’re sweet for that,” I said once we made it to the bench.

She looked down and smiled, a little blush touching her cheeks. “You’re welcome. You are quite good.”

I laughed. “Please, tell me that’s a joke.”

“No! I mean, before the fall, you were doing some impressive things.”

“I gotcha.”

“You sure you’re alright? That didn’t look minor. Want me to call someone?”

I shook my head and fumbled for my phone. “Nah. I got it.”

I dialed Valeria, hoping she wouldn’t freak out. When she answered, I tried to keep my tone casual.

“Kane?” she said in her morning voice. “What’s going on?”

“I’m at the skatepark,” I told her. “I kinda rolled my ankle skating. It’s not that bad, but… I could use a ride.”

There was a pause. Then her voice came through, immediately worried. “Are you okay? Where are you?”

“San Clemente Skatepark,” I said. “I’m sitting on the benches. Just twisted it.”

“I’ll be there right away. Don’t move around too much.”

“Got it,” I said, and hung up.

The girl beside me looked over. “Is she coming?”

“Yeah,” I said. “She’ll be here in a heartbeat.”

She nodded. “I used to see you here a lot. Months ago.”

“Yeah,” I said. “This is actually my first session in months. Been busy with work.”

“I get it,” she said. “Just… don’t stay away too long. The park’s better with people like you around.”

I smiled. “We’ll see.”

While waiting for Valeria, she showed me some tricks she’d recently mastered, like shuvits and boneless. She was entertaining, and I gave her some advice as well. If I only hadn’t made an ass out of myself then maybe we could’ve gone out on a date later.

Even if I’d woken her up, Valeria showed up faster than expected, pulling into the lot as if it were an emergency. She stepped out of the car wearing leggings and a sports top as if she’d just left the gym. She walked straight over, looking distressed. Her eyes went straight to my leg.

“Kane, how bad is it?” she asked, kneeling in front of me.

“Just rolled it,” I said, shrugging. “Got a bit too hyped. Should’ve taken it slower.”

She shook her head and placed her hands gently on my ankle, checking it. As she leaned in, she gave me a clear view of her cleavage. She didn’t seem to notice, fully focused on my injury.

“You’re lucky it’s not broken,” she said, still inspecting it. “That ‘not that bad’ ankle looks twice its normal size.”

“It’ll be alright,” I said, trying not to wince.

She rolled her eyes. “Then why can’t you stand up on it?”

I opened my mouth, then closed it again.

“Exactly,” she said, stepping closer and looping my arm over her shoulder.

“Let’s go. I’m taking you to a clinic.”

“We could just go home,” I said, trying to keep it casual.

She rolled her eyes. “You’re so stubborn.”

As she helped me up, I couldn’t help but notice the way her body fit against mine. She was warm, firm, and soft in all the right places. My heart thudded a little harder than it should’ve. She smelled amazing, and I knew it was from her coconut vanilla cream.

I limped with her support, trying to focus on the pain instead of the tension building from how close we were. She helped me into the car, careful with my leg. Once I was in, she closed the door and got behind the wheel. She didn’t waste time. She pulled out of the lot and drove quickly, laser-focused on getting us to the clinic.

* * *

We checked into the clinic and didn’t wait long before a nurse brought us back. She asked a few questions, then gently examined my ankle while I tried not to flinch.

“Mild sprain,” she said. “Could’ve been worse. You’re lucky.”

She turned to Valeria, handing her a printed list. “You’ll want to keep it elevated, use ice for the first few days. Cold compress, some anti-inflammatory ointment. Massage around the swelling, gently.”

“I’ll take care of him,” Valeria said, gently caressing my thigh.

She gave my mother a little smile. “He’s lucky his mom’s the nurturing type.”

“Well, I’m lucky to have him, too,” she said, and we exchanged a smile.

Valeria helped me back into the car and drove me home.

“It’s going to be difficult to work like this,” I said.

“Don’t even think about it.” Valeria chuckled. “Sounds like it’s time for Sabrina to start working harder.”

I smirked. “Not a bad idea.”

“I could help out with some photos, too,” she added, glancing over at me.

“That would be nice,” I said, smiling.

She looked over at me and added, “But your recovery comes first. Work can wait. I’m taking a few weeks off to help you.”

“Really?” I asked, surprised.

“Of course,” she said without hesitation.

I nodded slowly, feeling the weight of her words. Valeria had always been caring, but it still hit me just how far she was willing to go. Sacrificing work for me? I was lucky to have her.

* * *

At home, she helped me out of the car and into the living room. I dropped onto the couch with a low grunt, and she grabbed a throw pillow to elevate my leg. Then she disappeared into the kitchen and came back with a cold bottle of water and a fresh ice pack.

She sat beside me, close enough that our legs touched. She tucked one leg under herself and leaned in, her eyes on mine.

“You’re all sweaty,” she said, smirking as she tossed the ice pack into my lap. “Was that from skating hard, or trying to impress that girl who helped you?”

“Maybe both,” I said, chuckling. “A bath wouldn’t hurt though.”

She tilted her head, her voice teasing. “I’ll help you.”

She stood and held out her hand. I took it, but instead of pulling me up right away, she held it for a second longer than necessary. Her fingers were soft and warm.

“Where’s Sabrina?” I asked as she helped me upstairs.

“At Tiffany’s place. They’re on a shopping spree.”

I rolled my eyes. “I should’ve guessed.”

To my surprise, she guided me to her bathroom. “Yours?” I asked her.

“Yeah, why not?”

“Sure,” I said and remembered when I saw her masturbating, making this even more erotic.

Valeria’s bathroom was unlike mine and Sabrina’s. There were white marble counters with feminine touches. A vase of fresh lilies sat on the vanity beside neatly arranged perfume bottles, their floral scent mingling with her coconut vanilla perfume. Everything was sparkling clean, and I couldn’t see a dust mote or hair on the floor.

“It’s nice and tidy here.”

She chuckled. “It has to be,” she said. “Sit here.” She guided me to a padded bench beside her vanity.

I watched as she leaned over the deep soaking tub, turning on the faucets. Her leggings stretched taut across her backside, revealing a perfect heart shape that made my cock throb. She tested the water temperature with her fingers, shifting her weight from one leg to the other, completely unaware of how mesmerizing the small movements were.

When she turned around, she caught me staring. Rather than looking embarrassed or upset, a knowing smile spread across her face.

“See something you like?” she teased, voice light but eyes holding mine.

I cleared my throat. “Sorry, I just—”

“Don’t apologize,” she said, coming closer. “Let’s get you undressed.”

Her fingers found the hem of my shirt, lifting it slowly. I raised my arms to help, wincing slightly as the movement pulled at my ankle.

“Careful,” she murmured, easing the shirt over my head.

When she reached for my shorts, I felt the blood rush to my groin. “Mom, I should warn you … I’m kind of … hard right now.”

She paused, her hands at my waistband, and gave me that same knowing smile. “Kane, I’ve seen it before. Remember?”

Of course, she had, during her tutorial with Sabrina. And yesterday, when she’d been looking at my photos. The thought only made me harder.

She helped me stand on my good leg and slid my shorts down, then my boxers, freeing my erection. For a moment, she seemed to stare before she composed herself.

“Well,” she said with a light giggle that seemed almost girlish, “let’s get you into the water before it gets cold.”

With her arm around my waist, she guided me to the tub. I leaned heavily on her, feeling the softness of her breast against my side. She helped me step over the edge and ease down into the warm water, making sure my injured ankle was positioned comfortably.

“There,” she said, her voice slightly breathless. “Is that okay?”

The warm water felt incredible against my skin, though it did nothing to diminish my arousal. If anything, being naked while she remained clothed only heightened my awareness of her.

“Perfect,” I said.

She straightened up, tucking a strand of blonde hair behind her ear. “Good. I’ll leave you to soak for a bit. Call if you need anything, okay?”

“Sure … And thank you. It’s been kind of you.”

She beamed. “I’m glad I could help.”

She lingered for a moment, her eyes drifting briefly to where my erection broke the surface of the water. Then she turned and left, closing the door behind her with a soft click.

As soon as I was alone, I sank deeper into the warm water, Images flashing by of Valeria standing over me, her eyes lingering on my hardness. The bathroom still smelled like her—that intoxicating coconut vanilla scent that clung to everything she touched. I closed my eyes, my hand drifting beneath the water to wrap around my throbbing cock. I imagined it was her hand, the same way when she prepared me to enter daughter’s backdoor.

I couldn’t help but think when I saw her in this very tub, her fingers working between her legs as she looked at my photos. The memory of her breasts breaking through the bubbles, her nipples hard and thick, made me grip myself tighter. I stroked slowly, enjoying the sensation of being in her personal space, surrounded by her things and her scent.

“What if she had stayed?” I whispered to myself, picturing her slipping out of those tight leggings, revealing the curves I’d glimpsed so many times. In my mind, she stepped into the tub with me, straddling my lap, her breasts at eye level as water sloshed around us.

I increased my pace, imagining her lowering herself onto me, feeling her covering me like a glove. The fantasy was so vivid, her blonde hair falling around her face, her lips parted in a moan as she rode me and her hands gripping my shoulders for support.

“Fuck,” I groaned, the water rippling as I stroked myself harder. I was close, so close, the tension building at the base of my spine, my toes curling despite the pain in my ankle.

Just as I was about to tip over the edge, spraying my cum in her bathtub, there was a knock at the door.

“Kane?” Valeria said, her voice jolting me back to reality. “Sabrina’s on the phone. She wants to talk to you.”

I quickly removed my hand from my cock, my heart pounding in my chest. “Uh, yeah—okay,” I said, trying to sound normal despite being seconds away from an orgasm.

The door opened, and Valeria stepped in, holding her phone out. Her eyes immediately dropped to the water, where my erection was still plainly visible. A faint blush colored her cheeks, but she didn’t look away.

“Here,” she said, extending the phone toward me. “She wants to know how you’re doing.”

I took the phone with a slightly trembling hand. “Thanks,” I said.

She lingered a moment longer, her gaze flicking between my face and what was happening beneath the water. Then she gave me a small, almost secretive smile before turning to leave.

“Hey, sis,” I said into the phone, watching Valeria’s hips sway as she walked out.

“Kane! What happened? Mom texted me you got hurt,” Sabrina’s concerned voice came through.

“Nothing major,” I reassured Sabrina. “Just rolled my ankle at the skate park. Mom took me to the clinic. Only a mild sprain.”

“God, you scared me! I thought you’d broken something.” She let out a sigh of relief.

“Nothing broken.”

“So you’re stuck at home now?”

“For a few days at least. Doctor said to keep it elevated.” I shifted in the tub, the water sloshing gently. “Where are you?”

“At Tiffany’s. We went for another shopping spree and just got back. Her mom made us breakfast this morning.” She paused. “How’s Mom handling your injury?”

I glanced toward the door where Valeria had just been standing. “She’s attentive. Taking a few weeks off to help me.”

Sabrina laughed as if she suspected something. “I bet she is. Well, don’t have too much fun without me.”

“Wouldn’t dream of it.”

“I’ll be back tonight. Tiffany’s showing me some flight attendant tricks for the next video.”

“Sounds hot.”

“It will be.” She lowered her voice. “Take care of that ankle … and Mom.”

“Will do.”

“Love you.”

“Love you too,” I said, then hung up.

I set the phone down on the edge of the tub and sank deeper into the warm water. The conversation with Sabrina had momentarily distracted me, but my arousal hadn’t subsided. I glanced at Valeria’s phone sitting on the edge of the tub, realizing she’d gone downstairs without it.

A thought crossed my mind—dangerous, invasive and wrong. Yet I couldn’t stop myself from reaching for it. The screen lit up at my touch, no password required. My heart hammered against my ribs as I opened her photo gallery.

The first few rows were innocent enough: landscapes, selfies with friends, pictures of Sabrina and me at dinner. But as I scrolled further back, my thumb froze mid-swipe.

There they were. Photos I never should have seen. Valeria, completely nude, posing in front of her full-length mirror. Except for her being nude, there were no overly explicit ones. She was just standing in front of the mirror. She had a bush on some of them and some of them were completely bald. She didn’t stand close enough so I could study her pussy in greater detail, but it was enough to make my jaw drop.

“Holy fuck,” I whispered, my cock stirring beneath the water.

The timestamp showed they were from just two days ago, so they were completely fresh.

As I swiped through more photos, I couldn’t help but wrap my hand around my shaft again. The water made a perfect lubricant as I stroked myself, eyes fixed on an image of my nude mother.

Ten wild strokes were all it took. The forbidden images were so powerful that I came in record time. I bit down hard on my lip to muffle my groan as pleasure erupted through me, ropes of cum shot up in the air only to land back onto my belly and hands. My whole body shuddered, the intensity of my orgasm making me momentarily forget the pain in my ankle.

As the waves of ecstasy subsided, I heard footsteps approach in the hallway.

“Oh, fuck,” I whispered, frantically wiping at her phone screen with my still-damp hand, trying to remove any trace of water droplets or worse. I managed to clear most of it, setting the phone back exactly where she’d left it just as the bathroom door opened.

Valeria appeared in the doorway, a smile on her face. “Sorry to interrupt again, but I forgot my…” Her voice trailed off as her eyes fell to the phone, then to the slightly cloudy bathwater, then back to my flushed face.

I swallowed hard, feeling like a teenager caught in the act.

“Your phone,” I said, offering it to her with what I hoped was an innocent voice.

She stepped forward and took it, her eyebrow raising slightly when she noticed a small smear I’d missed on the corner of the screen. Instead of looking disgusted, a faint blush rose to her cheeks. She opened the phone and gave me a look. Dumbass me should have at least exited the gallery.

“I see you found my photos,” she said softly, her thumb wiping away the remaining evidence.

My heart stopped. “Mom, I—I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have—”

“It’s okay, Kane.” Her voice was surprisingly calm. “I’m actually flattered.”

I blinked, not sure I’d heard her correctly. “Flattered?”

She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, her eyes meeting mine with unexpected boldness. “That you found them appealing.”

“Yeah … I guess I did,” I said.

“Do you want to lie here longer, or do you want to come up?” she asked as if she hadn’t caught me masturbating to her photos.

“It’s probably time to step out.”

“Let me help you out.”

Grabbing a towel, she held it open, creating a barrier of fabric between us as I carefully stood up, water cascading down my body. My ankle throbbed when I put weight on it, making me wince.

“Easy,” Valeria said, wrapping the towel around my waist. She slipped her arm around me, providing support. “Lean on me.”

I did as she instructed, feeling the soft press of her body against my side as she guided me from the bathroom to my bedroom. She helped me sit on the edge of her bed, then knelt to gently dry my injured ankle with a smaller towel.

“I’ve made some lunch for us,” she said, her eyes focused on the task at hand.

Shortly after, we ate together. She was a master at avoiding the embarrassing incident from earlier, as if she knew it had left me flustered. Instead, we talked about various things, and the conversation flowed easily.

After we finished eating, she helped me upstairs so I could work on editing some videos. Before leaving, she gently reminded me that Sabrina should do her part too, and I promised I’d talk to her when she got back.

It didn’t take long before it was time for dinner again. She helped me downstairs, now dressed in a summer dress with slits that looked incredibly sensual on her. Not long after, Sabrina came back and immediately checked in on me.

“How’s your ankle?” she asked as we sat together on the couch.

“It’s fine… thanks to Mom,” I said.

“You sure?” She gently lifted my foot into her lap and pulled off the sock. Her eyes widened, and her hand flew to her mouth. “It’s swollen like a grapefruit!”

“Come on, you’re exaggerating,” I said with a small laugh.

“No, I’m not,” she insisted. “If I’d known it was this bad, I would’ve come here right away.”

“Mom took care of me,” I said as Valeria settled in beside us.

She smiled and ran her hand over my thigh. “It was my pleasure,” she said, then turned to Sabrina. “Since your brother’s injured, I think it’s time for you to handle more of the content for a while.”

“Of course,” Sabrina said with a smile. “And I’ll help take care of him, too.”

I looked between them, feeling nothing but gratitude. They were both so kind, so present. I didn’t take having them in my life for granted. We stayed together until late in the evening, just talking, keeping each other company. When Sabrina headed off to the shower, Valeria helped me to my room.

“I’ll need to help you with the ointment,” she said as we reached the top step.

I sat on the edge of my bed as Valeria retrieved the ointment from my bathroom. When she returned, she set the tube on my nightstand and looked at me with gentle eyes.

“Let’s get you comfortable first,” she said, her fingers finding the hem of my t-shirt. “Arms up.”

I lifted my arms as she pulled the shirt over my head. The cool air raised goosebumps across my chest, but her warm hands on my skin made heat spread through me.

“Shorts next,” she said, helping me stand briefly on my good leg.

I felt myself growing semi-hard as her fingers made contact against my hips, sliding my shorts down. She noticed the bulge forming in my boxers and tried to suppress her grin.

“You can keep these on,” she said, tapping the waistband of my underwear. “You always did prefer sleeping with something on, even as a teenager.”

“You remember that?” I asked, surprised she’d noticed such a detail.

“Of course. A mother notices everything,” she replied with a wink, helping me lie back against the pillows.

She arranged another pillow beneath my injured ankle, then sat beside me on the bed. The mattress dipped under her weight, bringing her thigh against mine.

“This might be cold at first,” she said, grabbing the ointment and squeezing a dollop onto her palm.

When her hands touched my ankle, they were gentle. She worked the ointment in with slow, circular motions. The minty scent filled the air between us as warmth spread from her touch up my leg and to my groin.

“How was it today?” she asked, her eyes focused on her task. “Being back on the board after so long?”

“It felt amazing,” I said as I watched her hands move higher, massaging my calf. “Like reconnecting with a part of myself I’d forgotten.”

“And then you got overconfident,” she teased, a smile playing at her lips.

“Maybe a little,” I admitted.

“Or maybe you wanted to impress the girl,” she said and couldn’t help but giggle.

I rolled my eyes. “Maybe there’s some truth to that.”

Each stroke of her fingers sent shockwaves through me, and I grew harder beneath the thin fabric of my boxers.

“How does it feel?” she asked, making sure she did it properly.

“This feels great,” I said, my voice lower than I intended. “Having you so close like this.”

Her hands paused momentarily, and she looked up at me, her eyes searching mine. “What do you mean by that?”

“I mean … I like when you take care of me,” I said carefully. “It makes me feel … connected to you.”

She resumed massaging my ankle, but her eyes stayed on mine. “We’ve always been close,” she said. “But lately, it feels different, doesn’t it?”

“It does,” I admitted, closing my eyes and savoring her touch, the warmth of her fingers, and the quiet intimacy between us.

“Do you like it?” she asked. “Not just the massage… but the direction our relationship is going?”

“Of course I do. It feels so much better being open. Not having to hide.”

She paused, her hand still resting on my skin. “Can you be open with me about something?”

Her eyes stayed on mine, steady and searching. It was the kind of look that could melt right through me.

“Yeah,” I said, my voice low. “Anything.”

“Did you actually masturbate to my photo?” she asked me.

“I did,” I admitted.

“Did you find my body attractive?”

“You are very attractive.”

She smiled. “It means a lot to me,” she said. There was a moment of silence, and we weren’t sure what to say. “There’s something I’d like to tell you … I’ve been subscribed to your page, and I’ve been masturbating a few times, mainly to you.”

She waited for my shocked expression, but it never came. “Well, the other day when you found me on the couch, I was upstairs earlier and saw you in the bathtub.”

Her cheeks turned red. “Sorry,” she said, shaking her head. “I should’ve come clean right away.”

“It’s fine … it took some time for me and Sabrina to tell you, too.”

I felt my cock stiffen further against the thin fabric of my boxers, forming a visible tent that drew her gaze downward.

“Kane,” she whispered, her fingers trailing higher on my leg, “you’re excited.”

I swallowed hard. “Can you blame me? Finding out my beautiful mother touches herself while looking at my pictures…”

Her cheeks flushed pink, but her eyes stayed locked on the bulge in my underwear. “Would you like me to help you with that?”

My heart pounded in my chest. “You’d do that for me?”

She nodded slowly, her hand inching up my thigh. “You’re hurt, and I want to take care of you.” Her fingers traced the outline of my erection through my boxers. “Would you like that?”

“God, yes,” I said, unable to believe this was happening.

Her lips curved into a smile. “Would you like to see my breasts while I do it? I have caught you staring more than once.”

My mouth opened at the suggestion. “Yes, please,” I said. “That would be like a dream.”

She chuckled. “Alright… Let me clean my hands first.” She rose to her feet and headed to the bathroom. She came back shortly after and sat down again. She reached for the hem of her top and pulled it over her head, revealing a simple cotton bra that somehow made her look even sexier. She reached behind her back and unhooked it, letting the bra slip away and revealing her full breasts right in front of me. I’d glimpsed them before, once from a distance in the bathtub, and once in a slightly grainy photo on her phone, but up close, they were breathtaking. Smooth and creamy, with thick, peach-toned nipples, they looked even better than I’d imagined. Faint tan lines only made them sexier, and when she leaned forward, the deep, jaw-dropping cleavage she created made me want to bury my face in it.

“Wow,” I said, as if I couldn’t believe what I was seeing, which made her giggle.

I couldn’t take my eyes off her as she gently tugged at my boxers, pulling them down my legs with care for my injured ankle. My cock sprang free, harder than I could ever remember it being.

“I’ve been missing your friend,” she murmured, wrapping her warm hand around my shaft. I noticed how she’d applied some sort of cream to her hands, making them even softer. She stroked me gently, her thumb occasionally sweeping over the sensitive head, touching my buttons right.

“That feels amazing,” I groaned, fighting the urge to thrust into her hands. “You’re so good at this.”

She smiled, pleased by the compliment. “I want to make you feel good,” she whispered, her breasts gently swaying and jiggling.

It felt like a dream, the way her hand glided up and down my shaft, her excited grin growing wider with each stroke. I sighed with relief every time she moved, and when she noticed I was getting a little too dry, she leaned over my erection and spat on it, letting it trickle down before smearing it with her hand. My eyes kept flicking between the motion of her hand and the sway of her breasts. I never imagined it could feel this good, but it did.

“Mom,” I gasped, feeling my orgasm approaching. “I’m going to…”

“It’s okay,” she murmured, leaning closer. “Where do you want to finish?”

“Oh, on your breasts,” I said.

She lowered her chest until the head of my cock was inches from her boobs. Her hand worked faster now, her grip tightening just enough to send me over the edge.

With a loud grunt, I exploded. Thick ropes of cum fired from my cock, landing across her breasts in hot, white streams. Some splashed against her collarbone, while others painted her nipples and the valley between her breasts. In the end, she was drenched in cum, dripping down her like she’d poured a bottle of warm buttermilk over her chest.

Valeria let out a surprised giggle, looking down at the impressive amount of my seed coating her skin. “My goodness, Kane! That’s quite a load.” Her fingers traced through it curiously, spreading it across her breast with a playful smile.

“Sorry about that,” I said, suddenly embarrassed by how much there was. “I didn’t mean to make such a mess.”

“Don’t apologize,” she said, reaching for a towel from my nightstand. “It’s perfectly natural.” She wiped herself clean, her eyes never leaving mine. “Just make sure you get some rest tonight, okay? Sleep is important for recovery.”

“That won’t be difficult after that heavenly job.”

“I’m glad you enjoyed it.” She leaned forward, still topless, and pressed her lips to my forehead in a warm kiss. Her breasts brushed against my chest, warm and soft, sending one last spark of pleasure through me.

“Goodnight, sweetie,” she whispered, her breath warm against my skin. “I’ll check on you in the morning.”

“Goodnight, Mom.”

I watched as she slipped her bra and top back on, giving me one last smile before quietly closing the door behind her.

I lay back against my pillows, staring at the ceiling, trying to process what had just happened. My mother had just given me a handjob while half-naked. And I’d enjoyed every second of it.

Suddenly, there was a knock at my door. “Come in,” I called.

The door opened to reveal Sabrina, her hair damp from the shower, wearing nothing but a pair of pink panties. Her breasts were bare, nipples perked in the cool night air, and her skin glowed in the dim light from my bedside lamp.

“Hey,” she said, closing the door behind her. “Can I sleep with you tonight, or do you need space for your ankle? I thought we could make up for lost time.”

I smiled, lifting the covers invitingly. “There’s always room for you.”

She padded across the room and slipped into bed beside me, careful not to jostle my injured ankle. Her naked skin pressed against mine as she cuddled close, one leg draped over my thigh, her breasts soft against my side.

“You’re smiling a lot for someone with a sprained ankle,” she observed, trailing her fingers across my chest. “What made you so happy?”

I hesitated for just a moment before deciding to be honest. “Mom gave me a handjob earlier.”

Sabrina’s eyes widened, and she bit her lower lip, a gesture I knew meant she was aroused. “She did? Tell me everything.”

“She put ointment on my ankle, and then… our conversation became intimate, which made me aroused. She noticed my bulge,” I explained, watching Sabrina’s expression carefully. “She wanted to help me out with it … She even took her top off and everything.”

Sabrina’s eyes darkened with raw lust as she pressed herself closer against me. “God, that’s hot. How did it feel compared to when I do it?”

“Different,” I admitted. “She knew exactly how to touch me.”

“Was it good?” she whispered, her hand sliding down my stomach.

“It was amazing,” I said, my cock already stirring at the memory. “She let me cum all over her tits.”

“Fuck,” Sabrina said, her cheeks flushing. “Maybe rolling your ankle wasn’t such a bad thing after all.”

I chuckled, reaching up to stroke her cheek. “That’s one way to look at it.”

“I mean it,” she said. “This changes everything. If she’s willing to do that…” She trailed off, possibilities dancing in her eyes.

“One step at a time,” I cautioned, though my mind was already racing with the same thoughts.

Sabrina leaned in, pressing her soft lips against mine. The kiss was gentle but full of promise. When she pulled back, her eyes gleamed in the dim light.

“Goodnight, Kane,” she whispered against my lips.

“Goodnight, sis,” I replied, wrapping my arm around her as she nestled against my chest.

As Sabrina’s breathing slowed into the rhythm of sleep, I stared at the ceiling, replaying the day’s events. From a simple skate session to my mother’s hands on me, life had taken an unexpected turn. And a turn for the better.

I closed my eyes, drifting off with the scent of Sabrina’s shampoo in my nostrils and the ghost of my mother’s touch still tingling on my skin.





Chapter 6





I
 woke to the gentle pressure of Sabrina’s body against mine, her arm draped across my chest and her leg intertwined with my good one. Sunlight streamed through the windows, slowly waking us up. I shifted slightly, and the movement caused a dull throb in my ankle, reminding me of yesterday’s mishap and what had followed. I didn’t regret rolling my ankle, especially when I thought about how Valeria had given me a wonderful handjob, letting me coat her boobs with my cum. I sighed in relief at the memory, wishing I could experience it again and again. It wasn’t just the release she gave me, but the closeness, the way she tended to me. I was honestly glad I’d rolled my ankle. It had brought me closer to her in a way I hadn’t expected.

Sabrina stirred beside me, her eyes slowly opening. She smiled sleepily and stretched like a cat before propping herself on one elbow to look at me.

“Morning,” she said, her voice husky with sleep. “How’s the ankle feeling today?”

“It’s fine,” I said, attempting to rotate it slightly and hiding my wince. “Much better.”

Sabrina’s eyes narrowed as she pushed back the covers to examine my injury. “It’s still swollen like a balloon. That’s not ‘fine’ by any definition.”

“Really, it’s not that bad,” I insisted, pulling the covers back over my leg. “The doctor said it would take a few days to go down.”

She rolled her eyes dramatically. “Why do you always have to be so stubborn about these things? Just admit when you’re hurting.”

“Because I don’t want you and Valeria fussing over me all day,” I said, reaching out to tuck a strand of hair behind her ear, so I could see her pretty face a bit better. “I can handle a little pain.”

“Well, I’m going to worry about you whether you like it or not,” she said stubbornly, leaning in to plant a quick kiss on my lips. “That’s what happens when you care about someone.”

I grinned and pulled her closer. “Is that so? And how much do you care about me exactly?”

“Enough to put up with your stubborn ass,” she teased, her hand sliding down my chest. “And maybe enough to help you with your morning situation.”

Her fingers had just reached the waistband of my boxers when a knock sounded at the door. We both exchanged glances.

“Come in,” I called.

The door opened and Valeria stepped inside, already dressed for the day in a knee-length summer dress with buttons down the front. Several of the middle buttons were undone, creating a gap that revealed the inner curves of her breasts and the edge of a bra. Her hair was freshly washed, falling in soft waves around her shoulders.

I couldn’t help but stare at the exposed skin, the tantalizing glimpse of what I’d seen fully revealed last night. There was no way this was accidental—she wanted my attention, and she definitely had it.

“How’s the patient doing today?” she asked, perching on the edge of the bed beside me. The mattress dipped under her weight, causing Sabrina to roll slightly against my side.

“Still swollen,” Sabrina reported before I could speak. “And he’s being stubborn about it.”

Valeria chuckled, reaching for my ankle. “May I take a look?”

I nodded, feeling my cock stiffen as she gently pulled back the covers. Her cool fingers brushed against my skin, sending a small shiver up my leg.

“Hmm, still quite puffy,” she said, her touch feather-light as she examined the injury. “I brought some more of that ointment.” She looked up at me, her eyes meeting mine. “Would you like me to put some on now?”

My mouth went dry at the memory of where her hands had been last night. “Yeah, that would be great.”

She reached for the tube and squeezed a generous amount onto her palm, then began to massage the ointment into my skin with slow, circular motions.

The sensation was both soothing and arousing. She kneaded the tender flesh around my ankle before moving up to my calf. I couldn’t help the small sigh that escaped my lips.

“You have magic hands,” I murmured, trying to shift subtly to hide my growing erection.

Valeria’s lips curved into a smile. “Years of practice.”

Sabrina giggled beside me, her hand finding mine under the covers and giving it a squeeze. When she glanced down at the tent forming in the sheets, her grin widened. She shot me a mischievous look, clearly enjoying the effect our mother had on me.

“Sabrina, sweetheart,” Valeria said suddenly, her hands still moving against my skin, “would you mind going downstairs and making some fresh pancakes for us?”

“Alright,” Sabrina said with a playful smile. She leaned over and gave me a kiss. “I’ll be downstairs. Take your time.”

As Sabrina slipped out of bed, completely naked, Valeria’s eyes followed her appreciatively.

When the door closed, Valeria’s hands resumed their gentle massage of my ankle, but her touch felt more loving now.

“I told her about last night,” I said.

Valeria’s fingers paused before continuing their circular motion. “I thought she might. You two don’t keep many secrets from each other, do you?”

“Not anymore,” I admitted. “Are you okay with that?”

She met my gaze, her eyes warm and untroubled. “I am.” Her voice dropped to a more intimate tone. “Last night was special for me.”

“For me too.”

“It felt really good,” she confessed, her cheeks pinkening slightly. “Giving you a handjob. Seeing how much you enjoyed it, and that impressive load.” Her fingers trailed higher up my calf, her touch sending sparks through my nervous system. “I haven’t stopped thinking about it.”

“Neither have I,” I told her. “I slept incredibly deeply after.”

She smiled. “That’s the point, sweetie. Nothing relaxes the body like a good orgasm.” Her hand moved to my thigh, dangerously close to where I was hardening beneath the sheets. “The endorphins, the release of tension… It’s nature’s perfect sedative.”

The clinical explanation contrasted with the heat in her eyes, making the moment even more erotic. Eventually, she finished the massage, leaving me painfully hard. She helped me put my clothes on, dropping to her knees to pull on my shorts and handing me a t-shirt.

“I’ll help you downstairs,” Valeria said, offering her hand. “Let’s get some breakfast in you.”

I took her hand, feeling the warmth of her fingers intertwined with mine. She helped me stand, carefully supporting my weight as I balanced on my good leg. Her body pressed against mine for stability, her breasts soft against my arm.

“Don’t be shy. Lean on me,” she murmured, wrapping her arm around my waist.

The journey downstairs was slow but intimate, her hip bumping against mine with each careful step. When we reached the kitchen, the scent of butter and maple syrup filled the air. Sabrina stood at the stove in just my t-shirt, her long legs bare as she flipped a golden pancake.

“Perfect timing,” she said, glancing over her shoulder with a smile.

“You took my shirt?” I asked her.

“Fits me perfectly,” she said, turning around so I could see her nipples pressing against the garment. It also covered the upper parts of her thighs.

Valeria gave her a look. “I know what kind of work you two do, but at least dress appropriately in the household.”

“Fine … after breakfast,” she said with a wink.

“Either way, smells amazing, sweetie.”

“I thought we could eat outside,” Sabrina suggested. “It’s gorgeous out, and the fresh air might do Kane some good.”

Valeria nodded, stroking my shoulder. “That’s a wonderful idea.”

They worked together efficiently, Sabrina stacking pancakes on a platter while Valeria gathered plates and silverware.

Soon we were settled on the patio, the morning sun warming our skin as birds chirped in the nearby trees. My ankle rested on a small ottoman, the throbbing reduced to a dull ache.

“These are delicious,” I said, cutting into the fluffy stack on my plate. The pancakes were light and airy, with a hint of vanilla and cinnamon.

“Thanks,” Sabrina said, pouring more syrup over her stack. She took a bite, then looked thoughtfully between Valeria and me. “So, I’ve been thinking…”

Valeria raised an eyebrow. “About?”

“Well,” Sabrina set down her fork, a mischievous glint in her eye. “Since Kane is hurt and can’t do much filming, maybe you could teach me something.”

“What did you have in mind?” Valeria asked, taking a sip of her coffee.

Sabrina leaned forward, lowering her voice slightly, though we were completely alone. “How to deepthroat properly. Our subscribers love that kind of content, and I know I could be better at it.”

Valeria’s eyes widened briefly, but then her lips curved into an amused smile. She looked at me, then back at Sabrina. “That’s quite a request for breakfast conversation.”

“Is that a no?” Sabrina asked, her expression falling slightly.

“I didn’t say that,” Valeria replied, setting down her coffee cup. She turned to me, her expression serious despite the subject matter.

“As a fun thing on top of it,” Sabrina said, “we could dress as nurses.”

Valeria chuckled. “Alright… you’re making the offer a bit more tempting now.”

“What do you say, Kane?” Sabrina asked, turning to me with a grin.

“You already know my answer,” I said.

“It’ll probably help with the recovery, too,” Valeria added, clearly happy to take care of me in her own way.

We ate pancakes and chatted about all kinds of things. It felt good having them both there for me. Sabrina was a bit more eager to get started right away, but Valeria had to remind her that my ankle was still healing and recovery came first. She also told her she needed to change clothes.

While Valeria poured ice into the bucket and helped me dip my foot in, Sabrina came down the stairs in a white pencil skirt and a pink top, holding the camera.

“You’ve got to give me a little break,” I told my sister.

“I just thought we could watch some clips together,” she said. “By the way, Tiffany still hasn’t answered. Something’s off.”

“It’s still early, sweetheart,” Valeria said. “Give her some time.”

“But it’s not like her,” Sabrina replied, cuddling up to me instead.

“Let’s wait until lunch,” Valeria suggested. “If it were something serious, at the very least her mother would’ve called me.”

“Alright, fine,” Sabrina said.

Sabrina looked at Valeria. “So, can you deepthroat him?”

“Let’s wait until his foot is out of the water,” Valeria said, patting her on the back.

“You didn’t answer me.”

“Of course I can.”

“But how? It’s so thick and long.”

Valeria chuckled. “It’s not a problem,” she said. “I might be a bit out of practice, but I’ll get the hang of it.”

She sounded just as excited as Sabrina, and to pass the time while my ankle soaked, they decided to do some yoga together. I wasn’t too worried about the camera or the footage we’d filmed earlier. Watching them move through sensual poses and play around was more fun anyway. Sabrina frequently tried to show off her skills, always wanting me to watch, but she paled in comparison to Valeria, who had the flexibility of a gymnast.

Eventually, once they were both warmed up, the ice had melted, and the water wasn’t as cold, Valeria gently helped lift my foot out of the tub and knelt to dry it off. She was in that position again—ready to take me down her throat. The sight sent a thrill through me. I still couldn’t believe how far we’d come in this relationship. And the best was that it was more to come.

While Sabrina was in the bathroom, Valeria stayed with me, gently raking her fingers through my hair as she smiled. I recognized that look in her eyes—the kind she got when reminiscing about raising me, probably reflecting on how fast time had flown.

“Do you want this?” she asked softly.

“I do… but only if you want to.”

She nodded. “I haven’t done it in a while… but I’m mostly doing this to help teach Sabrina. I know she wanted me to film a few clips too, but I don’t want to mess up what you two have.”

“How would that ruin it?” I asked, genuinely confused.

“As if your fans want to see someone as old as me,” she said with a forced laugh.

I rolled my eyes. “They’d drop their jaws if they saw someone like you,” I told her honestly.

“You think so?” she asked, this time more thoughtfully.

“I know so.”

Her lips curved into a real smile. “Maybe I could give it a try.”

“You don’t have to if you don’t want to.”

“I’ll have to think more about it.” She paused, then said, “Seeing you being so adventurous has made me miss my youth. It would feel amazing to relive it for a moment. And if it doesn’t work out… I can always go back to teaching yoga.”

“Either way, you’ll always have a special place in my heart.”

She pulled me into a tight hug. “And so will you.”

Just then, Sabrina came back downstairs, dressed like a full-blown sexy nurse. The outfit was tight as hell. The short white dress barely covered her thighs, with red piping that traced every contour of her body and a plunging neckline that showed off the tops of her perky breasts. A small red cross sat right above her chest, more of a tease than anything medical.

Her legs were wrapped in thigh-high white stockings with red bows at the top, drawing attention to her toned thighs and the subtle sway in her hips. On her feet were glossy red heels that made her legs look even longer. A tiny nurse cap tilted over her blonde hair, and she had a stethoscope draped around her neck, though it was clear she had no intention of checking vitals.

“What do you say … ready to heal your cock?” she asked me, waggling her eyebrows.

“Wow,” Valeria said, her eyes sweeping over. “That’s one sexy outfit.”

“And there’s one for you too,” Sabrina said and tried to motion our mother to follow her.

“Your brother is hurt,” Valeria reminded her, helping me up to my feet. “Let me help him to the couch first.”

Valeria was sweet enough to help me to the couch, making sure I sat comfortably.

“Come on, Mom,” Sabrina then said, grabbing her mother’s hand. “You have to try yours on!”

“Alright, alright,” Valeria laughed, allowing herself to be pulled toward the stairs. “Don’t rush me.”

“We’ll be right back,” Sabrina called over her shoulder, giving me a wink as she practically dragged Valeria up the stairs.

After what felt like a few minutes, Sabrina appeared at the top of the stairs, still in her sexy nurse outfit. “Ready for your treatment, patient?” she called down, her voice playful.

“More than ready,” I replied, feeling my cock already stirring beneath my shorts.

“Presenting Nurse Valeria,” Sabrina announced with theatrical flair, stepping aside.

Valeria came down the stairs as well, and my eyes widened. Her nurse’s costume was similar to Sabrina’s but more sophisticated—a classic white dress that hugged her curves perfectly, showing off her impressive cleavage and the gentle flare of her hips. Unlike Sabrina’s mini-dress, hers reached mid-thigh, lending an air of maturity while still being incredibly sexy. Her long legs were encased in white stockings that disappeared beneath the hem of her dress, and she wore white heels that somehow made her calves look incredible. But her breasts strained against her dress, making it look as if her breasts would burst right through.

She’d styled her hair differently too, pulling it back into a neat bun with a few tendrils framing her face. A more traditional nurse’s cap sat atop her head, and she’d even put on red lipstick that made her mouth look kissable.

“Well?” she asked, doing a slow turn at the bottom of the stairs. “Will I do?”

“You look amazing,” I said honestly, my cock twitching with approval.

“She does, doesn’t she?” Sabrina agreed, coming down behind her. “Now, let’s examine our patient.”

“What seems to be the problem today, young man?” Valeria asked me.

“Well, Nurse,” I played along, “I’ve got this throbbing problem that just won’t go away.”

“I see,” she said seriously, pressing a hand to my forehead. “You do feel hot. Nurse Sabrina, what do you recommend?”

Sabrina knelt beside the couch, her hand trailing up my thigh. “I think we need to relieve the pressure.”

“I believe you’re right,” Valeria agreed. She snapped on a pair of latex gloves, the sound making my cock stir. “First, we should examine the affected area.”

Together, they helped me out of my shorts. Sabrina’s eager hands tugged at my boxers while Valeria guided them down my legs, careful of my injured ankle.

“My goodness,” Valeria gasped in mock surprise as my erection sprang free, standing proudly against my stomach. “The condition is more severe than I thought.”

“Definitely needs immediate attention,” Sabrina agreed, her eyes fixed on my cock.

They both giggled.

“You’re pretty damn good at roleplaying,” I said, eyeing my mother. “But what’s going on? I thought you were going to teach her to deepthroat not roleplay.”

She chuckled. “I guess we’re doing both.”

“It’s fun to spice up the lesson,” Sabrina added, pointing at my throbbing cock. “And you’re hurt, remember? I’ve taken care of you more than once.”

She wasn’t wrong, and that first time she went down on me was a memory I’d never forget.

Valeria positioned herself between my legs, her professional demeanor slipping as she gazed at my hardness. “Now, Sabrina, pay close attention. This is going to be a hands-on lesson.”

She removed her gloves, tossing them aside. Her warm fingers wrapped around my shaft, giving it a few slow strokes that made me groan.

“First,” she instructed, her voice both clinical and seductive, “you want to prepare him properly.” She leaned down, her breath hot against my sensitive skin. “Start with gentle kisses…”

Her lips brushed against the head of my cock, feather-light and teasing. She placed delicate kisses along the shaft, working her way down to the base and back up again. But the very first kiss was the best one. It was something incredibly intense seeing my mother kiss my most intimate part like that, and I enjoyed every inch of her red-colored lips.

“Then,” she continued, “use your tongue to explore.” She ran her tongue from the base to the tip in one long, wet stroke that made me shudder.

“Let me try,” Sabrina said, and Valeria passed my erection to her. Sabrina leaned forward, and her tongue traced the opposite side of my shaft, but she was a bit quicker than Valeria.

“Very good,” Valeria praised her.

“Okay, take him down your throat,” she said eagerly.

Valeria rolled her eyes. “Patience, sweetie.”

Valeria circled the head with her tongue, her eyes locked on mine as she tasted me. Her lipstick left faint red marks on my skin, marking me as hers. Then she took just the tip into her mouth, sucking gently while her hand worked the shaft.

“Use both your hand and mouth together,” she explained after releasing me with a soft pop. “Start shallow, then gradually take more.”

Sabrina nodded eagerly, watching as Valeria demonstrated again, taking me deeper this time. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, creating a perfect vacuum that had me gripping the couch cushions. It dawned on me that she was fully sucking me, and it felt so damn good.

They kept going back and forth, my mother checking in on me to make sure I was alright. I was more than alright, and the smile on my face told it all.

“Now for the deepthroat,” Valeria said after several minutes of this pleasurable education. “The secret is to relax your throat completely. Breathe through your nose and suppress your gag reflex by swallowing as you take him in.”

Taking a deep breath, she opened up wide, taking my entire length into her mouth and sliding it down until her nose touched my abdomen. My eyes widened as my mother’s throat covered every inch of my shaft, all the while she squeezed the head with her throat muscles. She gagged a little but tried to suppress it, moaning a little as well. I could see my manhood bulging against her throat, and there was at least six inches of my girth stretching her lips like rubber bands.

“Geeze, Mom.” She held the position for several seconds before slowly pulling back, a thin strand of saliva connecting her lips to my cock.

“Wow,” I gasped, my hips involuntarily rising off the couch.

“How did that feel?” she asked me.

“I’m speechless,” I said.

Valeria turned to Sabrina, who looked equally as stunned. “So am I,” she said.

“Your turn,” Valeria said, wiping her mouth delicately. “Remember, relax your throat muscles.”

Sabrina attempted the technique, managing to take about three-quarters of my length before pulling back with a slight cough.

“That’s good,” Valeria encouraged. “Try again, and this time, swallow as you go down.”

After several more attempts, each getting progressively better, Sabrina finally managed to take my entire length, her throat contracting around me in a way that had me seeing stars. She gagged like mad, but she succeeded. My entire length was inside her throat, and I could see how my cock throbbed against her throat. Quickly, she came off for a breath, pulling her head back as she squeezed her lips around me.

“I did it!” she exclaimed triumphantly after coming up for air, her voice slightly hoarse but her eyes shining with accomplishment.

“You’re a natural,” Valeria praised, stroking Sabrina’s hair proudly.

The lesson continued with both of them taking turns, their mouths working in tandem to bring me to the edge of a climax multiple times, only to back off just before I could let go.

Finally, when I couldn’t take any more teasing, Valeria gave Sabrina a knowing look. “I think our patient needs his medicine now. Show me what you’ve learned.”

Sabrina took me deep one final time, her throat muscles working around me exactly the way our mother had taught her. I was already so turned on from Valeria’s lessons that I didn’t last long. With her lips pressed against my pubic bone, my balls tightened, and then I exploded, a rush of pure relief and pleasure coursing through me. Her eyes widened as I came straight down her throat. I was so deep inside her, she didn’t even need to swallow. It just fired straight down. When she finally pulled back, she released my softening shaft, slick with a mix of her and Valeria’s saliva.

“Perfect,” Valeria said with a smile as Sabrina sat back, looking proud of herself.

“I can’t believe I finally got it,” Sabrina said, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “That was amazing.”

“You were both amazing,” I managed to say, still catching my breath.

Valeria stood up, smoothing down her nurse’s costume. “Well, I think that concludes our lesson for today.” She glanced at the clock on the wall. “I should get changed and make us some lunch. All this… nursing has worked up my appetite.”

“That’s fine,” I said, looking at my sister.

“How did that feel?” Sabrina asked, cuddling up beside me.

“You did one hell of a job,” I said, gently caressing her.

“So did Mom,” she added. “She swallowed it down without barely gagging.”

I replayed the scenes in my mind, all the trial and error. We’d been at it for more than half an hour, but it felt way shorter, the intensity distorting time. “She went down on me,” I said, grinning at her.

“She did,” Sabrina giggled. “We’re getting closer and closer to full-blown intimacy.”

“Yeah,” I murmured, still riding the afterglow of the orgasm.

After Valeria made lunch, we sat outside and enjoyed the grilled chicken, salad, and some pasta. The vibe between the three of us had changed lately. We were more open and relaxed, especially after Valeria had jerked me off last night.

As we ate, Valeria checked in on me now and then, tilting her head. “How’s the ankle?”

“Better than expected,” I said, shrugging. “Feels almost fine.”

Sabrina smirked. “Guess our sexual remedy worked.”

Valeria chuckled. “There might be something to that.”

“Should probably patent it,” I said, grinning. “Sell it as an alternative to ice packs.”

“With proper demonstrations,” Sabrina added, licking a bit of sauce off her lip. “Maybe a new video idea … and Mom gets to direct it.”

Valeria raised an eyebrow. “We’ll see about that.”

“Acting then … will that be better?” Sabrina teased her.

“I’ll have to think about it,” our mother said, which she’d told me earlier as well.

After lunch, we cleared the plates and moved to the living room. Sabrina grabbed her phone and frowned. “Still nothing from Tiffany,” she said. “I’ve texted her a thousand times.”

“She usually answers fast, right?” I asked.

“Always.”

She tried calling. A few rings later, Tiffany picked up. “Hey…”

Sabrina froze. “Tiffany, are you crying?”

There was silence on the other end. Just a shaky breath.

“Tiffany?” Sabrina said again, softer this time.

“I don’t … I don’t really want to talk about it,” Tiffany finally said.

“You don’t have to go into detail,” Sabrina replied gently. “But we care. We just want to know what’s going on.”

Another pause and then a sigh.

“Put it on speaker,” I said, wondering what might be troubling her.

Sabrina tapped the screen and set the phone on the table. We gave her some time, and eventually she opened up. “A girl from High School who hates me found out about our content,” Tiffany said, her voice barely holding steady. “She sent it to my friends, and now they won’t even speak to me.”

Valeria had walked in just in time to hear that. She stopped cold.

“I’m so sorry,” Sabrina said, looking just as troubled as the rest of us.

“They shamed me for it. Called me disgusting. I thought we were friends.”

Sabrina leaned in. “We’re coming to see you. Right now.”

“You don’t have to—”

“We want to,” Valeria cut in. “You don’t deserve to go through that alone.”

“What about Kane?” Tiffany asked. “He rolled his ankle.”

“We’ll help him there,” Valeria said. “That’s not an issue.”

Tiffany was quiet for a beat, then sighed. “Okay. You can come.”

Sabrina stood up without another word and went to grab her bag. Valeria grabbed her keys.

Valeria walked over and helped me up. Her arm slipped around my back, and she supported me. As we moved toward the door, she glanced down at my steps and raised an eyebrow.

“You’re walking better.”

“Guess that remedy really worked,” I said with a slight grin.

She rolled her eyes, but I caught the hint of a smile. “Maybe it’s time to become an adult actor then,” she said half-jokingly, half-seriously.

I followed them out the door, still limping, but not as much.

Valeria drove us there. We didn’t say much on the way, and Valeria was a bit quicker than usual, not wanting to waste any time. We pulled up in front of Tiffany’s house less than twenty minutes later.

Her mother, Amanda, opened the door before we could even knock. Her auburn hair was tied back in a loose ponytail, and she wore a fitted pencil skirt and a low-cut blouse. Her cleavage was full and prominent, barely hidden beneath the soft fabric. Her breasts shifted slightly as she moved, and I couldn’t help but notice the way the outfit highlighted every inch of her. She was beautiful, even in a moment like this. It probably wasn’t the right time, but the sight of her always made me aroused.

Her eyes moved to me almost instantly when she saw me limping with the help of my mother. “Kane, what happened?”

“I’m good. Just rolled my ankle skating,” I said with a shrug.

Amanda crossed her arms. “That doesn’t look like ‘good.’”

Valeria rolled her eyes. “Don’t argue with his stubbornness. He’ll limp his way through a hurricane.”

I smirked a little and shrugged. “So … how’s Tiffany holding up?”

Amanda smiled faintly and then looked toward Sabrina and Valeria. “She’s okay. I stayed home with her today. She needed someone close. She’s a little better now.”

Welcoming us inside, Amanda led us up the stairs and then the hallway, but paused at her daughter’s bedroom door. “Sweetheart, your friends are here. Can we come in?”

“Sure, Mom.”

Amanda opened the door and welcomed us inside. Tiffany’s bedroom was dim, the curtains partly drawn. A soft glow came from the bedside lamp. Clothes were scattered near the hamper, and her phone lay face down on the nightstand. Tiffany was curled under a blanket, hugging a pillow, eyes puffy from crying. It was a wretched sight, and it felt like a stab to my heart seeing her that way.

Sabrina entered first. She crossed the room and sat gently on the edge of the bed. She stroked Tiffany’s hair and whispered, “Hey … it’s okay. We’re here.”

Tiffany sniffled, voice muffled. “They called me a slut. My best friend. They just … turned on me.”

Sabrina leaned closer, arms around her. “Then they were never your friends.”

Tiffany wiped her nose. “We had so many fun memories together. It just sucks.”

Sabrina shook her head. “Doesn’t matter. Girls like that? They can never be trusted.”

I walked in behind Sabrina, still limping, and sat beside her. “You didn’t do anything wrong,” I said gently.

Tiffany peeked out from under the blanket, eyes still wet, but smiled faintly upon seeing me.

Sabrina brushed a tear from her cheek. “They wish they had your beauty.”

Valeria stood in the doorway for a moment, watching us quietly, arms crossed. Then she stepped inside and sat near Tiffany’s feet.

“If they’re shaming you, they’re not your friends,” she said calmly.

Tiffany looked at her, uncertain.

Valeria continued, “You know Cristy? Sabrina’s old friend?”

Sabrina scoffed. “Yeah. She ghosted me after I started gaining more followers than her.”

Valeria nodded. “Jealous. She couldn’t handle you doing better. So she made you the villain.”

Tiffany listened, her breathing a little steadier. “I remember you told me.”

Sabrina added softly, “Cutting her off was the best thing I did.”

Valeria looked Tiffany in the eyes. “Sometimes the trash takes itself out.”

Tiffany let out a teary laugh, the first real one. “I suppose.”

I squeezed her hand over the blanket. “You’ve got us. Fuck the rest.”

Tiffany nodded slowly. “Thank you. I think … I needed this.”

Sabrina kissed her forehead. “You’re not alone. We’re your actual friends, and Kane is our lover.”

Tiffany wiped her face again, looking more like herself. She smiled faintly. “Thank you guys… really. I don’t know what I’d do without you. Probably would’ve been stuck at a job that I hate. This was actually enjoyable.”

“Then follow your heart,” our mother said.

“I will,” Tiffany said, sitting upright and letting go of the pillow. She looked at me, more playful now. “And how’s your ankle, skaterboy?”

I grinned. “Still sore. But I’m surviving.”

Sabrina added, teasing, “Barely. Mom had to carry him like a baby yesterday.”

“You really want to get spanked, don’t you?” I said, feeling the blush creep up on my cheeks.

“I do, but I also love seeing you blush. You look cute when you blush,” Sabrina said, kissing my reddening cheek.

Amanda smiled at our mother. “Why don’t we give them a little space?”

Valeria nodded. “We’ll be outside. Come out if you need anything.”

They stepped out quietly, their voices trailing down the stairs and eventually out the back door toward the patio.

Tiffany, Sabrina, and I stayed in her room a little longer, just talking. We didn’t even try to force it. One memory sparked another, and soon we were laughing.

Sabrina brought up the time Tiffany got sunburned on just one leg during a beach trip, and Tiffany groaned, burying her face in her pillow.

“I looked like a tomato from the knee down.”

“You were so mad, you walked sideways the entire next day,” I said.

Tiffany laughed. “I still can’t believe you guys let me tan like that.”

“We warned you,” Sabrina teased. “You just wanted to be stubborn. Sounds familiar, Kane?”

I held up my hands. “Hey, don’t drag me into that.”

Then Tiffany brought up the time we tried making a baking video and completely burned a pan of brownies.

“The kitchen still smelled like charcoal for two days,” I added.

“But at least the whipped cream and strawberries were tasty, especially when I got it onto my chest and my little brother pretended not to notice,” Sabrina said with a wink.

Even Tiffany blushed and covered her face again, laughing.

By the end of it, her cheeks were dry, and her smile had settled in like it belonged there.

“Thanks for reminding me who really matters,” she said quietly, glancing at both of us.

Sabrina bumped her knee. “That’s what we’re here for.”

Tiffany stretched and sat up more fully. “Let’s make Kane a smoothie. I owe him one for showing up like this with a rolled ankle.”

Sabrina perked up. “Ooh, yes. That’ll be our nurse duty.”

Tiffany turned to me with a playful look. “Hey, can you lie in my bed for a bit while we go make it?” she asked. “Just want to surprise you when we come back.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Sure. It’s pretty comfortable, anyway.”

She smiled. “Good. You can lie in my bed.”

I watched them head down the hall, and then I lay back on her bed, sinking into the warmth she’d left behind. The pillow still smelled like her.

Tiffany’s room was right above the patio. The window was slightly open. I could hear Valeria and Amanda clearly as they settled into the lounge chairs outside, probably thinking I was still with the girls.

Being curious, I slowly rose from the bed. Moving carefully to avoid putting weight on my bad ankle, I edged closer to the window.

“…should have seen him yesterday,” Valeria said. “He was in so much pain.”

“Poor thing,” Amanda replied. “But knowing you, Valeria, I’m sure you took good care of him.”

There was a pause, and I could hear them sipping on their drinks.

“I did,” Valeria said, her voice dropping slightly. “Though I may have gone a bit beyond normal motherly duties.”

I froze. Was she really about to tell Amanda about what had happened?

“Oh?” Amanda sounded intrigued. “Do tell.”

Valeria sighed. “Promise not to judge me?”

“When have I ever judged you? We’re best friends.”

“Well,” Valeria began hesitantly, “after I helped him into bed, he was still in such discomfort. So I… gave him a release.”

“What kind of release?” Amanda asked, though her tone suggested she already knew.

“I gave him a handjob,” Valeria admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “And then I let him finish on my breasts.”

There was a moment of silence, and I held my breath.

“That’s hot,” Amanda finally said, sounding genuinely impressed rather than shocked. “It’s big, right? I’ve noticed the bulge when he wears those shorts.”

I felt my face grow hot.

Valeria laughed. “I’ve seen and touched it before. But yes, it’s substantial.”

“It’s something else stroking him to a climax, isn’t it?” Amanda pressed. “Different from just seeing him naked and hard.”

“You’re absolutely right,” Valeria agreed. “It’s quite impressive. And that wasn’t all…”

“There’s more?” Amanda sounded delighted.

“This morning,” Valeria continued, lowering her voice further, “I taught Sabrina how to deepthroat properly. We practiced on him.”

I heard Amanda gasp. “No way! Both of you?”

“Both of us,” Valeria confirmed. “It was supposed to be a lesson for Sabrina, but I admit I enjoyed it too.”

“Valeria!” Amanda exclaimed, but she was laughing. “I’m actually getting wet just hearing about this.”

Valeria giggled, the sound girlish and carefree. “I know it sounds crazy, but there’s something so liberating about it. And he’s so appreciative.”

I was painfully hard now, my erection straining against my shorts as I listened to them discuss me so openly. I shifted uncomfortably, trying to adjust myself without making noise.

“I know what you mean,” Amanda said. “When you get to our age, there’s something exciting about being desired by a younger man.”

“Especially one as handsome as Kane,” Valeria replied.

“God, it’s so hot out here,” Amanda said suddenly, setting her glass on the table between them. Without hesitation, she reached for the buttons of her blouse and began unfastening them one by one.

My eyes widened as the fabric parted, revealing a black bra that barely contained her big, gorgeous breasts. She shrugged the blouse off completely, letting it fall behind her on the lounger.

“Much better,” she sighed, running a hand through her auburn hair.

“You’re right, it’s hot,” Valeria said, reaching for her buttons. She undid them slowly, revealing her creamy skin inch by inch until her white bra was fully exposed. She slipped her dress off her shoulders, letting it pool around her waist as she reclined on the lounger.

“I have to tell you something else,” Valeria said, her voice softer now. “Kane told me I was attractive.”

Amanda tilted her head, studying Valeria’s face. “Well, you are. That’s just stating facts.”

“No, you don’t understand,” Valeria said, her voice catching slightly. “The way he said it. It wasn’t just a casual compliment. He looked at me like I was the most gorgeous woman he’d ever seen. Not as his mother, but as a woman.” She reached for a napkin from beside her glass, dabbing at her eyes. “It meant the world to me.”

A tear slipped down her cheek despite her efforts, and she quickly wiped it away.

“I never thought anyone would look at me that way again,” she continued, her voice unsteady. “Especially not someone as young and handsome as Kane.”

Her words warmed my heart as I watched her through the window. I hadn’t realized how much that simple compliment had affected her. Seeing her vulnerability, her genuine emotion at my words, touched something deep inside me. I wanted to go down there, to hold her and tell her again how beautiful she truly was.

Before I could decide what to do, the bedroom door swung open. Sabrina and Tiffany walked in, carrying smoothies.

I quickly moved away from the window, trying to adjust my shorts to hide my obvious erection, but I wasn’t fast enough.

“Were you just spying on Mom?” Sabrina asked, setting the smoothie down on the nightstand. Her eyes darted to the window, then back to the bulge in my shorts. “Oh my god, you’re totally jerking off to Mom and Amanda, aren’t you?”

“I am not,” I shot back, embarrassment flaring through me. I lunged toward her, intending to cover her mouth before she could say anything else, but I forgot about my ankle. Pain shot up my leg as I put weight on it, and I stumbled forward.

Sabrina’s eyes widened as she rushed to catch me before I hit the floor. Her arms wrapped around my waist, steadying me against her body.

“Whoa, easy there,” she said, her tone shifting from teasing to concerned. “Are you okay?”

I grimaced, leaning against her. “Yeah, just forgot about the ankle for a second.”

“Save the tickling and wrestling for when you’re better,” she chided gently, helping me back to the bed. “I was just teasing you.”

We sat and enjoyed the smoothies they’d made, chatting about all sorts of topics. I guessed this was our little break. No one brought up work, and I didn’t want to remind Tiffany of the cruel things they’d said to her. But eventually, she brought up the deepthroating. Before we knew it, we were all nude again. It just seemed to happen that way with us. I was rock hard, eager to have their lips wrapped around my manhood again.

Sabrina proudly showed off her newly acquired skills. She opened wide and took my entire erection into her mouth. Then, inch by inch, she swallowed me until I was buried deep in her throat, her lips pressed against my pubic bone. Tiffany’s mouth fell open, clearly amazed, and eager to master the skill herself.

Sabrina began teaching her what Valeria had taught her: breathe through the nose, relax the throat, and don’t be afraid to push it down. She gently swept Tiffany’s auburn hair away, so I could see her face clearly as she tried again and again to take me deeper. With each attempt, my cock throbbed harder, visibly bulging in her throat. It took time, and plenty of gagging, but she eventually got the hang of it, though she had to come up gasping for air.

She hugged Sabrina tightly and laughed. “You’re a true friend,” she said, then turned to me. “How did that feel?”

“It was perfect,” I said, smiling. “But… you forgot one part.” I gestured down to remind her she hadn’t finished me off.

Tiffany grinned, then took me into her mouth again and sucked me eagerly until I came, flooding her mouth. She pulled off just as her mother knocked and stepped into the room.

“Dinner’s ready. What’s taking so long?” Amanda asked, then froze at the door, covering her mouth as she laughed. “Sorry!”

“It’s fine,” Tiffany said with a blush. “We didn’t hear you.”

“Well, try to come down,” Amanda said. “It’s getting cold.”

We got dressed quickly and joined them downstairs. They’d made fish tacos for us. To my surprise, the dinner wasn’t awkward at all. Amanda and Tiffany were much more open than I’d expected. Valeria looked at me with a warmer, more intimate gaze. I remembered our earlier conversation clearly, and I was glad that what I’d said had meant something to her.

When night fell, it was time to say goodbye, but Tiffany would be back tomorrow. We hugged her warmly.

“Don’t forget who your real friends are,” Valeria reminded her.

“I won’t,” Tiffany said, embracing Sabrina, then turning to me with a sweet smile. “I love you, Kane.”

“I love you too,” I said, holding her close until the moment passed and we had to let go.

* * *

Back home, Sabrina hopped into the shower. While mom stood close to support me, she offered, “Want help upstairs, and maybe an ankle massage?”

“That would be lovely,” I said, more than ready to be close to her again.

Valeria slipped her arm around my waist and helped me up the stairs. I leaned on her more than I needed to, mostly just to feel her warmth. She smelled soft and familiar, and the way her body pressed against mine stirred something deep in my chest, and lower.

Once we reached my room, she guided me to the edge of the bed and helped me sit. She took her time as she began undressing me, unbuttoning my shirt, sliding it off my shoulders, and easing my shorts down over my hips. The intimacy of it, her closeness, her touch, and the tenderness in her eyes had me growing hard before she even got to the massage.

She smiled slightly as she noticed, but chose not to say anything. Instead, she knelt at my feet, lifted my leg gently, and rested my ankle on her thigh. She filled her hand with the ointment and reached down to touch me. She was soft but firm, working slowly and sensually. “How’s this?” she asked, her voice low and caring.

I let out a sigh. “It’s way better now. Thank you.”

She looked up at me with a warm smile, and I hesitated before speaking again. I had wanted to tell her that I heard her earlier, when she told her sister about sucking me off, and more importantly, that the part where I called her attractive had meant a lot to her. “I heard what you said earlier. It meant a lot to you when I told you you were attractive.” I met her gaze. “It really warmed my heart to hear that.”

Valeria paused for a moment, her fingers slowing just a bit before she resumed the massage. Then she smiled, genuinely and touched.

“It did mean a lot,” she said, her eyes meeting mine. “More than you know.”

Her hands kept working over my ankle, but her eyes stayed on mine. The smile she gave me wasn’t just one of gratitude, but it was filled with love and lust as well.

“I think I just … needed to hear that from someone who sees me. Not as a teacher, or a mother,” she said, voice barely above a whisper, “but as a woman.”

“Well,” I said, enjoying this closeness immensely. “That’s exactly how I see you. A strong, sexy woman I’ve wanted more than I ever admitted—until recently.”

A blush crept up her cheeks, but she didn’t look away. Instead, she leaned closer, resting her hands on my thighs, her touch becoming less about massage and more about closeness.

“I want to give something to you,” she murmured. “Anything you want. Just … tell me.”

I looked at her, my mind racing with possibilities. Her eyes were open and full of affection. I thought back to the deepthroat lesson and the way I’d finished in Sabrina’s mouth. It hadn’t been disappointing, but I wanted to finish in Valeria’s mouth instead, enjoying the full taboo as I climaxed completely. “A blowjob would be nice.”

Her smile curved knowingly. “Because you finished in Sabrina’s mouth earlier?”

I nodded. “Yeah … and not yours.”

She giggled, shaking her head in playful disbelief. “So now you’re keeping score?”

“No,” I said, smirking. “Just trying to be fair.”

Valeria slowly rose onto her knees between my legs, her hands sliding up my thighs. “Well, I wouldn’t want to be left out.”

She leaned in and kissed my inner thigh, letting her lips trail upward as her hands worked at the waistband of my boxers. “Besides,” she added, looking up at me through her lashes, “I’ve been thinking about it since I took you in my mouth earlier … I really wanted to taste your load.”

Her fingers freed me, and my erection sprang upward and almost struck her chin. “Careful,” I warned her, which made her giggle.

She wrapped her hand around it slowly, almost reverently, then glanced back up. “How do you want it, slow, deep or wet?”

“All at once,” I said.

“You’ll have it,” she replied, eyeing my erection again.

Valeria’s warm breath fanned across the head of my cock as she leaned in, her lips parting slowly. The first touch of her mouth was soft, wet, and unhurried, like she was enjoying the moment as if it were a dream. She slid her tongue around the tip in a slow swirl, teasing me, making my hips twitch. Then she took me in deeper, inch by inch, her lips forming a tight seal as her hand followed the motion in perfect rhythm.

I threw my head back and sighed in relief. The same intense sensation surged through me, just like before. There was something almost magical about being in my mother’s mouth. She was so experienced, so effortlessly sexy, knowing exactly where to lick and kiss. She knew when to bob her head forward and when to pull back. She had certain experiences that Sabrina didn’t have.

While her lips stretched, she moaned around me. Her tongue pressed along the underside of my shaft as she worked her way down, until I felt the tight, hot resistance of her throat.

Then, with ease, she pushed further, past the gag reflex, until her nose was nearly buried in me, her lips against my skin.

“Oh, Mom,” I whispered, my hand threading into her hair. She flicked her eyes up to meet mine, all the while she kept me there, my cock stuffed in her throat. She didn’t pull away, letting me feel every inch of her. She held there for who knows how long, her throat flexing and squeezing me as she swallowed. I could feel everything, how warm, how snug and how impossibly good it felt to be buried so deep in her.

Then, she pulled back with a gasp, saliva clinging to her lips and running down my shaft, only to plunge back down, faster this time. The sound of it filled the room, wet, messy and intense. True to my wishes, she did it all at once. Each time she bottomed out, I groaned, unable to hold back the shudders that rippled through me. And when she pulled back, she slobbered over my cock, making the most obscene sexual sounds that just pushed me farther to a climax.

Valeria glanced up at me, her eyes horny like a teenager, like she loved watching me unravel for her. “You taste so good,” she said breathlessly, licking the head before swallowing me whole again. She didn’t even take a deep breath. She just wanted to plunge me down her mouth again.

I was close, so close. My thighs tensed, hips twitching as she bobbed faster, her spit coating everything, dripping down to her chest. She gripped my thighs tighter, pulling me deeper each time until she had all of me, again and again, her throat molding to every inch.

“Oh, Mom … I’m gonna—” I barely got the words out.

She didn’t stop. She just sucked me harder.

With a low groan, I erupted deep in her throat, hips jerking as wave after wave of hot cum shot from the tip. She swallowed instinctively, her throat milking every drop while her hands kept steady, guiding me through the climax, making sure I felt as good as possible. I could feel her moaning softly as I filled her mouth—hot, thick semen pouring down her throat.

My eyes rolled to the back of my skull, and for a moment, it felt like I had entered nirvana. The intense pleasure was overwhelming. When I opened my eyes again, I was greeted by the sight of my mother gently sucking me, her gaze locked on mine. Even with me still in her mouth, I could tell she was smiling, genuinely happy to be pleasuring me.

When she finally pulled back, my cock slipped free with a wet sound, gleaming from her effort. Her lips were swollen, her chin slick with spit, and she looked utterly satisfied.

She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, gave me a horny smile, and whispered, “Now that’s
 how you end a lesson.”

I chuckled. “No doubt.”

Valeria leaned up and kissed my cheek, her hand brushing over my chest as she rested beside me for a moment. Her breathing had steadied, and she looked at peace, as if this was a dream of her own.

“I’m glad I could give you that,” she said gently.

“I am, too,” I murmured, running my fingers down her arm. “It felt intense and taboo.”

She smiled. “Good. You deserved something special tonight.”

I nodded, my body still warm and humming from the release. “Goodnight, Mom.”

“Goodnight, sweetheart,” she said, pressing one last kiss to my shoulder before slipping quietly out of the room.

A few minutes later, the door creaked open again, and Sabrina padded in. She’d just showered, and she only wore a pair of panties. “Can we sleep together tonight, too?”

“Of course,” I said and made room for her. “My bed is always open for you.”

She climbed into bed next to me without a word, curling against my side, her head on my chest and one leg draped over mine.

I held her close, letting my hand rest on her back.

She glanced up at me through heavy lashes. “So did Mom give you a blowjob?”

I paused, then nodded. “Yeah. She did.”

“I heard her.” Sabrina smiled, not with jealousy, but something more like relief. “How did it feel?”

“Like a dream,” I said honestly, my voice low. “So warm, so good. Like she knew exactly what I needed.”

Sabrina nuzzled into me. “I’m glad.”

We lay there in silence, our bare bodies pressed together. Her fingers gently traced circles on my chest as I drifted closer to sleep.

“I love this,” she whispered.

“Me too,” I replied, kissing the top of her head.

And with that, we both slipped into sleep, wrapped in warmth, skin to skin, and surrounded by love.





Chapter 7





I
 t had been two weeks since I rolled my ankle, and I could finally walk on my own again, no more using Valeria as a crutch. Still, I’d never forget how close we became during that time, how she stayed by my side, tending to me with such care. I was glad I rolled my ankle. The quality time I got to spend with them more than made up for it.

Valeria had sucked me off almost every night. There were a couple of days when I’d filmed so much with Sabrina and Tiffany that I didn’t have anything left to give, but just having her close to me like that felt amazing. Valeria never took it personally and was always completely understanding. She still hadn’t said outright whether she wanted to officially join us, but she made it clear that she’d support us no matter what.

Right now, we were doing better than ever. We had over three thousand subscribers, pulling in thirty thousand a month. It was a new record, and it gave us a fresh wave of motivation to keep filming more content.

Those numbers still felt surreal, and I had talked to Sabrina and Tiffany not to waste the money on clothes, but we could find our place. They agreed, but Sabrina told me that we had to live too. We agreed to find a balance.

It was currently late afternoon. The house still carried that faint smell of sweat and sex from earlier. The windows were cracked open, but it didn’t matter much. We were used to it.

Sabrina was stretched across the couch in just a loose tank top, no bra. One leg draped over the armrest as she scrolled on her phone, freshly fucked and glowing. I was near the tripod, fiddling with the ring light settings, just making sure everything was saved.

“You think we should’ve used the other angle for the couch shot?” I asked.

“Might’ve made my ass look too good,” she said, winking at me.

I smirked. “Right. Can’t have that.”

We were mid-laugh when a hard knock hit the door. Three sharp raps, most playful and definitely not casual.

“Who’s that?” she asked, frowning.

“I’ll get it,” I said. “You might want to put some clothes on.”

I walked over, still in athletic shorts, and opened the door, not sure what to expect. Standing there was our neighbor. Mid-50s, tight cardigan buttoned to the neck, pale pink lipstick and pressed slacks. She clutched a manila folder like it was a Bible.

“Hi,” she said, her voice stiff. “Sorry to disturb you, but this can’t go unaddressed any longer.”

I blinked. “Okay…?”

Her eyes darted past me, spotting Sabrina putting her bra on. I could see the judgment click into place.

“We’ve heard some very inappropriate sounds coming from this house,” she said. “It’s not just moaning. It’s production. You’re filming pornography in a residential neighborhood.”

Sabrina came by my side, crossing her arms. “Why don’t you get lost—”

I stepped forward, cutting her off with a hand and a calm voice. “We appreciate your concern. But what happens in our home is our business.”

The neighbor scoffed. “Not when your filth echoes through the walls from early morning to late in the nights.”

I kept my tone even. “We’ll keep it down. You’ve said what you needed to say.”

And I shut the door gently in her face, even as she stared daggers.

“God,” Sabrina said, still standing next to me, her fists clenched. “She really said ‘filth’? Like we’re doing something evil?”

“Yeah, apparently the sound of a woman enjoying herself is now a community crisis,” I muttered, walking back to the tripod. “It’s not like the rest of the neighborhood is a bunch of virgins.”

Sabrina flopped back onto the couch. “She should mind her own dry-ass business.”

“And you would’ve made her whole week by yelling,” I said. “That’s what people like her want, something to fuel their rage spiral.”

“She looked at me like I’m some devil woman corrupting the neighborhood,” Sabrina added. “Like I didn’t bake cookies for the block party last month.”

I chuckled. “She probably wouldn’t want you there with mini skirts or crop tops anyway.

“Literally,” she groaned. “The woman is allergic to skin.”

I laughed, even though the tension was still there. Sabrina sighed and pulled a throw pillow into her lap. “She’s going to be the reason we end up in a Nextdoor thread, I swear.”

“Let her post,” I said, stretching my legs. “It’s the algorithm’s problem now.”

“But seriously. Who the hell does she think she is?”

I shook my head. “Let it go. She wants a reaction.”

“She called us immoral.”

“And we’re supposed to care why?”

Finally, Sabrina let it go, but she wanted to talk to Valeria about this.

* * *

An hour later, Valeria pulled in from work. She wore black leggings, a crop sweater, and her hair loose. She barely set her bag down before glancing between us.

“What happened? You both look like someone keyed your car.”

I gave her the short version, but Sabrina couldn’t hold back.

“She called us sex criminals. Said we were corrupting the street. Like we’re running some sort of underground sin den.”

Valeria raised a brow. “Let me guess. Mary Ann? Tight little mouth, always peering through the curtains?”

“And pale lipstick,” I added.

Valeria sighed. “Of course it was her. She filed a complaint last year because Amanda and I sunbathed topless.”

Sabrina huffed. “She’s so dry, she makes the desert jealous.”

Valeria smirked. “She’s bitter. Miserable people always need someone to blame for their loneliness.”

“But doesn’t she have a husband?” I asked her.

“She does, but they probably hate each other too,” our mother said.

Sabrina crossed her arms. “She said what we do is immoral.”

“Morality’s always the excuse when someone can’t mind their own business,” Valeria replied. “She probably watches worse behind closed doors.”

“And takes notes,” I muttered.

“Ignore her,” Valeria said more firmly. “People like that bark loudest when they know they’ve already lost the fight.”

We ate dinner together that night, slowly letting it slide.

* * *

Two days later, late morning. The sun was out, breeze drifted through the open windows. I was in the living room, cleaning up gear from the last shoot.

Sabrina wandered outside to grab the mail, barefoot in pajama shorts and a loose crop top.

A minute later, she came back holding a white envelope, taped shut. No name. Her brow furrowed as she peeled it open and read. “You’re not going to believe this,” she muttered.

She handed it to me, and I read it aloud, “The sounds continue. We hear every disgusting detail. If it doesn’t stop immediately, the authorities will be involved. Find a new hobby before the neighborhood finds a reason to remove you.”

Sabrina let out a slow breath. “She really typed this up like it was an HOA newsletter.”

I frowned. “They’re escalating.”

“It’s so pathetic. Like… if you hate us so much, why keep listening?”

We set the note on the kitchen counter and agreed to wait for Valeria before deciding what to do.

* * *

Later that evening, Valeria came in through the front door in her usual yoga gear. She didn’t even have to ask.

“Okay, what now?”

I handed her the letter. She read it in silence, then set it down, jaw tight.

“Mary Ann.”

“Why all of a sudden has she decided to bother us?” Sabrina asked. “We’ve been filming for months.”

“We’ve been a bit more active lately, though,” I reminded her. “And ever since we told Mom, we’ve been filming a lot more at home.”

Valeria nodded, rubbing her temple. “I’ll go talk to her.”

“I’ll come with you,” I said. “I don’t want her twisting anything you say.”

Valeria placed a hand on my shoulder. “No. I’m your mother, and I don’t want you two getting dragged into this. Besides, if she sees you, she’ll just get defensive. This needs to be woman-to-woman.”

Sabrina muttered, “She’s definitely jealous. Probably hasn’t had decent sex in a decade.”

“That’s an understatement,” I said.

Valeria didn’t waste any time—she headed straight for her.

“I wonder what she’ll say,” Sabrina said.

“Maybe we could listen from your room,” I told her, and we both grinned.

We went upstairs to Sabrina’s room, the one with the best view of the street. We cracked the blinds just enough to peek without being obvious.

Valeria walked calmly down the sidewalk till she reached Mary’s house. She didn’t knock hard, but she didn’t wait long either.

We leaned close to the window. At first, it was muffled, but then parts of the conversation came through in fragments.

“I think it’s inappropriate,” Mary Ann’s voice said. “There are children on this street.”

Valeria’s voice followed. “And none of them are in my house. What I do in my home isn’t your concern.”

“You’re degrading the neighborhood.”

“We’re living our lives…”

There was a pause. Then Mary Ann again, “I just think it’s wrong.”

“And that’s your opinion. But you don’t get to enforce it,” Valeria said.

Sabrina let out a low, impressed whistle beside me. “Damn. She’s handling it.”

I nodded. “Smiling while slicing.”

We stayed quiet again, hanging on every syllable that floated up to the window, but it was difficult to hear every sentence.

Fifteen minutes later, she returned, shut the door and plopped down on the couch with a sigh.

“How’d it go?” I asked.

She exhaled. “Polite, but cold. She played the victim. Thinks we’re damaging the ‘moral integrity’ of the neighborhood.”

“Moral integrity, my ass,” Sabrina muttered.

“She’s not going to stop … Don’t think about her for now. We’ll come up with a solution.”

* * *

It was late in the evening, and we’d cooled down from earlier. We had just eaten and would be heading to bed soon. I checked my phone out of habit. A new message request popped up on my Instagram. I tapped it open and recognized the face immediately.


“You think you’re being discreet? We know exactly what kind of content you’re filming. The next step is the police or your employer.”


I read it out loud, my stomach dropping. “Jesus Christ, that lady can’t leave us alone.”

So much for a good night’s sleep. I got up from my chair and headed downstairs. Valeria was cleaning the living room, and she frowned when she saw me.

“What now?” she asked.

I handed her my phone silently. She took it and scanned the message slowly, her jaw tightening.

“Oh God,” she muttered, rolling her eyes.

“She must be crazy,” I said.

“That’s an understatement,” she replied. She tossed the rag into the kitchen sink, and I sat down next to her on the couch.

“I see this as a sign we need to come up with something.”

Sabrina stepped out of the bathroom and came downstairs when she couldn’t find me in my room. She was wrapped in a towel, her hair still damp.

“What’s going on?” she asked, taking a seat and looking between us.

I passed the phone to her. She read the message, and her face darkened.

“Okay, this is harassment. We could sue for this, right?”

Valeria stayed calm, mulling it over. “We’re not going to escalate it. That’s what she wants. She wants to scare you so you’ll stop completely.”

“How are we supposed to film everything if she’s spying on us?” I asked Valeria.

“From now on, you shoot at my yoga studio. No more filming here.”

I blinked. “You’re okay with us filming there?”

She nodded. “It’s private and soundproof. I’ll take you tomorrow to get a feel for it.”

Sabrina folded her arms. “So what, we just let her win?”

“It’s not about winning,” Valeria said, reminding us she was the only mature adult in this room. “It’s about safety. Mary Ann is unstable. We can’t force her to move. But we can choose to be smarter.” Valeria hesitated, then added, “Honestly … it might be time to think about moving.”

I looked at her, then nodded slowly. “I’m not against it. We’ve made enough. We could get something private and better.”

Sabrina frowned. “I just hate the idea of running. Like we’re hiding.”

Valeria softened. “We’re not hiding. We’re evolving. That woman? She’s stuck in the past.”

I looked around the living room. The old couch. My skate gear leaning near the door. Photos of me and Sabrina when we were kids. This was the space where so many memories had been made—firsts, fights, makeups, summer breaks and so on. But now, everything felt a little smaller, like it had done its job. Sabrina and I were adults, and we were making a bank on our own.

“It’s still hard to let go,” I said quietly. “But maybe it’s time.”

Sabrina exhaled and leaned back. “How would we even afford a property? Like, a real one.”

Valeria smiled without hesitation. “That’s not a problem. You two are making a lot after all. You can make it happen.”

Sabrina looked at her. “We don’t want to move without you.”

Valeria looked at both of us. “You still want to live with me?”

“Yes,” we both said in unison.

“You’ve been so open and supportive of us,” I pointed out. “If we move, you should come with us.”

“And besides, you’ve helped us a lot with our content,” Sabrina added.

Valeria had that same smile as when she’d heard me call her attractive. It meant a lot to her that we hadn’t wanted to run away from her. “We could do this together. Co-own the place. Amanda could easily help us find a place on top of it.”

“We agree,” Sabrina and I said in unison.

Valeria blinked like she hadn’t expected that level of closeness, and then she nodded. “That actually sounds kind of perfect.”

The three of us sat down at the table, the phone still face down between us. The threat lingered, but so did a sense of clarity. “It will still take time to find a property, so you’ll still have to use my workplace,” she reminded us. “I’ll show you the studio tomorrow. You’ll see how it feels to shoot there.”

“But didn’t we promise Tiffany we’d go to the beach tomorrow?” Sabrina asked.

I looked at her. “Maybe you still can. I’ll go with Mom.”

Sabrina paused, then nodded. “Alright. I’m on my weekend anyway.”

Valeria smiled at me, then at her. “Perfect.”





Chapter 8





I
 t was late in the morning, and we were all up and running. The sun was out, the skies bright and cloudless. A light breeze drifted in through the open windows as Sabrina stood at the door, a beach bag slung over her shoulder, while wearing sunglasses.

She wrapped her arms around me and squeezed her tits against my chest. “Behave while I’m gone.”

“You should behave,” I shot back.

“Uh-uh … I’m older than you,” she teased me. “Don’t forget that.”

I broke the hug to press my lips to hers.

Then she called out to Valeria, “Don’t let him sweet-talk you too much.”

Valeria stepped into view, keys in hand, dressed in sleek pink yoga leggings and a matching top. Her hair was tied into a clean, high ponytail, and she radiated warmth and sexuality as usual.

“I make no promises either,” she replied, her mouth curling into a smile.

Sabrina laughed and waved us off before heading down the walkway toward Tiffany’s car. I shut the door behind her, turned, and found Valeria already watching me.

“You ready?” she asked.

I nodded. It always felt nice to spend some alone time with her. I hopped into the car, and she sat behind the wheel.

We went straight to the highway. The windows were rolled down, and the breeze ruffled Valeria’s ponytail as she leaned into the wheel.

“I’m glad it’s just us today,” I said.

“Your sister hasn’t behaved or?” she asked flirtatiously.

“No, not like that … It’s just nice being with you.”

“I feel the same,” she said. She glanced at me with a smile. “It’s been a while since I’ve had a day that felt like mine.”

We chatted about the idea of moving, what kind of space we’d want. “Let’s find something fancy,” she said. “With plenty of privacy.”

“How will we be able to afford that?” I asked her.

“You’re already making a bank. I got plenty of savings, and I’ll sell the house,” she said.

“I see,” I said.

“See it as an investment,” she said. “So you can work in peace.”

Then the conversation naturally drifted to Mary Ann. “People like her don’t want peace,” Valeria said. “They want control. We’re just reminders of everything they never dared to do.”

“I never thought about it in that way,” I said. “I thought Sabrina had a point that no one wants to sleep with her.”

“Well, that too,” she said, then glanced at me again. “But you are living, and I have a feeling you’re just getting started. Don’t let anyone get in your way, whether they’re fake friends or crazy neighbors.”

I didn’t reply. I just let her words settle as I stared out at the horizon. She was right.

* * *

We arrived at her workplace. The yoga studio was tucked away near a wooded hillside, a modern building with large windows and a clean, neutral façade. The trees around it offered natural privacy, perfect for shooting some content.

Valeria parked, stepped out, and stretched slightly. “Do you remember the last time you were here?”

“I think it was about two years ago. You needed help moving some things, right?”

“Yeah, I wanted to take advantage of those muscles,” she said with a wink.

“I wasn’t even that muscular back then,” I pointed out.

“Any excuse to spend some quality time with you,” she said eagerly, taking my hand. “Come on, let’s go.”

She welcomed me inside and gave me a quick tour. Everything was spotlessly clean, with plants and flowers arranged beautifully all around us. She led me into a relaxation room with beds and massage chairs.

“If you decide to do anything in here, make sure to clean up the semen and her honey,” she said with a wink.

“We will,” I replied, already thinking how embarrassing it would be to make a mess in her place.

Then she showed me the main studio, a spacious, open room with wall-to-wall mirrors, high ceilings, and a stunning view of the forest. Sunlight streamed through the windows, filling every corner with warmth.

I did a slow turn, taking it in. “This place is perfect,” I said. “It’s peaceful … but sexy too.”

She chuckled. “That’s exactly how I’ve always seen it.”

She walked toward the center of the room while I wandered toward the far wall, letting my fingers skim the polished mirror.

I turned back just in time to see her watching me. Not just watching but studying. Her arms were crossed, but her stance was open. “I’ve thought about having sex in here,” she confessed out of nowhere.

I blinked. “You have?” It didn’t surprise me. It felt so peaceful and private here.

She nodded and turned toward me. “Before we ever spoke openly about sex, I used to stay late here, waiting for all the women to leave. I’d light a couple of candles and masturbate by myself, just dreaming of being touched.”

As she said this, I felt my cock stir to life.

“That’s why it wasn’t until recently that I caught you,” I said.

She giggled. “Yes… That’s true.”

Her eyes never left mine, and the sexual tension between us was instant and undeniable.

“Do you want something to cool down? Maybe some fruit?” she offered.

“Sure,” I said, knowing she’d probably already noticed my erection.

She walked over to a small fridge and pulled out a cooler bag. Inside were cut mango slices, fresh figs, and grapes. She brought them over and we sat down on the wooden floor near the mirrors, barefoot and facing each other. Although I found it a bit difficult to sit on the floor. I didn’t have the same mobility as hers.

“You aren’t too stiff?” she asked.

I thought of something completely else and glanced down at my shorts.

“No, I meant your flexibility,” she said and chuckled. “We can sit on chairs too.”

“No, it’s fine,” I said, trying not to blush.

Our knees brushed occasionally as we indulged in the fruits. We talked about houses and what our dream home would be. She said she wanted something with clean lines and especially an ocean view. I said I just wanted room to breathe and privacy without crazy neighbors.

Her posture softened the longer we talked, and her fingers grazed my hand every time she reached for more fruit. She licked juice off her fingertips after a fig and laughed at something dumb I said. But it wasn’t a laugh. It was the way she looked at me right after.

Then she asked, “How many subscribers do you guys have now?”

“A bit over three thousand,” I said.

She blinked, impressed, and smiled. “Wow, congrats. That’s amazing.”

I grinned. “It only took off like that after your lessons.”

She rolled her eyes playfully. “Come on, you can’t give me all the credit.”

“No, seriously,” I said. “Every time we try something new, it spikes.”

Her lips curved into a teasing smile, but her eyes lingered. She caught the hint.

“You mean… You want me on camera?”

I didn’t say anything right away. I just held her gaze, and I could see that she was genuinely considering it.

“You said you’d think about it…”

Valeria’s eyes flickered with something mischievous. She set down the last grape and leaned toward me. “And you know what that would imply, right?” she asked, her voice a little horny.

My heart hammered against my ribs. “I think so?”

She smiled, running her fingers through her ponytail before releasing it completely. Her hair cascaded down her shoulders as she shook it free. “I think your viewers want more than a blowjob though.”

“They do,” I said. “They like vanilla stuff, but sex and especially anal always get more views.”

“I haven’t had sex in years,” she said. “I’d have to warm up first to even consider doing it on camera.”

My mother sure knew how to make me hard and aroused. I felt my cock hardening and hardening, as if every breath she took pumped it thicker. “Now … what are you suggesting?”

“Maybe we could have sex,” she said, the bluntness making my breath catch. “You did say you found me attractive, after all. I hope that wasn’t a lie.”

My eyes widened. Even knowing where things had been heading between us, hearing her say it so directly sent a jolt through me. The taboo of it hung between us, but instead of repelling me, it only heightened my desire. “It wasn’t a lie,” I admitted, my voice hoarse. “I’ve wanted it for longer than I should admit.”

She rose and walked to a storage closet. I watched her hips sway, the yoga pants hugging every curve. But my eyes fixed on the center of her ass, wondering whether I’d truly see her womanhood today. When she returned, she carried a thick pink yoga mat, which she unfurled onto the hardwood floor. “Would you mind giving me a proper build-up?”

“Not at all,” I said, realizing she was serious.

“Well then,” she said, kicking off her shoes, “today I’ll be your yoga instructor … And your sex teacher.” She giggled then, a sound so youthful and carefree it reminded me of Sabrina’s laugh when she was truly happy.

“Sure,” I said, not sure where or how to start.

She reached behind her back and unhooked her sports bra, letting it fall away. My jaw dropped as her breasts spilled free, full, round, with peachy nipples that hardened before my eyes.

“Do you usually do yoga naked?” I asked, still staring.

“We have those classes,” she said with a giggle. “For the bold women.”

“I’d definitely want to join one of those,” I said.

Without breaking eye contact, she slipped off her thong, standing completely naked in front of me. My gaze dropped to her womanhood. She was completely shaved, her pussy puffy, pink, and glistening. The moist slit shimmered with beads of arousal, as if already begging for a cock to slide in.

“Wow,” I breathed. “You’re beautiful.”

Her cheeks flushed, matching the soft pink between her thighs. “Will you be able to focus?” she asked teasingly.

“I’ll try,” I said.

“Alright,” she said, settling into a pose. “Watch me and then you’ll join me.”

I watched her. She moved into the first pose, downward dog, her ass high in the air, legs straight, palms flat on the mat. The position displayed every curve of her body, her breasts hanging, her pink sex visible between her thighs. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the glistening evidence of her arousal, and I found it difficult to control my urges. I just wanted to tear my clothes off and enter her right there.

“Yoga teaches patience,” she continued, voice steady despite her compromising position. “And control.”

She flowed seamlessly into several other poses, which resembled sexual positions. She transitioned into Child’s Pose, stretching her arms forward while her knees spread wide, ass raised slightly. The position exposed her pussy, and I could see her lips parting as if it were an invitation.

“This pose is for relaxation,” she said. “But it can be modified.” She reached back with one hand, fingers grazing her wet entrance before sliding between her folds. My heart was racing, and I wasn’t sure how much longer I could stand here.

Next came Warrior Two, her legs spread in a wide stance, arms extended. Her breasts swayed gently with each breath, nipples pointing directly at me. “Notice how open this position is,” she said, maintaining eye contact.

“I see everything,” I said, earning a grin from her.

She moved into Bridge Pose, her back arched high off the mat, pelvis thrust upward.

“Jesus, Valeria,” I muttered, adjusting myself through my shorts.

“Too much?” she asked with a knowing smile, lowering her hips only to raise them again in a slow, deliberate motion that mimicked sex.

“It’s becoming too much.”

She flowed into Happy Baby next, lying on her back, knees pulled to her chest, thighs spread wide as she held her feet. Her pussy was completely exposed, wet and swollen.

“Can I join you now?” I asked.

“Take off your clothes,” she said with a chuckle. “And come join me.”

My hands trembled as I pulled my shirt over my head, then pushed my shorts and boxers down in one motion. My erection sprang free, standing proudly against my stomach.

“Come closer,” she said, shifting to sit cross-legged on the mat, her pussy open and sweet.

I knelt before her, our knees touching. She reached out and placed her hands on my shoulders, her touch electric against my bare skin.

“I’ve been thinking about this for so long,” she confessed, her thumbs tracing circles on my collarbone. “Wondering what it would feel like to cross this line with you.”

“Me too,” I admitted, placing my hands on her thighs, feeling the softness of her skin. “Every time you helped me with my ankle, every night you took me in your mouth … I wanted more.”

She leaned forward and pressed her lips to mine—our first real kiss. We explored first, gently sucking on each other’s lip, but it quickly deepened as years of suppressed desire broke free. Her tongue slid against mine, and I groaned into her mouth, tasting the sweetness of mango still lingering on her lips.

She broke the kiss and guided me to lie on my back. Horny and excited, she straddled my thighs, positioning herself above my erection. Her hand wrapped around my shaft, stroking slowly as she aligned our bodies.

“No more teasing now,” she whispered, her voice thick with need.

I nodded wordlessly, my heart beating with emotion and desire as she lowered herself onto me. The first touch of her warm, wet pussy against my tip made us both gasp. Then, slowly, she sank down, taking me inch by inch. It felt like slow motion, watching how her pussy sank down and enveloped my cock until I was fully sheathed within her.

“Oh, wow,” she moaned, her head falling back, exposing big boobs. “You feel better than I imagined, Kane.”

“So do you,” I said as her pussy lips touched down on my groin.

She began to rock her hips, finding a rhythm that had us both breathing heavily. The sensation of being inside my mother wasn’t just overwhelming but forbidden, intense and perfect. Her inner muscles gripped me snugly, like she was made for me and me alone.

I watched as my cock disappeared and reappeared inside her, coming out slick and wet every time.

After a few minutes of my mother continuously fucking me, she leaned forward and whispered in my ear, “I want to try something else. Missionary. I want to see your face above me.”

“Sure,” I said and would love to experience it with her.

We shifted positions, with me now hovering over her as she lay back on the yoga mat. Her legs parted for me, and I settled between them, guiding myself back to her entrance. As I pushed inside again, her eyes locked with mine, full of trust and desire.

“Wait,” she said, placing a hand on my chest. With a mischievous smile, she reached down and lifted her right leg, extending it straight up alongside my body until her ankle rested on my shoulder. Then, with incredible control, she extended her left leg out to the side, creating a perfect split beneath me.

“Jesus,” I breathed, stunned by her flexibility. Her body was completely open to me in this position, allowing me to sink even deeper inside her.

“Years of yoga,” she explained with a wink, her voice slightly strained from the stretch. “Now you can see why I love it.”

I began to thrust, slowly at first, then as I got hornier, the sight of her body contorted in such an erotic display drove me wild. Her breasts bounced with each impact, and her moans echoed through the empty studio.

“Faster,” she urged, her fingers digging into my shoulders. “Don’t hold back.”

I complied, increasing my pace until the sound of our skin slapping together filled the room. She maintained the split effortlessly, even as her body trembled with pleasure.

“I’m going to come,” I said, feeling the pressure building rapidly at the base of my spine, and I couldn’t hold back any longer.

“That’s normal, sweetie,” she moaned, her body trembling beneath mine. Her eyes fluttered shut for a few seconds as the pleasure overwhelmed her. Then she opened them again and locked her gaze with mine.

The way she looked at me, that deep, intimate connection, was the final push I needed to climax. With a final deep thrust, I buried myself in her vagina and came harder than ever, emptying myself inside her as my cum splashed and spilled all over her pink interior. The sensation was overwhelming, not just physically, but emotionally. This wasn’t just sex; it was a connection deeper than anything I’d experienced before.

Closing her eyes, Valeria moaned, her back arching as her own orgasm hit. Her pussy clenched around me, squeezing out every drop as her entire body shuddered with pleasure. She opened her eyes, which were filled with such raw emotion that it took my breath away.

As our breathing slowed, I remained inside her, neither of us wanting to break the connection just yet. Her face glowed with a radiance I’d never seen before, flushed cheeks, parted lips, and eyes bright with satisfaction and joy.

“I needed that,” she whispered, her hand gently caressing my face. “God, I needed that more than I realized.”

Her inner muscles continued to pulse around me, as if reluctant to let me go. I carefully withdrew from her warm, intimate hole, watching as my cum began to seep from between her swollen, freshly-fucked lips.

We both sat up, catching our breath.

“How did it feel for you?” she asked, her voice soft and curious.

“It was the most intense orgasm of my life,” I admitted.

“For me too,” she said with a warm smile. “I’m glad we did this.”

“So am I,” I replied, meaning every word.

Valeria’s gaze drifted around the studio, taking in the mirrors that had reflected our mating, the sunlight streaming across the polished floor, and the quiet seclusion that had allowed us this moment. Her eyes suddenly widened as if struck by inspiration.

“Maybe…” she said, rising to her feet, “I want to try to film some clips with you, see how it goes.”

I stared at her, stunned by her confirmation. We’d suggested it before, but Valeria seemed unsure. “I think it’s time to try something new in life,” she said. “I’ve spent years teaching others to connect with their bodies, to find joy in movement. Why shouldn’t I explore that joy myself?”

“You’d really want to be on camera with me?” I asked her as if it were too good to be true.

She nodded, reaching out to touch my face tenderly. “I’m tired of hiding what I want. Life is too short for that. I learned that now … after experiencing how good it felt to have sex with you.” Her thumb traced my bottom lip. “Besides, I’ve seen how successful you and Sabrina have become. Maybe I could contribute something to that.”

“You’d be amazing,” I said honestly. “The subscribers would go crazy for you.”

“For us,” she corrected, her eyes twinkling. “They’d go crazy for us together.”

She stretched, completely comfortable in her nakedness. My seed trickled down her inner thigh, and she made no move to wipe it away. Instead, she walked to the wall of mirrors, studying her reflection with a critical but appreciative eye. “I’m not twenty anymore,” she mused, running her hands over the gentle curve of her stomach, the fullness of her breasts. “But I’m not ashamed of this body. It’s strong and it’s given life.” She turned to look at me over her shoulder. “And it can still give pleasure.”

I watched her, marveling at her confidence and beauty. “It can,” I said softly.

She smiled and walked back to me, pulling me into a tight embrace. Our naked bodies pressed together, still warm and slightly damp with sweat.

“Thank you,” I murmured against her hair.

“For what?” she asked, leaning back to look at me.

“For being so open.”

“You’ve given me something precious today. A second chance at feeling truly alive.”

We stayed like that for a long moment, holding each other, feeling the steady rhythm of our heartbeats while her soft breasts pressed against my chest. Then she kissed me again, her lips soft and sweet.

“We should probably clean up,” she said eventually, glancing down at the evidence of our lovemaking still glistening on her thighs. “Then head back home.”

“Yeah,” I agreed reluctantly, not wanting this moment to end.

She led me to a small shower in the back of the studio, where we washed each other slowly, our hands exploring each other’s bodies. By the time we dressed and locked up the studio, the afternoon was well advanced.

Valeria hummed along to the radio, occasionally reaching over to squeeze my hand or rest her palm on my thigh. Her entire demeanor had changed, as if a weight had been lifted from her shoulders.

When we pulled into our driveway, she turned to me before getting out. “I’m happy, Kane. Truly happy.”

“So am I,” I replied.

We walked into the house together, finding Sabrina on the couch, scrolling through her phone. She looked up as we entered, her eyes immediately narrowing as she took in our expressions.

“You two look different,” she said, sitting up straighter. “How was the yoga studio?”

Valeria couldn’t contain her smile as she set her keys down. “It was perfect. Kane loved it.”

Sabrina’s gaze darted between us, her intuition clearly picking up on the shift in our dynamic. “Mom, why are you so glowy? You look like you just won the lottery or something.”

Valeria laughed, a free, unrestrained sound that I hadn’t heard in years. She walked over and perched on the arm of the couch next to Sabrina. “I just have the best son and daughter in the world, that’s all.”

Sabrina’s eyes widened, and her gaze darted between us. She set her phone down. “Wait a minute,” she said, studying Valeria’s flushed face and my slightly disheveled hair. A knowing grin spread across her lips. “You two had sex, didn’t you?”

Valeria’s cheeks turned a deeper shade of pink, but she didn’t deny it. Instead, she nodded, a mixture of shyness and pride in her expression. “We did.”

“I knew it!” Sabrina exclaimed, clapping her hands together. “I could tell the second you walked in. That’s the same glow I get after we film … How was it? Was it amazing? I bet it was amazing.”

“It was like a dream,” Valeria admitted, glancing at me with a smile. “Your brother is quite talented.”

“Tell me about it,” Sabrina replied with a smirk. “That’s why our fans love him.”

“Speaking of fans,” Valeria said, taking a deep breath. “I’ve been thinking about what you suggested before. About filming some clips with you two.”

Sabrina froze, her mouth falling open. “Are you serious?”

“I am,” Valeria replied, her voice steady and certain. “I want to try it. Just a few clips at first, to see how it feels.”

“This is going to be so much fun!” Sabrina jumped up and threw her arms around Valeria’s neck. “Our subscribers are going to lose their minds when they see you.”

Valeria laughed, returning the hug. “I hope so. But I’ll need some guidance. I’m not as experienced with being on camera as you two.”

“Don’t worry about that,” I said, joining them. “We’ll help you with everything.”





Chapter 9





T
 he sun beat down hard as we drove. Inside the car, the AC hummed, doing its best to keep up. Valeria drove, her sunglasses low on her nose, a form-fitting black tank top hugging her chest and tight gym shorts showing off her long legs. She wore her hair loose, fluttering slightly in the breeze.

Sabrina and I sat in the backseat, pressed close. Now and then, she leaned over me to adjust the playlist on the dash, her thigh brushing against mine. I wiped the sweat from my brow. It was hot, but I knew what awaited me would be even hotter.

We were on our way to Valeria’s yoga studio to film her first scene. I was already rock hard, and the thought of being inside her again drove me wild. Just a couple of days ago, we’d made love for the first time, and I’d been craving her ever since.

Valeria glanced at us through the rearview mirror. “You know… I’ve never done anything like this,” she reminded us again. “But honestly? It feels amazing already, to be seen, feeling sexy and wanted.”

I leaned forward slightly between the seats, just enough so she could hear me clearly. “You should feel that,” I said. “Every time, and today, I’ll make sure you do.”

“You’re the best, Kane,” she said as I made her smile.

* * *

We reached the studio, and Valeria parked and stretched her arms overhead as she stepped out and led us inside.

Valeria moved through the space, then paused near the mirror and pulled out a small makeup kit. She sat at the low bench and began applying a light foundation, then carefully blended blush into her cheeks. She rechecked her face multiple times till she moved onto soft eyeliner and fluttery lashes that made her eyes pop. She finished with a coat of rich lipstick that made her already full lips even more irresistible.

I watched her the whole time. She looked naturally beautiful from the start.

“You know,” I said, “you were already pretty. You didn’t need all that.”

She smiled at her reflection and replied, “Some finishing touches don’t hurt.”

I chuckled. “Fair enough. But I’d still want you just as much without them.”

Sabrina got to work. She checked the camera batteries, adjusted tripods, and played around with the angles.

Valeria turned to me, a playful glint in her eyes. “So this is what it feels like to be the star of the show.”

I didn’t look away. “You already were. We’re just pressing record now.”

We then got to work. Valeria dropped to her knees, her hands gliding up my thighs. She had that horny MILF look in her eyes, biting her bottom lip as she stroked my bulge. Sabrina was right behind me, holding onto the camera to create a first-person POV.

Valeria undid my waistband and pulled me out with care. She giggled lightly when she saw me hardening right in front of her eyes. The tip poised directly at her lipstick-painted lips. She sensually licked her lips first before she even touched me with her mouth. And when she swallowed me for the first time, quenching some of that heat, I struggled not to moan.

Pulling her head back, she gave slow, deliberate strokes at the base while her tongue teased the head, circling it slowly. She kept eye contact as her lips wrapped around me again and sank an inch at a time, moaning low in her throat.

Her pace built gradually. She began to take more of me, sucking deeper, spit coating everything. She spat right at my erection, only to lick up everything the following second.

Sabrina adjusted the camera, capturing Valeria’s cheeks hollowing with each bob. Valeria paused, kissed the tip, then went down harder, drool spilling from the corner of her lips. She smirked when I groaned.

“You look incredible like this,” I mouthed, fingers brushing through her hair.

She winked before shoving her head forward again, taking more, faster and sloppier. She was confident, filthy and elegant at the same time.

After several minutes of torturous sucking, it was time to spread her legs. She undressed in front of the camera, making Sabrina’s grin widen and my girth even wider. I wanted to enter her again and again. I lay down, and she crawled onto my lap. She kissed me hard, her tongue tasting like everything she’d just done.

She positioned herself, guiding me to her entrance, then sank onto my cock with a gasp. Her walls clenched around me as she rolled her hips slowly.

We moved to the mirrored wall, shifting into a deeper position with her riding me in reverse cowgirl, giving Sabrina full view of her bouncing ass and the way I slid in and out of her slick, dripping pussy.

“Fuuuck,” she whispered, her body rocking hard against mine.

She grabbed the mirror for support while I thrust up into her, each movement making the glass vibrate. She was loud now, moaning without shame, her tits bouncing freely in front of her reflection.

“I didn’t think it would feel this good… being watched.”

“It’s not the camera,” I told her. “It’s you.”

We moved through several positions, each more intense than the last. First, I took her from behind, seizing her soft cheeks and driving into her with steady, hungry strokes. Then she rolled onto her side, and I lifted her leg so high she split open for me, letting me sink even deeper. Every thrust, every gasp, was captured on camera, making the whole experience pulse with an extra edge of eroticism.

For the final, we switched again. She demanded a facial, and I’d happily give it to her. She dropped to her knees, tits heaving as she stroked me fast, her tongue flicking the tip. She aimed it right at her face, like a faucet ready to spray all over her face.

She looked me right in the eyes while stroking me with her soft hands. “Come for me, sweetie,” she said in her tender voice. I groaned and I curled my toes. I let go and came across her face—thick pearly ropes hitting her cheek, her lips, one even landing on her tongue. Then she continued to stroke me, making sure she covered her entire face in her son’s cum.

She stuck out her tongue with a pool of semen and then she swallowed it with a satisfied sigh.

“Geeze, you’re hot.”

“I’m glad,” she said, smiling despite the mess I’d covered her face with. Sabrina helped clean Valeria’s face, praising her performance.

We decided to take a break. We sat together, still breathless and sweaty from all the fucking, passing a towel and sipping from a water bottle. Sabrina pulled the footage onto the screen.

Valeria leaned in, still topless, her thighs glistening with sweat and slick. “I actually don’t look bad,” she said.

“You look gorgeous and sexy at the same time,” Sabrina pointed out.

“Sabrina is right,” I said again, kissing her damp shoulder.

We were all satisfied with the clips, and Valeria then looked at me as I was becoming hard again. “Ready for round two?”

I nodded. “What do you have in mind?”

“How about anal?” she asked with a grin, making me rock hard.

“There’s your answer,” Sabrina said, waggling her eyebrows.

Sabrina set the camera low. Valeria got into position, on all fours, her ass arched high, her cheek resting on the cushion.

I knelt behind her and kissed the curve of her back, then her ass. I applied lube, slowly sliding in one finger, then two, working her open as her breathing picked up.

“Tell me if you need me to stop.”

“No stopping,” she whispered. “Just give it to me.”

I chuckled. I had never heard her this horny before. I got into position with my erection poised right at her lubed-up rosebud. I gently pushed the tip in first, parting her puckered hole as I slid in the head first. Valeria gasped as I pushed deeper, her tight ring stretching around my girth. The sensation was overwhelming, tighter than her pussy and gripping me with an intensity that made my vision blur. Her muscles clenched and relaxed as her body adjusted to the backdoor intrusion, each tiny movement sending waves of pleasure through both our bodies.

“Oh god,” she moaned, her voice muffled against the cushion. “It’s been so long since I’ve felt this.”

I held her hips steady, watching in awe as her asshole swallowed my cock inch by inch. The taboo of penetrating my mother’s most forbidden entrance made my heart race wildly. When I was fully seated inside her, we both paused, breathing heavily, connected in the most intimate way possible.

“You okay?” I whispered, stroking her back.

She nodded, her eyes closed in concentration. “Yes… just… give me a moment.”

After several deep breaths, she began to push back against me, signaling she was ready. I started with slow, shallow thrusts, watching her rosebud stretch around my shaft as I withdrew and pushed back in. The sight was mesmerizing, my cock disappearing into my mother’s ass and her cheeks quivering with each impact.

“Harder,” she said, glancing over her shoulder. “I can take it.”

I increased my pace, driving deeper, feeling her inner walls clutch at me. The squelching sounds of lube and the slap of skin against skin filled the studio. Valeria’s moans grew louder, more primal, as I claimed her ass with increasingly powerful thrusts.

“That’s it, sweetie,” she encouraged me, reaching back to spread her cheeks wider. “Take what’s yours.”

She offered her body completely, surrendering her most private opening to me in an act of ultimate trust.

Sabrina circled us with the camera, capturing every angle of our ass fucking. “This is so fucking hot,” she murmured, zooming in on where we were joined.

Valeria’s back arched deeper as she pushed herself onto me, meeting each thrust with nothing else besides pure lust. Her inner muscles clenched around my shaft, massaging it in ways her pussy couldn’t. The pressure built at the base of my spine, intensifying with each plunge into her forbidden channel.

“I’m close,” I told her, my fingers digging into the soft flesh of her hips.

“Inside,” Valeria gasped between moans. “Come inside me.”

And I did, with a final, deep thrust, I buried myself in her ass and exploded. The orgasm ripped through me, my cock pulsing as I pumped load after load deep into her.

Valeria collapsed forward onto the cushion, her body trembling with aftershocks as my seed filled her deepest passage. When I carefully withdrew, my cum began to trickle from her gaping hole, a pearly stream against her flushed skin.

“Here, let me help,” Sabrina said, grabbing a soft towel from her bag. She knelt behind Valeria and gently dabbed at the creamy mess leaking from her stretched asshole. “You did amazing, Mom. You took it like a pro.”

“Thank you.” Valeria hummed contentedly as Sabrina continued to clean her. “But be careful, sweetie. I’m still sensitive there.”

“I know,” Sabrina replied, her touch becoming even more delicate as she wiped away the last traces of my cum. She paid special attention to Valeria’s puckered entrance, which was still slightly open and glistening with lube and semen. “There. All clean now.”

Valeria rolled onto her side with a satisfied sigh. “Thank you.”

We all settled onto the cushions, and Sabrina prepared to show us the footage. “Want to see how incredible you looked?” she asked Valeria, turning the screen so we could all view it.

Valeria nestled between us, her head resting on my shoulder as the video began to play. The three of us watched in silence as the scenes unfolded. Valeria’s sloppy blowjob, her riding me reverse cowgirl, and finally, the intense anal session we’d just completed.

It was perfect, and our mother looked hot as hell in every scene.

“I feel young again,” she admitted, smiling warmly.

“You look young,” I told her truthfully, and she wrapped her arms around me in a nude embrace.

“It just feels so much better doing this,” she said, holding me tightly before breaking the hug. “I just hope your fans will appreciate me.”

“It’s our
 fans, first of all,” Sabrina said. “And secondly? I know they will.”

None of us could argue with Sabrina. She had a way of making things sound certain.

We got cleaned up and slipped back into our clothes. Afterward, we snacked on some fruit and started getting ready to head out.

But then Valeria’s phone buzzed. She checked it, then answered. “Hey, what’s up?”

Amanda’s voice came through the speaker. “I just found a property I think you’ll love, a top-floor penthouse, ocean view with plenty of privacy. It’s exactly what you said you were looking for.”

Valeria sat up straighter, eyes lighting up. “That sounds great.”

“And if you want to see it today … I can give you a tour.”

She looked over at me and Sabrina. “What do you guys think? Want to go check out a possible dream home?”

We didn’t need convincing.

* * *

Valeria drove us there, and we were all curious about what Amanda had found. We pulled up outside and parked in front of the building. It was modern and new, sleek lines and clean surfaces, with a private entrance tucked beside a row of palm trees. Everything looked upscale without trying too hard. And the big plus was that it was only a ten-minute walk from the beach.

We headed inside and greeted Amanda and Tiffany with warm hugs and kisses. Amanda looked stunning in her fitted blazer and pencil skirt, every bit the sharp and sexy real estate agent.

She gave her friend a playful look. “So? How did your first scene go?”

Valeria lit up, clearly pleased by the question. “It went great. You’ll see it soon. And I hope you’re ready to see a lot more.”

Amanda raised an eyebrow, grinning. “Oh, I’m looking forward to it.”

Tiffany, hanging close by, looked at me curiously. “So … what positions did you guys do?”

I grinned, not shy about it. “Started with a blowjob. Then she rode me by the mirror. We ended with a facial before moving onto anal.”

Tiffany’s eyes widened, her cheeks blushing slightly. “Damn. That actually turns me on. Sounds super sexy.”

I nodded, still remembering the look on Valeria’s face as I came all over her cheeks, nose and eyes. “It was. Every second of it.”

Amanda led us into the elevator, and we rode up to the top floor. She escorted us to the door, then opened it and welcomed us into a spacious living room overlooking the ocean.

The view wasn’t only unreal, but there was also a jacuzzi in the corner. We headed straight to the balcony, drawn by the open horizon. I placed my hands on the glass railing and got lost in the dreamy seascape. I could already picture the breathtaking purple sunsets and imagined unwinding here after a long day of work.

Sabrina stood beside me, her eyes wide with awe. “Wow, this is a dream.”

I nodded, still stunned. “This is like something out of a movie.”

We lingered outside for several minutes, soaking it all in before finally turning back into the living room.

Valeria walked through the space slowly, fingertips grazing the marble island in the kitchen. “What a beautiful kitchen.”

Amanda looked pleased that we were already enjoying it. She led us through the open floor plan, pointing out custom cabinetry, smart lighting, and built-in audio. As she walked ahead in her tight skirt and heels, I couldn’t help but admire how damn sexy she looked as a real estate agent. No wonder she made so many sales.

She caught me staring and turned with a teasing grin. “Kane … hasn’t Valeria been enough for you today?”

Sabrina snorted. “He can come up to five times a day. Seriously.”

Amanda blinked, genuinely surprised. “Well then, sounds like you three are going to have a lot of fun with him.”

The penthouse had three spacious bathrooms and six bedrooms. We ended up in the master bedroom, the four of us standing near the glass wall that faced the sea.

Sabrina looked around and grinned. “This bedroom is perfect for sex.”

Valeria raised an eyebrow then smirked. “Maybe. But since we have so many bedrooms, we should keep one exclusively for filming.”

We all nodded. It made sense.

“We can definitely set one up for shooting,” I said. Then I looked at Valeria. “Are you planning on doing this full time now?”

She nodded confidently. “I already terminated the rental contract for the yoga studio. I want to help you both as much as I can. We’re in this together.”

After the tour, we’d pretty much settled for this property.

Being close to her daughter, Amanda asked gently, “You sure you’re ready for this?”

Tiffany nodded. “I am.” Tiffany was also moving in with us. It would make us more productive having her here as well.

Amanda swallowed then smiled. She was proud of her, but I could see on her face that it wasn’t easy letting her go. “I’ll come visit you guys a lot,” she said.

“You’re always welcome,” Valeria replied warmly.

Amanda and our mom were a lot like me and my sister, close, peaceful, and full of love. They got along effortlessly, never fought, and shared a quiet understanding that said more than words ever could.

“I’m counting on that,” Amanda said with a grin, turning to the rest of us. “I’ll want regular updates on your projects.”

We finalized the paperwork for the penthouse right there, signing the necessary documents while the ocean breeze filtered through the partially open balcony door. The place would be ours in less than a week, a fresh start away from judgmental neighbors and prying eyes.

As we left the building, Tiffany and Sabrina walked ahead, their arms linked and heads bent close in conversation. Valeria fell into step beside me.

“You know what I love about this?” she asked quietly.

“What’s that?”

“We’re all choosing this together. No one’s being forced or coerced.” She squeezed my hand. “It’s a real family decision.”

I nodded, feeling a warmth spread through my chest that had nothing to do with the California sun beating down on us. “I agree,” I said.

“I never thought we’d end up in a place like that, but it feels like home,” Valeria said.

“Yeah,” I agreed, looking up at the building that would soon be our home.





Chapter 10





A
 week later, I taped up the final cardboard box in my bedroom and scrawled “Kane - Misc” across the top with a black marker. The room looked alien now, bare walls where posters had hung, empty shelves that once displayed trophies and a mattress stripped of sheets. I sat on the edge of my bed, running my hand over the worn spot where I’d spent countless nights dreaming, watching videos, and eventually editing content that would change our lives.

Valeria appeared in the doorway, her hair tied back in a ponytail, dressed in yoga pants and an old t-shirt. “Last box?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I nodded, looking around and finding it hard to let go. “Just taking a minute.”

She crossed the room and stood beside me. “I know. It’s harder than I expected.”

“There are so many memories in this room.”

“And now this new chapter we’re starting together.”

“It’s crazy how things change,” I said.

She turned to me. “Are you having second thoughts?”

“No,” I answered honestly. “Just appreciating what we’re leaving behind before we move forward.”

She nodded, understanding. “That’s healthy. I’m doing the same.”

Sabrina joined us, leaning against the doorframe. “The moving guys want to know if we’re ready for the final load.”

“We are, but just enjoying a final moment,” Valeria said. She beckoned us to take a seat on the edge of the bed, and we did. The three of us stared at the faded outlines on the wall where posters had hung for years.

“Remember when you broke your arm trying to jump from the dresser to the bed?” Valeria asked.

“Yeah,” I laughed, touching my left arm reflexively. “I was convinced I could fly like Superman.”

“And I was the one who dared you,” Sabrina admitted with a grin. “Mom grounded me for a week.”

“You deserved it,” Valeria replied, but there was no anger in her voice, just nostalgia. She looked around the room, her eyes growing misty. “So many memories in these walls.”

Sabrina reached out and touched a small dent in the drywall near the closet. “Remember this? When Kane threw his controller after losing in that racing game?”

“I wish I didn’t,” I muttered, embarrassed but smiling.

“Couldn’t stand losing against a girl,” Sabrina teased me further.

“Take it easy now,” Valeria said. Valeria’s fingers traced a series of lines marked on the doorframe, height measurements from over the years. “Look at how much you’ve grown,” Valeria said. She pointed to the highest mark. “This was right before your eighteenth birthday, Kane.”

I stood and walked to the doorframe, placing my hand on top of my head and against the wall where the last mark was. I’d grown another inch since then.

I lifted the last box and headed downstairs. When we reached the living room, we paused and looked around, reminiscing about all the memories we’d made here. We talked for a while, each story bringing another moment back to life. I knew we could’ve stood there for years. There was just so much history in these walls. Saying goodbye wasn’t easy. It felt like closing a chapter we hadn’t quite finished reading.

The moving guy appeared in the doorway, clearing his throat. “Sorry to interrupt, but we’re on a schedule.”

“Of course,” Valeria said, standing up. She looked at me and Sabrina. “Ready?”

I hefted the final box into my arms, feeling its weight against my chest. “Ready.”

We walked through the house one last time, footsteps echoing in the empty rooms. At the front door, Valeria paused, her hand lingering on the doorframe. Then she nodded decisively and followed us out.

I placed the last box in the moving truck, sliding it between Sabrina’s collection of shoes and Valeria’s yoga equipment. The driver secured the door with a heavy clank.

“That’s it,” I said, dusting off my hands. “Everything we own is in there.”

Valeria handed the house keys to our realtor, one of Amanda’s colleagues, who’d come to oversee the final walkthrough. “Take care of our home,” she said.

“I’ll make sure the new family loves it as much as you did,” the woman promised.

We hopped into Valeria’s car and followed the moving truck to our new penthouse.

* * *

The moving truck pulled up to our new building just as the sun was starting to sink toward the horizon. I hopped out of Valeria’s car, eager to get started on unloading. Tiffany was already there, and she’d already moved in her stuff, but she happily helped us out too.

Box after box, trip after trip, we gradually emptied the truck. My muscles burned from all the work, sweat dampening my shirt as I carried our life into the elevator. With each journey upstairs, the penthouse slowly began to feel just like home.

“Where do you want this?” I asked Valeria, holding a box of her yoga supplies.

She pointed to a corner. “Over there for now. We’ll organize everything properly tomorrow.”

I set it down and paused to look out the windows. The ocean sparkled in the distance, waves rolling in as the sun began its descent toward the horizon. The view never got old.

“Hey,” Valeria called from the doorway, wiping her hands on her leggings. “I think we’ve done enough for tonight. How about I make us something to eat?”

Tiffany and Sabrina appeared beside her. “God, yes. I’m starving,” Sabrina said.

“Me too,” I admitted, suddenly aware of the hollow feeling in my stomach.

Valeria smiled. “I unpacked enough kitchen stuff to throw something together. Why don’t you two set up the patio furniture while I cook?”

“Do you need any help?” Tiffany offered her sweetly.

“That would be lovely,” Valeria said.

Twenty minutes later, Sabrina and I had arranged the outdoor seating on our spacious balcony. The wrought iron table and chairs looked perfect against the backdrop of the ocean view. I draped a tablecloth over the surface while Sabrina found candles in one of the boxes.

The sliding door opened, and Valeria emerged carrying a large tray, and Tiffany carried a basket of freshly baked bread. It smelled like seafood, and I knew it would be amazing since Tiffany had helped her out.

“Shrimp scampi,” Valeria said, setting the steaming dish in the center of the table. “With fresh sourdough.”

“It smells divine,” I said, pulling out her chair.

Valeria smiled up at me as she sat. “Thank you, sweetie. But you have to thank Tiffany, too. She’s a magician in the kitchen.”

Tiffany blushed. “I tried my best,” she said demurely.

Sabrina poured three glasses of white wine for us. “To new beginnings,” she said, raising her glass. We clinked them together.

I twirled the pasta around my fork and took a bite. The buttery dish exploded with flavor. I quickly reached for a shrimp, perfectly fried and coated in butter, and it was just as delicious.

“How is it?” Tiffany asked.

“Delicious,” I said.

“I like it too,” she smiled. “Especially with this magical view.”

We all agreed. It really was magical.

“How many subscribers do we have now?” Sabrina asked.

I glanced around. “None of you checked?”

“We were busy moving, duh,” Sabrina reminded me.

I should’ve guessed. I hadn’t checked in a couple of days either, but even then, we had already seen a bump in subscribers after the latest scenes with Valeria. I pulled out my phone, logged in, and chuckled at the numbers.

“If this continues, we’ll be making forty thousand a month,” I said, passing the phone around so they could see for themselves.

“Wow,” Sabrina said. “Think of all the clothes we can buy.”

I rolled my eyes. “You and your clothes.”

“We have to spend the money on something,” she said, crossing her arms and lifting them, showing off her tits.

“Yeah, on investing in our production,” I said.

“How?” Tiffany asked. “Don’t we have everything we need?”

“There’s always more we can do,” I said. “You saw what happened when we started getting lazy. We dropped from two thousand fans to one thousand in less than a month. They won’t pay us for nothing.”

Valeria smiled at me, clearly proud. “You don’t just fuck and talk like a man, you think like one too,” she said. “Kane is right. There’s always room to improve. We can do things other creators aren’t doing, spice things up, think outside the box, keep raising the bar. That’s how we grow.”

“Let’s do both,” Sabrina said. “Some boring investing and some shopping.”

“Sure,” Valeria said with a smile, patting Sabrina on the back. But her eyes lingered on me a little longer. She was proud, and that meant the world to me.

* * *

Later, after dinner, the girls relaxed in the outdoor jacuzzi while Valeria and I stretched out on the sun loungers, gazing at the few stars we could see. We weren’t far from LA, so the sky wasn’t clear, but it was still a romantic moment.

“I love you so much, Kane,” she said, lying on her side and combing her fingers through my hair. “You’re truly my pride.”

“I’m glad I’ve made you proud,” I said softly.

“Being nineteen and already talking about investing,” she said, her eyes glistening with pride. “You’re going to go far in life.”

“It kind of feels like I have everything already,” I said. “Not that I don’t want to keep working, but I’m really happy with what I have right now.”

“You have every right to be,” she said, drawing in a deep breath. “Any ideas, though? About what’s next?”

“Maybe we could bring in more girls,” I said. “We can afford to pay them now.”

She smiled, clearly liking the idea. “We could hold auditions and everything. Guys would love seeing one man with multiple girls.”

“I think so too. There are so many possibilities,” I said. “It’d be a waste to blow it all on shopping.”

Valeria chuckled. “They’re girls, let them have their shopping days. Besides, they’ve got good taste. The clothes they’ve picked out for you look great.”

“I guess you’re right,” I said, noticing how her hand was slowly trailing closer to my crotch.

We exchanged grins, and just as she was about to lean in closer, Sabrina called out, “Come join us!”

“What do you say?” Valeria asked me.

“Let’s join them,” I said, knowing there was plenty of room to be touched in the jacuzzi.

We rose to our feet. The girls weren’t wearing bikinis, just swimming around completely nude. Valeria and I undressed as well, and I took a moment to admire her gorgeous, mature body, illuminated softly by the starlight and moonlight. Then we stepped into the water, slowly, letting the warmth surround us.

“We didn’t disturb your moment?” Sabrina asked as her tits kept playing peek-a-boo with the water.

“No such thing,” I said. I leaned back against the edge of the jacuzzi, letting the warm water soothe my muscles as the girls drifted toward me. The moonlight glimmered across the surface, highlighting every curve that came into view.

Sabrina was the first to reach me. Her tear-drop shaped breasts bobbed gently with each movement, firm and perfectly balanced, drawing my eyes as if they had their own gravity. She smiled, settling herself between my legs, her hands resting lightly on my thighs.

“But I do know my boobies disturb you,” she murmured.

“They are free to disturb me all they want,” I said, smiling at the sight of them.

On either side of me, Valeria and Tiffany moved in close. Tiffany’s breasts were slightly larger than Sabrina’s, rounder and fuller, her nipples peeking just above the waterline. She brushed her arm against mine as she eased into position, her skin warm and smooth.

And then Valeria took my other side. Her bust was the fullest of them all, heavy, round, and gorgeous. The starlight played across the slope of her breasts as she settled at my other side, beads clinging to the mounds like diamonds. The way she pressed in, one hand resting lightly on my chest, made everything around me feel unreal. But she didn’t stop there. She continued what she’d started by the sun loungers. She reached for my erection, now dangerously close to Sabrina’s slit. She held me as if she never wanted to let go, stroking me warmly. I could tell by the look in her eyes that she was growing horny. I believed we all were.

They all formed a circle around me, bodies close. The night air was cool, the water warm, and I was surrounded by beauty.

While stroking me, Valeria turned her head slightly, her voice soft but clear. “I think we should all sleep in the same bed tonight. Help Kane relax and celebrate our first night here.”

We all had our own rooms, but the master bedroom was still big enough for all of us.

“I like that idea,” Tiffany said without hesitation, her eyes flicking to mine.

“Same,” Sabrina chimed in, reaching up to trace her fingers along my jaw. “He deserves a good night’s sleep.”

My heart beat a little faster as I looked at each of them, overwhelmed by how lucky I was to have such a beautiful and open family. “Let me know when you want to go,” I told them. “I’m already hard enough.”

“Let’s just enjoy the view a little longer,” Valeria suggested. “Then we can slip into bed together.”

I liked the sound of that. Tilting my head back, I stared up at the scattered stars above us. Sometimes, dreams really did come true.

And mine were just beginning.





Cam Girls 3





O
 ur platform took off faster than any of us expected. Money, attention, and pleasure poured in like never before.





To manage our unexpected success, Amanda, Valeria’s best friend and Olivia’s mother, offers us a helping hand.





She comes with a suggestion to improve our business: recruit more
 girls.





As a successful real estate agent, Amanda knows how to market beauty and exactly where to find the kind of women who can sell it. But the more time she spends by my side, hiring new talent for our cam business, the more she realizes just how long her own needs have gone ignored.





And when that hunger boils over, I’m the only man who can satisfy it.





With Amanda fully involved and our roster expanding, the business evolves into something hotter, and with every new girl we bring in, the scenes get steamier, and so does everything behind the camera.





Chapter 1





T
 he ceiling fan whirred above us as I adjusted the studio lights. A month had passed since we’d moved in, and our new filming room had quickly become my favorite space in the penthouse. We’d soundproofed the walls, installed professional lighting, and added a king bed with silk sheets that was like a dream to lie on.

Valeria lay sprawled on those sheets now, her legs spread wide, her pussy wet and glistening right in front of my eyes. She wore nothing but her long blonde hair, which made her glow like a divine goddess.

“How’s this angle?” Sabrina asked, adjusting the camera on its tripod. Wearing a pink skirt and a white top, she’d become quite the skilled camerawoman over the past few weeks.

“Perfect,” I replied, my cock already rock hard at the sight of Valeria’s glistening holes. We’d been filming for almost an hour, mainly doing some blowjob scenes and some vaginal sex, but it was enough to make me hard and her pussy slick with arousal. “On all fours,” I told Valeria.

She got into position, and I grabbed the bottle of lube, squeezing out a generous amount before gently massaging it around the tight ring of her beautiful ass. I slid a finger in, feeling her clench around it. She was so tight that I couldn’t wait to be inside her.

Valeria looked over her shoulder at me, biting her bottom lip. “Are you gonna stare at me all day long or get down to business?”

Chuckling, I positioned myself behind her, the head of my cock pressing against her puckered entrance. With a steady push, I slid into her ass, feeling that familiar tight grip as her muscles stretched to accommodate me.

“Oh,” she gasped, her fingers clutching the sheets. “That’s it, right there.”

Sabrina zoomed in on where we were connected, capturing the moment my shaft disappeared into Valeria’s ass. “This is hot,” she said, trying to stifle her giggles.

I pushed in as deep as she could take me, then slowly pulled out, her tight ring massaging me in all the right places. Then I quickened the pace, watching Valeria’s ass jiggle with each thrust. After several minutes of steady pounding, I pulled out and slipped into her pussy.

Valeria just sensually moaned. She loved the switching as much as I did.

I slid back into her tight asshole, then back to her pussy a minute later. The contrast between her holes was exotic, each offering a different kind of pleasure.

“I’m getting close,” I warned, feeling the pressure building. “Where do you want it?”

“In my ass first,” Valeria panted, looking back at me with those eyes that drove me wild. “Then the rest in my pussy.”

I fulfilled her hottest wish. I drove deep into her ass, curling my toes as that familiar tingling sensation built at the base of my spine.

Gripping her ass tightly, I sank my fingers into her cheeks and held on. I pounded her backdoor so hard the bed started squeaking, shifting back and forth beneath us. She arched her back like a perfect crescent moon, and I kept taking her, again and again, having my way with her full moon without mercy.

Eventually, the pleasure became delirious, and I couldn’t hold back any longer. With a deep thrust, I buried myself farther than ever and exploded inside her, letting out a raw, guttural grunt as I came hard. My cum shot into her ass, coating her inner walls. I quickly pulled out, spilling some over her arched back, then thrust into her pussy and released the rest of my load deep inside her.

Valeria shuddered beneath me, her body tensing as she felt my climax. “That’s it,” she whispered. “Fill both your mommy’s holes.”

Her words made me see stars. When I finally opened my eyes, I saw the erotic sight of myself buried deep in her pink hole. I took a moment to caress her smooth, rounded cheeks, sculpted from years of yoga. They looked as youthful as Sabrina’s, even though she was twice our age.

Sabrina made sure to capture the moment, snapping a few pictures. Eventually, I pulled out, dragging several pearly rivulets of cum from her pussy and watching them trickle down her thighs.

“Sabrina…” Valeria murmured gently.

“One sec,” she said, grabbing a towel and gently wiping Valeria’s rear. “So beautiful…”

Valeria’s cheeks flushed. They always did when we complimented her. “Thank you, sweetheart.”

“So, not a drop of cum left … Oh, wait. It’s trickling from your ass too,” Sabrina said with a teasing grin.

Valeria turned around, and Sabrina dabbed the towel along her inner thighs and across her rosebud.

“There we go.”

Valeria gave me that look she always did after a scene. The look that told me she loved this, every part of it, from the bottom of her heart. I gave her the same look back. I never got tired of fucking her or Sabrina.

“Let’s see how it turned out,” I said.

We gathered around Sabrina, Valeria still naked and glistening with sweat as she pulled a silk robe around her shoulders. She sat next to me and draped a robe over my shoulders as well. Sabrina showed us the footage.

“Look at that,” Sabrina teased, pausing on a frame where my cock was halfway buried in Valeria’s ass. “I’m a better filmer than you now.”

I chuckled. “You wish.”

Teasing aside, she’d done a damn good job. I watched the screen, mesmerized by the sight of my shaft disappearing into Valeria’s tight holes.

“You’re getting good at filming,” I said.

“Good?” she asked, giving my shoulder a playful punch. “That’s all the compliment you’re gonna give me?”

I kissed her cheek. “Okay, you’re pretty good.”

She rolled her eyes, and we kept watching.

“It never gets old,” I murmured, my hand finding Valeria’s thigh beneath her robe.

“You really know how to have sex now,” Valeria teased, leaning against my shoulder as we continued watching. “Remember the first time with me? In the yoga studio?”

“How could I forget?” I chuckled. “I was so nervous and excited.”

“And now look at you,” she said proudly. “You know exactly how to work me open.”

Sabrina scrolled through more footage, stopping at the moment I pulled out of Valeria’s ass and plunged into her pussy. “This transition is gold. The fans are going to lose their minds.”

“They already are,” I said, pulling up our account statistics on my phone. “We hit ten thousand subscribers this month.”

Valeria’s eyes widened. “So … a hundred thousand dollars … a month?”

I nodded, showing her the screen. “And it’s growing. Our anal videos are the most popular by far.”

“Well, I guess all those years of yoga paid off,” Valeria laughed, stretching her legs out in front of her. “My flexibility is finally earning its keep … Although I never imagined it was even possible to make this kind of money.”

“Something tells me there’s a lot more to make,” I said, feeling optimistic about our future.

Sabrina closed the laptop and rose to her feet. “I think this calls for a celebration dinner. What do you say?”

“I’d love that,” Valeria agreed, tightening her robe. “Let me clean up, and I’ll head to the kitchen.”

“I’ll help you,” Sabrina offered. “Kane is useless in the kitchen anyway.”

“Hey!” I protested, though I knew she was right.

Sabrina blew me a raspberry as revenge for complimenting her filming skills.

Valeria kissed my cheek and rose from the chair. “Why don’t you check on Tiffany? I think she’s been editing videos all afternoon.”

“Will do,” I agreed. While they headed to the kitchen, I made my way down the hall to our editing suite, a converted bedroom with three high-end monitors and two supercomputers with professional editing software. The door was partially open, and I could see Tiffany hunched over one of the screens, her red hair falling across her face as she concentrated.

“How’s it going?” I asked, stepping into the room.

Tiffany looked up, tucking her auburn hair behind her ears. “It’s going alright,” she said and patted the seat next to her. “I’m excited to show you a new effect.”

Taking the bait, I plopped down next to her, drawing in a deep breath. I was surprised she still smelled so good after sitting here working for so long. She always had that coconut-vanilla scent, her favorite shampoo. But it had been hot most of the day, especially after she joined us in the bedroom to shoot a few clips earlier.

She showed me a new effect she’d added to a couple of our pictures, making my cock glow slightly and highlighting the curves of her breasts. Lately, we’d been more into shorter clips, minute-long reels focused on specific positions. She’d just edited one with Sabrina. That shoot had been as painful to film as it was to watch now.

In it, Sabrina was straddling me. My cock lay flat against my stomach as she rubbed her pussy along the length of it, wet lips sliding up and down, teasing every inch without taking me in. The friction alone had driven me insane. It was slow, drawn-out torture, but it looked so sweet on camera. Eventually, she slipped me inside, and I let out a sigh of relief as she took me in fully, so I could empty myself in her teasing pussy.

“I like it,” I said. “You’re getting better and better.”

She beamed. “I’m glad you like it.”

“Need help editing the new clips?” I asked, holding up the camera. She nodded eagerly, and we dove into the edits together while Sabrina and Valeria made dinner.

* * *

Eventually, dinner was ready. We stood and headed out to the terrace with a beautiful sea view. The sun was low on the horizon, casting everything in gold before it would dip lower. Valeria and Sabrina had made stir-fry with beef and noodles. When we were all seated, we dug in.

“How’s it?” Sabrina asked me after my first taste.

“Very tasty,” I said. We still ate out once in a while, but I preferred homemade meals over restaurants.

“I still can’t believe how many subscribers we’ve gotten,” Tiffany added. “Our videos are getting so many views.”

“Neither can I,” Valeria said. “But I’m not complaining.”

“Speaking of videos,” I said, turning to Sabrina, “that pussy rubbing thing you did today was incredible. The way you slid along me without letting me in, pure torture, but so hot.”

Sabrina’s lips curled into a satisfied smile. “I saw it on your face.” She leaned forward, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. “Feeling you throb against me without giving you what you really wanted.”

I should have guessed it was the teasing aspect of it that she loved the most.

Valeria refilled her glass, her eyes reflecting the sunset’s golden glow. “I feel so much younger. It’s like I’ve been given a second chance at life,” she said.

“You look younger, too,” I told her honestly.

“It’s true,” Tiffany nodded. “My mom told me the same thing.”

Valeria smiled, reaching out to squeeze my hand. “This new chapter. No more teaching yoga to bored housewives who’d rather be shopping. Now I’m doing something that makes me feel alive.”

“To feeling alive,” Sabrina raised her glass, and we all clinked them together.

We continued eating as the sun dipped lower, painting the sky pink, which reminded me of Sabrina’s pussy, Playful & Pink. The ocean stretched out before us, waves catching the last colorful rays. The penthouse had been worth every penny just for moments like these.

“My mom will stop by tomorrow,” Tiffany said after we watched the sunset.

“I know,” our mother replied. “I think she misses you.”

“We still see each other,” Tiffany said.

“It’s different having you under her roof, though,” Valeria said. She probably knew that feeling well.

“I hope she isn’t sad,” Tiffany said.

“No, you can miss someone without being sad,” Valeria told her.

After we finished dinner, they cleared the dishes. Valeria and Tiffany were tired and decided to head to bed, while Sabrina and I wanted to enjoy the night a little longer.

We lay on the lounger, and she straddled my legs, gently grinding her crotch against mine. “Sabrina, do you think you could do that pussy rubbing again?” I asked, my voice low. “It felt so good.”

“Do you want to come like that?” she asked, her tone soft and caring.

I nodded eagerly. “That was the only thing missing earlier.”

She smiled, leaning in closer. “Come on, let’s go to bed,” she said happily. “I’ll make your dreams come true.”

Back in my bedroom, Sabrina wasted no time pulling her shirt over her head. Her breasts bounced free, perky, creamy white and perfect in the dim light filtering through the curtains. I undressed quickly too, my cock already half-hard from seeing her nude.

“Lie back,” she instructed, pushing me gently onto the mattress.

I complied, watching as she slipped out of her pink skirt and Hello Kitty panties in one sexy motion. Her pussy was bald and glistening. She was as aroused as I was.

“I want to taste you first,” I said, reaching for her hips.

She smiled, crawling up the bed until her thighs were on either side of my head. “Be my guest.”

I pulled her down to my mouth, my tongue finding her center like a bee to honey. She was already slightly wet, but I wanted her dripping. I lapped at her slowly, enjoying her sweet flavors. My tongue stroked her flesh and a string of her arousal landed right on my tongue. It was beyond me how she could taste so sweet, making me go wild as I kissed around her puffy lips and then sliding my tongue into her pink hole.

“Mmm,” she hummed, rocking gently against my face. “That’s it, little brother, right there.”

I continued until I felt her thighs trembling, her arousal coating my chin. Only then did I release her, and she moved down my body.

“Gosh, you’re wet,” I noted.

“It will make the slide more fun,” she said, straddling my thighs. “Now for what you’ve been craving.”

She took my cock in her hand, positioning it flat against my stomach. Then she lowered herself, her slick pussy lips making contact with the underside of my shaft, pressing her weight down and wedging it right between her vagina. The warmth of her made my head spin as she began sliding forward and back, her wetness making everything gloriously slippery.

“Oh, wow,” I groaned as she established a rhythm, her pussy gliding along my length without taking me inside. She was as slippery as a bar of soap, making it more intense.

“You like that?” she asked, her voice breathy as she increased her pace.

“God, yes.”

She leaned forward, her breasts swaying deliciously close to my face. She pressed down harder, her clit rubbing against the ridge of my cock. “Just two bodies sliding together. No penetration.”

I reached up to cup her breasts, pinching her nipples as she continued grinding against me. “Exactly what I need.”

I glanced down, watching how her wetness coated my shaft like honey on a stick. It felt especially good when she slid over the tip, gently pressing her pussy down before rolling back. My eyes drifted to her breasts, and when she planted her hands on my chest, her cleavage deepened, drawing my gaze.

“Gosh… you’re going to make me come like this,” I said, feeling the tension coil inside me.

“That’s the point, duh,” she replied, sliding back and forth. “You know what… I really feel this in my abs.”

I chuckled. “I feel it in my cock.”

“Maybe this can be my new workout. Then I’ll get as toned and sexy as our mother.”

“You’re already toned… oh,” I groaned, unable to hold back.

“Is it better than penetration?” she asked, pausing the motion but tightening her grip around me with her pussy lips.

“I didn’t tell you to stop.”

“Answer, and I’ll keep going.”

“It’s different … in a good way,” I said quickly.

“That was a fast answer,” she teased, giggling as she slid forward, letting the tip disappear behind her slick folds before rocking back again, stroking me with her pussy.

I grabbed her hips and urged her to move faster. “Are you coming?”

“Yeah,” was all I managed. On the next downward stroke, I came hard, shooting rope after rope of hot cum across my stomach and chest as she slowed her rhythm, still rubbing her pussy against me.

I threw my head back and sighed in relief. When I looked up, the ceiling light cast a soft glow over her hair and body. She looked like a blonde angel, and my eyes trailed down to her wet, pink pussy, like a ripe, sweet fruit, still coating my cock in her fresh juices.

“God, that was hot,” I said.

“I made your cock wet,” she giggled.

“You do that a lot,” I told her, making her laugh again.

“I’ll grab a towel to clean you up,” she said, hopping out of bed. I watched her walk to the bathroom, completely entranced. I was in heaven.

Suddenly, my phone buzzed. The screen lit up, and I figured it was Valeria or Tiffany reminding me of something. But when I checked, my brow furrowed. It was an unknown number, and the message that followed made my skin crawl:


Your adult adventure will soon come to an end.


I frowned and reread it, a chill spreading across my arms. I looked up the number, but there were no results.

I heard Sabrina coming back, so I quickly locked the phone and set it down on the nightstand. She climbed onto the bed and cheerfully began cleaning my stomach and chest. “Here comes the cleaning lady,” she said playfully.

I was so caught off guard that I didn’t know what to say.

“Are you alright?” she asked, probably picking up on the look on my face.

“Yeah,” I said, trying to play it cool. I didn’t want her to lose sleep over a weird message. Still, I wanted to talk to our mother about it.

“You look kind of weird,” she said, squinting at me.

“I’m just tired,” I replied. “Come on, toss the towel and cuddle up with me.”

“Wasn’t planning on anything else,” she said, happily tossing the towel aside.

She slid under the sheets and pressed her bare body against mine, her skin still warm, her scent lingering like summer. I wrapped my arms around her, holding her close as she rested her head on my chest, one leg draped over mine, the perfect cuddle position.

It felt a lot better when I had her close to me, the earlier tension from the message fading beneath the rhythm of her breathing. I ran my fingers slowly through her hair, and she let out a soft sigh, brushing her lips against my shoulder.

“I love you,” she whispered.

“I love you too, sis,” I said, kissing the top of her head. I don’t know why, but I held her extra close that night, as if afraid that what we had would come to an end. “Just stay here with me.”

She nodded sleepily, her body melting into mine.

And like that, with nothing between us but the heat of our skin and the sound of our hearts, we slowly drifted off, nude, wrapped in each other’s arms and slipping into hopefully sweet dreams together.





Chapter 2





I
 woke up to Sabrina’s arm slung over my chest, her bare skin warm against mine. She was still asleep, mouth slightly open, a little drool pooling on my shoulder as usual. Her leg was wrapped around mine, like she was afraid I might slip away in the night, and her pussy pressed against my leg.

I had actually slept well. Sabrina’s body wrapped around mine always had that effect. But as soon as I opened my eyes, the memory of that weird message hit me like a splash of cold water. The one who said our adult adventure would come to an end. I hadn’t told her. I didn’t want to scare her, but now it was creeping me out. Who the hell had sent it?

I reached for my phone, trying not to wake her. The screen lit up, and my fingers hovered for a second. I opened the text again, rereading the creepy line. My skin prickled. I thought of jealous competitors … or maybe Mary Ann. But it didn’t seem like her. We’d moved, so why would she even bother? A jealous competitor felt way more likely, probably trying to scare us. I tried to shake it off, telling myself it was probably just some troll.

I backed out of the message and opened OnlyFans to check the numbers, needing a soothing dopamine hit, but I couldn’t log in. I tried again and read the error message, “User does not exist.” I blinked. “What the hell,” I muttered. I closed the app and tried again. Same result.

I switched browsers and tried logging in there too … still nothing.

The message from last night crept back into my mind, colder this time, like it had been waiting for this moment. I started putting the puzzle pieces together, and my heart rate slowly picked up.

“Don’t get paranoid now.” I shook my head. “The emails,” I said to myself, suddenly desperate. I bolted to my email, heart thudding harder with every second. There it was, right at the top. The subject line hit me like a punch.


Account Termination Notification – Violation of Terms.


I opened it, feeling my armpits grow sweaty and cold at the same time.


Dear Kane,



We regret to inform you that your OnlyFans account has been permanently terminated due to repeated violations of our Terms of Service and Community Guidelines. Effective immediately, all content associated with your account has been removed, and you will no longer be able to access your dashboard or subscriber analytics.



This decision is final and not subject to appeal.



We appreciate your previous contributions to the platform and encourage you to review our Terms for further clarification.



Sincerely,



OnlyFans Support Team


My throat tightened, and my hand went cold around the phone. No way. This couldn’t be real. I stared at the screen, heart pounding like a hammer in my chest. All of it, every late-night filming, every hour we spent editing, every message we sent to subscribers, every cent we made—gone.

We had finally hit our stride, and money was coming in steadily. It was all gravy. The future had looked clear, and now it felt like the floor dropped out from under me.

I felt like I was floating outside myself, like I was watching someone else live this moment. The disbelief twisted into dread, loss and anger. Who had done this? Why? How was this fair? We’d been really careful about uploading any obscene clips. I thought of all the fun we had, the memories and all the sex. It was all gone with one cold, lifeless email.

Sabrina stirred next to me. Her hand slid down my stomach, finding me soft. She was the last girl I wanted to show this message to.

“Mmm… What’s wrong with you today?” she whispered, her voice still thick with sleep. She gently stroked my cock. “Why so limp?”

I drew in a deep breath. My chest hurt. I didn’t say anything. I really didn’t want to break her heart, the same way my heart was broken now.

Sabrina’s fingers kept moving gently, but when I didn’t respond, she nudged me again.

“Hey, Kane … you okay?”

I hesitated. My mind was still spinning. I knew how hard she’d take it. She’d panic, break down in tears, but I didn’t have a choice.

“Sabrina … look.”

I turned the phone so she could read the email. She blinked at it, rubbed her eyes, and sat up slowly. “Is this a joke?” she asked, her voice filled with fear.

I tried logging in again and showed her the screen. Still nothing. “User does not exist.”

She wrapped the blanket tighter around herself and grabbed her phone from the nightstand, unlocking it with shaky fingers. She tried to log in, just like I had. “No,” she whispered. “No, this can’t be …”

She stared at the screen, unmoving. Then she went to her inbox and read the same email. She refused to believe it at first, but then it slowly dawned on her. I could tell the exact moment it hit her. Her lips parted slightly, her face losing color. A tear welled up in the corner of her eye and slipped down, landing right on the screen.

I sighed, guilt twisting in my gut. I hated seeing her like this. I reached for her and pulled her in. Her shoulders began to shake as I wrapped my arms around her.

“No. No, no, no,” she said, voice cracking. “We’d just hit a record number. We were about to become the top creators.”

I pulled her close, kissed the top of her head. She melted into my arms, tears leaking on my shoulders. I held her tighter, rubbing her back.

“We’ll figure something out,” I whispered. “I promise.”

Even if I didn’t know how yet, I meant it. We had come from the bottom and almost reached the top. I knew we could do it again.

Her breathing was uneven, nose pressed into my chest. “What are we going to do?”

I didn’t have a real answer for the moment, but I kept holding her like I did.

A knock came at the door. “Kane? Sabrina?” Tiffany stepped in before we could answer. She froze when she saw us tangled up in bed.

“What happened? Are you okay?”

Sabrina looked up, eyes red. “It’s gone. They deleted us.”

Tiffany’s mouth dropped open. “What do you mean, deleted
 ?”

She came closer, and I held up the phone, letting her read the email. My chest tightened as I dropped the bomb.

“They suspended us.”

Her brow furrowed. “Why would they suspend us?”

“I don’t know,” I said, shaking my head. “It doesn’t say.”

I opened a new email draft and started typing to support, hoping for some kind of answer. Sabrina wiped at her eyes, still sniffling.

“Maybe they’ll reverse it,” Tiffany said, a bit of hope in her voice. “Maybe they’ll appeal it.”

I didn’t respond right away. That message from last night crawled back into my thoughts. Whoever sent it knew something. And now I wasn’t feeling very optimistic. Still, I kept typing. We had to try. I sent the email and sighed. Tiffany patted Sabrina’s back, trying to see her eyes.

“I’m fine, thank you,” Sabrina said, drawing in a deep breath.

“We should get up,” I said quietly, lightly letting go of my older stepsister. “We can’t stay in bed all day.”

Understanding, the girls nodded. We got dressed without saying a word to each other, the weight of it all still fresh in our chests. There was no flirting, eroticism or romanticism. It was the most depressing morning of my life. Just yesterday, we were laughing, naked and excited about filming again. Now I felt nothing. No morning glory. No thrill at the sight of their bare skin. Nothing stirred in me. Everything felt dead.

Dead like my cock.

When we stepped out into the living room, Valeria was in the middle of her stretches, dressed in tight yoga clothes. Her thick blonde hair was tied up in a loose ponytail, swaying slightly each time she moved into another pose. The seam of her leggings rode deep between the curves of her ass, perfectly outlining the shape of her full moon. Her cleavage peeked out from the top of her snug sports bra, bouncing softly with each twist and bend. On any other day, she would’ve had me hard in seconds. But today, she had no idea how dead everything felt inside me. She paused when she saw our faces and stood up straight, instantly sensing something was off.

“What happened?” she asked, her voice instantly concerned.

Sabrina answered before I could, her tone angry but slightly sad. “They banned us. Terminated the account.”

Valeria’s eyes shifted from her to Tiffany, who looked just as shaken. Then she looked at me.

“It’s true,” I said, pulling out my phone again and showing her the email.

She stared at the screen, reading it quietly. “Why would they do this?”

“They didn’t give a reason,” I said, feeling that same tight knot in my chest.

“Did you appeal?”

“Yeah,” I said. “But I’m not optimistic.”

I let out a long sigh. The girls slumped down onto the couch beside each other, trying to comfort one another. Valeria stayed standing, her arms crossed, clearly unsure what to say. She looked shaken, too. It was hard to believe for all of us.

I stepped out onto the terrace for some air. The sky was bright, sun spilling across the hills and the ocean beyond. Normally, this view reminded me how good we had it and how far we’d come. But now it felt like I was staring through glass. The light didn’t reach me.

It looked sunny, but it might as well have been raining. Everything felt dull, like the life we had built, with all its luxury, sex, and freedom, could vanish with a single email.

Valeria came outside a moment later. Without saying a word, she wrapped an arm around my shoulder. There was something motherly and tender in the way she held me, warming my heart.

She smiled, and I found myself admiring her, not just her body, but the way she carried herself. She was youthful and optimistic, even as a stepmom in her forties.

“This isn’t the end,” she said. “We have a product people are willing to pay for. There are always roundabout ways. We just have to pivot.”

Her words sank in, and for the first time that morning, I felt something like warmth on my skin.

“It’s just … a serious blow,” I admitted.

“It is,” she said. “But it’s not the end.”

I smiled again, this time more genuinely. She knew exactly what to say to make me feel better, like a good mother. “What do you want for breakfast?”

“Some pancakes,” I said.

She leaned away and nodded. “Coming right up. But spend some time with the girls after, okay? They need you.”

“Sure.”

I went back inside and found them still on the couch, huddled close. I sat between them and pulled them into my arms. Sabrina leaned into my chest, and Tiffany clung to my side. It wasn’t easy, my head was still a mess, but I knew they needed me, and honestly, I needed them too.

“We worked so damn hard,” Sabrina said, her voice barely above a whisper. “We didn’t deserve this.”

“I know,” I murmured.

Tiffany rested her cheek on my shoulder. “My mom’s gonna be here soon,” she murmured, not looking up.

I squeezed her gently. “Let’s just get through today. One thing at a time.”

The smell of pancakes filled the room a few minutes later. Valeria brought out a plate and placed it on the coffee table. She tried to lighten the mood with a smile, and we all appreciated the effort.

We ate quietly at first, but little by little, the weight began to lift. Just having each other helped. We didn’t say much, but there wasn’t much to say anyway.

After we’d eaten, I caught Valeria heading toward the bathroom. I lowered my voice. “Can I talk to you? Alone.”

She paused, then gave me a quick nod. “Sure. I was going to shower anyway. Come.”

She pulled me into the bathroom with her, closing the door behind us. The moment we were alone, a subtle charge filled the air. The closeness of being alone with her, and the way her yoga clothes clung to her, all had a slight erotic edge. But I kept my focus.

“I didn’t tell the girls,” I said, pulling out my phone, “but I got a text last night. Before everything went down.”

She looked curious as I handed her the phone. Her eyes scanned the message, and her brows lifted slightly. “You did the right thing,” she said, handing it back. “They were already emotional. This would’ve creeped them out.”

“That’s what I thought,” I said. “But it’s still messing with my head. Who the hell sent that?”

She shook her head. “I don’t know. Even if someone reported us, it shouldn’t have led to a full ban.”

“Exactly,” I said. “None of this makes sense.”

We mulled it over for a little bit till she studied my face for a moment, then smiled again. “We shouldn’t dwell on this … We should move on.”

“I agree … it just bugs me out.”

“You know what might cheer you up? A shared shower.”

I chuckled. “Yeah … sure. Why not?”

We started undressing, slowly. When we stepped into the warm spray, her body close to mine, I couldn’t help the grin that formed on my lips. There was a flicker of warmth and arousal. I wasn’t dead inside after all.

She looked like a blonde goddess under the water, steam rising around her like a veil. Her skin glistened, her curves were glowing and smooth. The floral scent of her body wash drifted between us, sensual and calming all at once.

Valeria turned slowly, her hands running through her hair, water cascading down her back. Then she bent forward slightly, her ass pressing out toward me, the curve inviting. “I’m all yours,” she said sensually, glancing over her shoulder.

The view alone sent a pulse straight through me. I moved behind her, hands finding her hips, breath syncing with hers in the tight, steamy space. I slid into her from behind, slow and deep, gripping her waist. Her moan echoed off the tiles. The world outside faded to nothing but me having my way with her and the soft slap of skin on skin under the steam.

She smelled like flowers and warmth and comfort, and for the first time all morning, I felt alive again.

My body tensed as I pushed deeper, feeling the tight, wet pussy walls of her wrapped around me. Her soft moans urged me on, the steam swirling around us like something out of a dream. I gripped her hips a little tighter, her skin slippery under my hands. I sure needed this.

It didn’t take long till I pushed all the way in and came deep inside her, my body shuddering, forehead pressing to her shoulder. I couldn’t remember the last time I felt a relief like this, reminding me of the fact that I was far from dead inside.

I pulled outside her slick, pink channel, seeing all the cum I dragged with me, washing off her body. It was another reminder that I was alive.

She stood upright and turned around, water running down her cheeks and collarbone. Then she kissed me while wrapping her arms around me.

“I’m happy you’re smiling again,” she whispered, brushing her hand through my wet hair. “What did I tell you earlier? It’s not over.”

I smiled again, more fully this time. “You are right. Nothing is over.”

* * *

We’d barely dressed when the doorbell rang. Valeria quickly towel-dried her hair, while I put on a fresh t-shirt.

“That must be Amanda,” I said.

“I think you’re right,” Valeria said, slipping on a top and a pencil skirt. We headed outside, and Tiffany was already on her feet.

“I’ll get it,” she called, rushing to the door with more energy than she’d shown all morning.

When the door swung open, Amanda stepped in, her auburn hair cascading over her shoulders, wearing a tight blouse and bold denim shorts, making her look like a college girl. Tiffany immediately threw her arms around her.

“Hi, sweetheart,” Amanda said, pressing a soft kiss to her daughter’s forehead. Her eyes sparkled as she held onto her daughter, their boobs mashing together as if they’d spill out of their clothes.

“If only your boobs wouldn’t be so big, I could hug you a bit tighter,” Tiffany said.

Amanda chuckled. “Breast reduction surgery is not on the table.”

“I’m just joking,” Tiffany said. “For the love of God, don’t do that.”

“So you like them after all?” she teased her.

“I like everything about you, Mom,” she said, breaking the hug.

Amanda didn’t let go of her daughter just yet, studying her. “You look different. What’s going on?”

Tiffany’s smile faltered slightly. “We’ve had a rough morning.”

Amanda’s gaze swept across the room, taking in our expressions. She set down her purse on the side table. “Alright, what happened? Did someone die?”

“Just our income,” Sabrina muttered from the couch.

“We got suspended from OnlyFans,” Tiffany explained, leading her mother into the living room. “Our account’s completely gone. All our content, subscribers, everything—just nuked without warning.”

Amanda’s perfectly shaped eyebrows shot up. “What? When did this happen?”

“This morning,” I said, stepping forward. “No explanation, just a vague email about terms of service violations.”

Amanda looked at her Valeria, and our mother confirmed it with a nod. “It’s true,” Valeria said.

Amanda’s expression shifted from surprise to sympathy. She reached out and squeezed Tiffany’s hand. “Oh, darlings, I’m so sorry. That’s awful after all the work you’ve put in.”

“It’s not fair,” Sabrina said, crossing her arms right under her perky breasts. “We were just hitting our stride.”

Amanda’s lips curved into a determined smile. “Listen to me. This isn’t the end. You’re all too talented, too creative to let some corporate decision destroy what you’ve built.”

“That’s what I told them,” Valeria agreed, settling onto the arm of the couch. “This shouldn’t be the end.”

“You can definitely rise back up,” Amanda continued, her voice gaining momentum. “Build something new and something they can’t take away.”

I found myself nodding along with her words. There was something about Amanda’s confidence that always made the impossible seem possible. You had to have that as a sexy real estate agent, especially when you were selling properties for millions.

“You really think so?” Tiffany asked, a hint of hope creeping back into her voice.

“I know so,” Amanda said firmly. She stood and crossed the room to where I was standing. “Kane, you’ve always been the visionary. How are you holding up?”

“We have to move on, I suppose,” I said with a sigh.

“Did you try contacting support?” she asked.

“We did, but I’m not holding my breath,” I told her. “Even if they appeal the suspension, I don’t trust them anymore, so it doesn’t really matter.”

“You’re right … I’ll try to think of something too,” Amanda said. “You should carve your own path. I used to work for someone else, and it’s so much more liberating going your own way.”

“Maybe you’re on to something,” I said, and she smiled.

She rose to her feet and opened her arms. “I forgot my welcome hug,” she said, waggling her eyebrows. It was obviously something I couldn’t resist. Before I could answer, she pulled me into a tight embrace. Her soft breasts pressed against my chest.

In this position, I always melted. Amanda’s chest was legendary, like a more mature version of her daughter’s rack, and no wonder Tiffany pointed it out now and then. She let go of me and hugged my stepmom and stepsister as well, but I noticed, after Tiffany’s hug, ours was the longest.

“Are you getting hungry?” Valeria asked us.

“We are,” I said.

“Want to help me with lunch?” Valeria asked Amanda.

“Of course I do,” she said. “Someone has to keep an eye on you so you don’t burn the food.”

Valeria rolled her eyes. “That was once when I was sixteen. Let it go.”

“I’ll let it go when you forgive me for stealing your panties that time you went camping in college,” Amanda shot back playfully. “It wasn’t like you minded having the guys drooling over a girl not bringing back up clothes and going commando.”

“Shut up,” Valeria said playfully.

Their teasing continued as they stepped into the kitchen, and Sabrina and I exchanged amused glances.

“Think we’ll be like that when we’re older, constantly reminding each other of embarrassing memories?” I asked her.

She gave me a mischievous look, clearly plotting something. “I doubt I’d ever forget the time you wore your T-shirt backward for an entire school day, and that happened more than once, by the way.”

I blushed. “As if I’d forget when you always posted selfies before checking the background. I still remember that one with the toilet lid up … Guess what? It happened more than once.”

She grabbed a pillow, swinging it at me. I snatched one of my own and blocked it.

We tumbled into a lighthearted pillow fight, laughter echoing through the room as we rolled onto the floor. I was just glad to see her smiling again. And honestly, she never stood a chance against me in a pillow fight anyway.

* * *

When lunch was ready, and Sabrina and I had called a truce, we sat outside on the terrace. The sun was warm on my face again, and I couldn’t help but associate the glow I felt with that shower I’d shared with Valeria. Still, it felt even better having Amanda here, too. They’d made Caesar salad with grilled chicken and freshly baked bread. We dug in, chatting casually about everything and nothing, before eventually turning back to the problem at hand.

“It really is a serious blow,” I admitted, setting my fork down. “All that work building our following, establishing our content style … it’s going to be hard to start over.”

Amanda’s eyes brightened. She was confident, both in herself and our future. “Why don’t you just create your own website? Cut out the middleman entirely.” Her blue eyes narrowed on mine. “Kane, you have all the experience you need. You understand the technical side, the marketing, and what your audience wants.”

She gave me a wink that lingered just a second too long, and I wasn’t quite sure how to interpret it. Was she just being supportive, or was there something more behind that look?

“I agree with Amanda,” Valeria chimed in, nodding. “We wouldn’t have to worry about platform rules or sudden terminations. We’d be in complete control.”

“I think it’s a great idea too,” Sabrina added, leaning forward. “We could design it exactly how we want. I never liked the OnlyFans logo. Blue and white look trashy anyway. We need something pink and pretty.”

I ran a hand through my hair, considering the logistics. “It would need a lot of promotion to drive traffic there. We’d be starting from scratch with no algorithm boosting us except for our newsletter. But…” I paused, feeling the first real spark of excitement since the morning’s news, “I think we can do it.”

“We should wait and see what happens with the appeal first, though, right?” Sabrina asked, uncertainty creeping into her voice.

Valeria shook her head firmly. “They’ve already proved they’re unreliable. I say we cut ties completely and move forward on our own.”

“I agree,” I said, and frankly, I didn’t want anything to do with backstabbers. “We don’t need them. We have our newsletter subscribers. They sure will be willing to pay.”

“Don’t forget the mystery lady,” Tiffany said.

“As if I’ll ever forget her.” The mystery lady was apparently a bisexual client who was willing to pay us thousands for customized clips, but all of them featured me and Tiffany exclusively. “Whoever she is, she must be loaded.”

“But it proves the market is there,” Tiffany said, sounding a lot more optimistic now than this morning. “People are willing to pay premium prices for exclusive content they can’t get anywhere else … and they definitely seem to like you, especially the bisexual woman.”

“I can’t argue with that.”

Valeria tapped her fingers thoughtfully against her glass. “What if we expanded beyond just our family? We could recruit other girls, create a whole studio.”

“Like a proper production company,” Amanda added. “You could have different tiers of content, different price points … and an unlimited number of girls for you.”

“We could call it The Pink Dream,” Valeria said, giving me a wink.

“The Pink Dream,” I repeated, the name resonating in my mind and everything that would come with it. It dawned on me what the women were talking about, and it sparked some life in me, my cock stirring at all the young talent we could find. “I like that.”

The ideas started flowing faster than I could process them. “We could rent other apartments in this complex, hire different girls like an agency.”

“And you’d be the star talent,” Sabrina added with a sly smile.

Amanda leaned forward, her eyes sparkling with excitement. “I could help with recruiting. I know how to advertise, after all.”

I could see it all unfolding in my mind. “We could offer one-on-one cam sessions with me as premium content,” I said, my voice gaining confidence.

“And custom videos like what that mystery woman wants,” Tiffany added.

“I’m seeing it now,” I said as the vision crystallized. “The Pink Dream, not just a website but a brand. No platform can shut us down because we own it all.” I turned to face them, feeling more alive than I had in hours. “This could be bigger than anything we imagined. A real cam empire.”

Amanda smiled. “I know when something has potential. This does.” She pulled out her phone. “I can start drafting ads today, finding the most beautiful girls for you.”

Tiffany glanced at her mother, a curious expression crossing her face. “Would you be part of it too, Mom? I mean, on camera?”

Amanda’s cheeks flushed slightly as all eyes turned to her. She tucked a strand of auburn hair behind her ear. “Well, I hadn’t exactly planned on doing that,” she said with a nervous laugh. “But… I suppose offering a helping hand wouldn’t hurt.”

“The experienced MILF angle is always popular,” Sabrina pointed out.

“And you’re gorgeous,” I added truthfully, our eyes meeting for a moment longer than necessary.

Amanda’s blush deepened. “Let’s focus on getting everything set up first. I’ll help behind the scenes with production and recruiting. I mean, whenever I have time. I’m still busy selling properties.”

Valeria patted her back. “Do what feels good.”

I knew it was time to get back to work. We needed more content, more fucking, and a real website with a solid marketing plan. I was ready for all of it.





Chapter 3





T
 wo weeks of non-stop work had turned our setback into the foundation of something bigger than I’d ever imagined. I leaned back in my office chair, stretching my arms above my head as I admired the website displayed on my monitor. The Pink Dream, our new digital empire, was finally live.

The site was beautiful, with a minimalist pink and white aesthetic that managed to be both classy and sexy. I’d coded every page myself, spending countless late nights perfecting the user experience, subscription tiers, and content delivery system. The homepage featured tasteful previews of our highest-rated content, strategically blurred just enough to entice visitors to subscribe.

My shoulders ached from hunching over the keyboard, but seeing the finished product made every moment worth it. We’d managed to salvage some of our old content and shoot plenty of new material. The apartments we’d rented directly below the penthouse had been converted into proper studios, complete with professional lighting and various themed sets. We needed three girls at the moment. Three beauties who would also need an audition first.

I felt Valeria’s hands on my shoulders before I heard her come in, her fingers working the knots in my muscles. “I hope you have taken a walk or two … You can’t just sit here for an entire day,” she said in her motherly voice. “It’s not good for the back.”

“What you’re doing now is perfect for my back.”

“I’m glad,” she said, leaning down to look at the screen. Her hair brushed against my cheek, carrying that familiar vanilla scent that always made my heart race. “You’ve outdone yourself … that’s a beautiful website.”

I tilted my head back to look at her. “Think it’ll work?”

“It already is.” Her hands continued their magic on my tense shoulders as she reached forward with one arm to slide her tablet in front of me. “Look at this.”

I scrolled through a document containing profiles of ten gorgeous women, each with professional headshots and detailed information. My eyes widened as I took in their stats, all between nineteen and twenty-five, each one stunning in her own unique way.

“These are all responses to our casting call?” I asked, genuinely surprised. “Already?”

Valeria nodded, pride evident in her voice. “And this is just from one ad. Amanda really knows what she’s doing with the marketing.”

“I had my doubts that anyone would respond,” I admitted, clicking through the profiles. “It’s not like we’re super famous or anything like that.”

“You will be.” She squeezed my shoulders gently. “But the question is, which ones do you want to meet first?”

I studied the profiles more carefully. “I’ll need to review them properly. When can they come in?”

“Whenever you’re ready this week. Just let me know, and I’ll set up the interviews.” Her hands slowed their massage. “You know, I think Amanda wants to be more involved in the business side. Not just the recruiting.”

“You think?” I turned to face her.

“I know Amanda. She’s got that look in her eye. The one she gets when she’s found something or someone exciting.” Valeria’s lips curved into a knowing smile. “And frankly, we could use her experience.”

“Who’s this someone?”

She giggled. “Don’t play dumb with me. I know you’re way too smart for that … The question is, would you mind having her on board?”

“I wouldn’t mind,” I said thoughtfully. “She’s got great experiences and confidence.”

Valeria nodded, sliding the tablet closer to me again. “Well, why don’t you check through these profiles and let me know which ones you want to meet? I’ll handle the scheduling.”

I scrolled through the profiles more carefully now. “I’ll narrow it down soon.”

Valeria leaned down and pressed her lips against mine, a sweet, lingering kiss that made my skin warm. “Don’t stay up too late,” she whispered against my mouth before pulling away. “We need you well-rested.”

After she left, closing the door behind her, I turned back to the tablet.

There was something intoxicating about having this kind of selection before me, aspiring adult models who had specifically sought us out, eager to work with The Pink Dream.

A petite brunette named Sofia caught my eye first. Twenty years old, with a dancer’s body and large, expressive brown eyes. Her smile had a hint of mischief that promised she’d be comfortable in front of the camera. I also loved her porcelain skin.

Then there was Ashley, a classic California beach blonde whose sun-kissed skin glowed in every photo. At nineteen, she had the fresh-faced innocence our subscribers would go crazy for, combined with curves that contradicted her young age.

I lingered longest on Joselyn’s profile. Twenty-two, with chestnut hair that fell in waves past her shoulders and full lips that seemed made for the camera. There was something magnetic about her gaze, confident and sexy, as if she were made for the adult world.

“Damn,” I muttered, feeling a familiar stirring as I imagined working with each of them. The thought of directing them, positioning them, eventually being inside them, sent a rush of blood straight to my cock.

I could have them all if I wanted. The power of that realization made me chuckle. This was what we’d built, a platform where I could select beautiful young women and turn them into stars, while enjoying every moment of the process.

After reviewing all the profiles twice, I sent Valeria a message. Sofia, Ashley, and Joselyn. Let’s schedule them ASAP.


Her reply came almost instantly. Good choices. How about this Friday?


Friday. Three days away. My heart raced at the thought. Perfect.
 I typed back.

I leaned back in my chair, a smile spreading across my face. Soon, I’d have three new girls to work with, expanding our content beyond just family and friends.

* * *

Friday arrived in a flash, and suddenly I found myself straightening the furniture in our newly renovated studio apartment. My hands trembled slightly, not from fear but anticipation. The clock on the wall showed 9:45 AM. First appointment at 10:00.

The doorbell rang fifteen minutes early. I heard Valeria’s voice down the hallway as she greeted someone. I drew in a deep breath, checked my appearance in the mirror one last time, and stepped into the living room just as Valeria led Sofia through the door.

“Kane, this is Sofia,” Valeria said, her hand resting gently on the petite brunette’s shoulder. “Sofia, my colleague Kane, is the creative director of The Pink Dream.”

Sofia was even more stunning in person. Her dark hair cascaded in loose curls past her shoulders, and her brown eyes sparkled with nervous excitement. She wore a simple sundress that accentuated her dancer’s physique. But when she smiled, I saw the cutest face I’d seen in a long time with the most perfect dimples and high cheekbones. She was one of those too cute for porn girls.

“It’s so nice to meet you,” she said, her voice as sweet as herself.

“The pleasure’s all mine,” I replied, taking her hand. Her skin was soft and warm, just as I’d imagined it to be. “Valeria, could you bring us some water while I show Sofia around?”

Valeria nodded. I led Sofia through the apartment, showing her the different sets we’d created, a bedroom with professional lighting, a minimalist white backdrop area, and a comfortable lounge space. I showed her the box of toys, the wardrobe filled with sexy lingerie and bikinis.

“This is quite the office,” she said jokingly, running her fingers along the edge of the king-sized bed. “So professional.”

“We take our work seriously,” I told her, pulling out my camera.

Valeria came back with some water for both of us, which I knew would be needed when we got down to business. “Let me know if you need anything else,” she told me.

“Will do,” I said, as she closed the door with a grin. “Ready to start with some test photos?”

She nodded eagerly, and it was showtime. I began directing her through various poses. First clothed, then gradually more revealing as she shed layers. She wasn’t shy. Her body moved naturally as if she’d been practicing, each pose flowing seamlessly into the next. When she finally stood before me in nothing but a thong and a bra, I couldn’t wait to see how she looked fully nude.

“Beautiful,” I murmured. “Now, let’s try something more intimate.”

She happily took off her panties and bra. Her nipples and areolas were as pink as candy, and my eyes trailed down to her pussy that she’d just shaved for this occasion. She happily spread her legs for me, letting me touch and rub her.

Then the test shoot progressed naturally into more explicit territory. I guided her onto the bed, positioning her for the best angles. Then it was time for me to undress. When I asked her to take me in her mouth, she complied without hesitation, her eyes locked on mine as her lips wrapped around my cock.

“Perfect,” I whispered as I captured every second. What followed was a blur of pleasure as I tested her skills more thoroughly, her tight body accepting me eagerly as I slid inside her pussy, raw and unprotected. Before I got too excited, I needed my sister to film some third-person scenes, and she was here in a heartbeat, introducing herself to our new talent.

Sabrina gave me a knowing smile as she began capturing the scene from different angles. Sofia didn’t seem to mind the additional photographer; if anything, it encouraged her to perform even more enthusiastically.

I finished inside her missionary, pumping my cum right into her pussy. Once I slid out, Sabrina was ready to capture the creampie.

When it was a wrap, we hugged each other, and I told her for certain she’d landed the job. By the time I finished with Sofia, I was already running late for Ashley’s session. But the moment the blonde walked in, wearing a cropped tank top and denim shorts that naughtily hugged her curves, all thoughts of schedules vanished from my mind.

“Sorry, I’m a little behind,” I said, extending my hand. “The previous girl was a bit prettier than expected.”

Ashley flashed a dazzling smile, her blue eyes twinkling. “No problem. I’m just excited to be here.”

I led her to the bedroom set. Sabrina had already prepared it with fresh sheets. Sofia’s scent still lingered in the air, but Amanda didn’t seem to notice or care as she followed my directions, stripping down to a lacy pink bra and matching thong.

“These look amazing,” I said, showing her some of the test photos on the camera’s display. “You’re a natural.”

Ashley beamed at the compliment, her confidence visibly growing. “What should we try next?”

Throughout the afternoon, I continued to snap photos and masturbation clips with her. Ashley’s tan lines created striking contrasts against her otherwise pale skin, and when she finally knelt before me, taking me into her mouth with surprising lust and skill, I had to remind myself that I had to finish in her pussy.

Then she was on the bed, legs spread wide, blonde hair splayed across the pillow, and Sabrina was ready with the camera. I couldn’t resist such a tempting fruit. I slid inside her tight, wet pussy, feeling her walls grip me as Sabrina circled us, capturing every angle.

“Oh my god,” Ashley gasped, her back arching off the mattress. “You feel so good.”

The shoot quickly evolved beyond photography, and when I finally tensed, burying myself deep inside her as I came, Ashley’s eyes widened in surprise before darkening with pleasure.

“That wasn’t … in the job description,” she panted, a lazy smile spreading across her face.

“Consider it a bonus,” I replied, pulling out slowly and admiring how my cum leaked from her.

Sabrina handed me a towel. “Joselyn’s waiting in the living room,” she whispered. “Mom’s keeping her company.”

I cleaned up quickly, thanked Ashley, and promised to call her soon with a contract offer. Then I headed to meet my final appointment of the day.

Joselyn sat on the couch, her chestnut hair cascading over one shoulder as she chatted with Valeria. Unlike the other two, she wore a sleek business blazer over a silky camisole and tight pencil skirt, professional yet undeniably sexy. She reminded me of Amanda in a way.

“Kane,” Valeria said, standing as I entered. “This is Joselyn.”

When Joselyn turned to face me, I was struck by the intensity in her hazel eyes.

“I’ve heard a lot about you,” she said, her voice lower and richer than I’d expected.

“All good things, I hope,” I replied.

“Of course,” she said.

The test shoot with her took a different trajectory. She knew exactly how to pose, how to show off her body for maximum sexiness. When the clothes came off, revealing tattoos I hadn’t noticed in her photos, delicate vines trailing up her ribcage, I knew we’d found something special.

“I’m open to anything,” she said as she stretched out on the bed. “And I mean anything.”

Her last sentence made me grin, and I didn’t waste any time. What followed was the hottest shoot yet. Joselyn took control in ways the others hadn’t, guiding my hands and telling me exactly what she wanted. She happily let me touch her, letting me spread her cheeks, fingering her wet pussy and squeezing her breasts. When she whispered in my ear that she wanted me to take her ass, I nearly lost control on the spot. I was already hard again, despite having been inside two girls already.

“Are you sure?” I asked, reaching for the lube.

“Positive,” she said, positioning herself on all fours. “I want to show you everything I can do.”

This was exactly the kind of performer we needed. I called for Sabrina and she happily came with the camera, ready to film some action.

I coated my cock with lube, then pressed the head against Joselyn’s tight entrance. She pushed back eagerly, taking me inch by inch until I was buried to the hilt. The tight grip of her ass around my shaft was almost too much after my previous sessions.

“Hmm,” I moaned, gripping her hips. “You’re incredibly talented.”

“I know,” she said, looking over her shoulder with those intense eyes. “Now show me what you can do.”

I gave it to her, fucking her ass and sliding deeper for every thrust. I was amazed at how easily she took me, how she seemed to want it harder and deeper, my girth stretching her rosebud like rubber bands. I was mesmerized how her moans were genuine, and how she backed her ass against me for every thrust. When I felt my climax building, I didn’t hold back.

With a final thrust, I emptied myself into her butthole, my third orgasm of the day, pumping out whatever I had left in there. I pulled out slowly, watching small trickles of cum dribbling down her thoroughly-fucked ass. Sabrina zoomed in to capture the moment.

Joselyn rolled onto her back, a satisfied smile on her lips. “So? Do I get the job?”

“Without a doubt,” I said, catching my breath. “You’re exactly what we need.”

Her eyes sparkled with triumph. “I’m glad.”

With Sabrina’s help, Joselyn headed to the shower, and I collapsed onto the edge of the bed and thought of the past hour. Three girls and three climaxes all within a single hour. I’d never tested my stamina quite like this before.

“Holy fuck,” I whispered to myself, running a hand through my sweat-dampened hair. My cock was finally softening, dry after its marathon performance. I couldn’t believe I’d managed to stay hard and finish three times in such quick succession. The Pink Dream was already exceeding my wildest expectations.

I was still sitting there naked, lost in thought, when the door opened without a knock. Amanda stepped in, her eyes widening slightly at the sight of me before she quickly composed herself.

“Oh! I’m sorry,” she said. She made a little fake-shy face, her gaze lingered a moment too long on my sweaty body and nether region before turning away. “I didn’t realize you were in the middle of something.”

“It’s fine. Just finished an audition.”

“Do you want some privacy?”

“No, it’s fine. You can come in, maybe grab me a towel since it’s getting cold.”

She was sweet enough to hand me one, which I wrapped around myself. Amanda was wearing a form-fitting white blouse with the top buttons popped free, showing her cleavage. She also wore stockings and a black, tight skirt. Despite the cleavage, she looked professional yet undeniably sexy, something she’d perfected over years of selling luxury real estate.

“I can see you’ve been working hard,” she said with a small smile, pretending she hadn’t just caught me completely nude. “Successful day?”

“Very,” I replied, reaching for my boxers and sliding them on. “We’ve hired all three.”

Amanda stepped further into the room, casually glancing at the rumpled sheets. “Well, I wanted to show you some additional candidates. I’ve found five more models who I think would be perfect for The Pink Dream. Young, beautiful, horny … and very flexible with their boundaries.”

There was something in her tone that made me look up sharply. Her eyes held mine, and for a moment, I felt a charge pass between us.

“That sounds promising,” I said. “We could definitely use more talent.”

“I thought you might say that,” she replied, her voice dropping slightly. “I’ve already interviewed them personally.”

“I’d love to see their profiles,” I said. “Can we meet at the office in a second? I just need to finish getting dressed.”

“Of course,” Amanda agreed, her eyes still taking in every inch of me. “Take your time. I’ll be waiting.”

She left, and I finished dressing and headed to the office, taking a moment to collect myself after the marathon of auditions. When I opened the door, I stopped in my tracks. Amanda sat perched on the edge of my desk, but it wasn’t her position that caught me off guard. She had popped another button free of her blouse, revealing more of her gorgeous, soft skin. I’d known Amanda for years, but she’d always maintained a professional look around me, despite her sexy style. This looked intentional, though, as if she wanted me to have some eye-candy.

“I hope I didn’t keep you waiting,” I said, trying to keep my eyes at face level.

“Not at all.” She rose and sat down on the chair. She patted the chair next to her. “Come sit.”

I settled next to her, close enough that I could smell her floral perfume, just intoxicating me even more despite the three recent climaxes.

“You look exhausted,” she said with a knowing smile, leaning closer. “Three auditions in one day … that’s a lot of fucking even for a young man like you.”

Heat rushed to my face. “I’m alright. Nothing I can’t handle.”

“I’m sure,” she said, her eyes sparkling. “You’re bringing some serious heat to this operation, aren’t you?”

She reached up and, maintaining eye contact, slowly popped another button free on her blouse. The gap widened, revealing the edge of her bra that barely contained her full breasts. I remembered when they’d almost spilled out of her dress and her daughter had to hold them.

“That and the girls,” I said, fixing my eyes on her mounds. I tried to resist being a perv and gawk at them, but something told me she wanted me to see them.

“Maybe … Either way, you guys bring the heat with you,” she explained casually, though there was nothing casual about the way she was looking at me.

“I can turn on the AC.”

“I’d love that.”

I turned it on, and she tossed a lock of her hair over her shoulder. Amanda turned to the computer, leaning forward deliberately to give me an even better view down her blouse, and now I started seeing her areolas. “I wanted to drop by earlier to catch your auditions, but I had a closing to handle. Million-dollar beachfront property.” She clicked through some files. “But I’ll join you all for lunch before heading back to the office.”

“You must be making a bank,” I told her.

She grinned. “I’m well off … but I’ve been doing this for so long, so it’s refreshing to do something new.”

“You are always welcome,” I told her.

She just smiled. As she navigated through folders of potential models, her hand casually dropped to my thigh. Her touch was light at first, giving me a slow stroke. Then she caressed me as she scrolled through photos of stunning women. For me, it was like a dual stimulation.

“What do you think?” she asked, her fingers tracing small circles just above my knee. “Do you like what you see?”

The models were gorgeous: a redhead with porcelain skin, best friends who looked like twins, but I was finding it increasingly difficult to focus with Amanda’s hand on my thigh, inching closer and closer to my privates.

“They’re pretty,” I said, her hand warming my thigh as if infused with sexual magic. “We could schedule auditions for next week.”

“Perfect.” Her hand moved slightly higher, only a couple of inches away from my joystick. “I’ll talk to your mom about the scheduling. I think she mentioned Tuesday might work.”

“Sure,” I said.

She was becoming aroused. This wasn’t the first time she’d dropped by since we started the website. Lately, she has visited more often and always asked about me.

Truth be told, I wanted to be bold and ask if she’d shoot a scene with me. Maybe find an excuse to undress, ease into it. I wasn’t sure how Tiffany would take it, but both of them seemed pretty open-minded.

Amanda glanced down at my lips and leaned in. My heart picked up. I read her cues. She was going for it, and I was ready to meet her halfway.

That’s when a knock ruined the moment.

“Hey, lunch is ready,” Valeria said, opening the door. From the look in Valeria’s eyes, she knew exactly what we’d been about to do.

“We’ll be right there,” Amanda said with a smile. “Then I’ve got to get going.”

“Even if it’s just for a minute,” Valeria replied. “I’m glad to have you over.”

We rose to our feet, and I quickly had to tuck my erection into the waistband. It caught me completely off guard. I wasn’t even aware that I was becoming hard again. Valeria gave me a mischievous look before Amanda gave her a warm hug.

“I’ll say the same about your son,” Amanda said. “Just a minute with him makes my day.”

“I’m glad he can satisfy you,” Valeria said, holding onto her friend.

Valeria had made burgers. The girls were already seated when we walked in, and Tiffany gave Amanda a suspicious look, probably wondering what she’d been up to.

“Mom … why are your top buttons undone?” Tiffany asked. Her voice was suspicious, and her grin was forming.

“Because it’s hot outside,” Amanda said. “I can button them if you’d rather not see anything.”

“It’s fine,” Tiffany replied, but her tone said otherwise.

“Aren’t you tired?” Valeria asked me as I grabbed a burger and sat down.

“Nope,” I said. I wondered if she was surprised I might be showing interest in Amanda, too.

“That was, what, three girls in an hour?” Valeria said, sounding almost proud.

“Me and the girls have done more than that,” I said, giving her a wink.

“And the new models Amanda showed you?”

“I want to try them all. She really knows how to find the pretty ones.”

Amanda chuckled. “I know how to connect the dots,” she said.

“I liked Ashley,” Sabrina said after finishing a bite. “What’s the plan, anyway? Are they camming at the other apartments we’re renting?”

“That, and some of them might want exclusive scenes with Kane,” Valeria said. “Which I think is going to happen a lot.”

“This really is turning into a camming empire,” Sabrina said. “I’m just glad we’re finally getting somewhere. Waking up to that email wasn’t fun.”

“You’re right,” I said, thinking back to that bleak morning. “We should all be proud we bounced back so fast and came out with even bigger plans.”

Everyone agreed.

After we ate, Amanda had to head out for work. As usual, she hugged Tiffany, then Sabrina, and finally came over to me.

She hugged me closely, warm and slow, like she was picking up right where we’d left off in the office. As my hands were wrapped around her back, I wanted to trail lower, hold onto her buttocks. But Tiffany was right behind us, studying this moment to get a clue why her mother wanted to visit me so frequently.

“Take care of Tiffany,” she said, her voice close to my ear.

“Of course I will,” I said, enjoying the feel of her chest pressed against mine. Even if I couldn’t touch her full moon, her breasts would do for now.

She pulled back, gave me a quick peck on the cheek, and waved as she headed outside.

Valeria watched her go, then looked back at me. “I didn’t interrupt anything in the office, did I?”

“You already know the answer,” I said.

She smiled. “I’m sorry. Hopefully, you get a bit of rest after all that hard work. Maybe join Sabrina in the jacuzzi?”

“Will do,” I said. “As long as she’s nice and doesn’t tease me.”

“Don’t hold your breath,” Sabrina said with a giggle, making me roll my eyes.

* * *

The afternoon sun was warm on my skin as Sabrina and I lounged by the sun loungers. I had my eyes closed, enjoying the lazy heat after the morning’s sexual marathon, when I heard the sliding door open.

“Guys,” Tiffany called out as she hurried toward us, phone in hand. Having just been in the bathroom, she was wearing a green bikini that made her red hair look even more stunning against her porcelain skin.

Sabrina pushed her sunglasses up. “What’s up?”

“The mystery lady just sent another request,” Tiffany said, plopping down on the edge of my lounger. “She wants a threesome with me, your mom, and Kane.”

I sat up. “Really?”

“And get this—she’s offering fifteen grand,” Tiffany added, her eyes wide as saucers as she showed us the message on her phone.

Sabrina whistled. “Damn. That’s a lot of money for one video.”

I took the phone, reading the message carefully. The mystery woman had been requesting custom videos for weeks now, always with specific combinations of me and Tiffany, always paying premium prices. But this was her biggest offer yet, and the first threesome.

“I wonder who she is,” I said, handing the phone back. “She must be loaded.”

“Does it matter?” Sabrina asked, stretching her arms above her head. “Fifteen grand is fifteen grand.”

“I’m up for it if my mom is,” I said, my mind already racing with the possibilities. “Where is she, anyway?”

“Shopping,” Tiffany replied. “She said she’d be back soon.”

We didn’t have to wait long. About an hour later, Valeria returned with several bags, her blonde hair pulled back in a ponytail, wearing a flowery sundress that fit her perfectly.

“Hey, loves,” she called, setting her bags down by the door. “How was your afternoon?”

“Interesting,” I said, grinning. “We got another request from our mystery fan.”

Tiffany held up her phone. “She wants a threesome with you, me, and Kane. Fifteen thousand dollars.”

Valeria’s eyebrows shot up. “Fifteen? That’s quite the jump from her last offer.”

“So, what do you think?” I asked, watching Valeria’s face.

Valeria thought for a moment, then smiled. “Sure, why not? The Pink Dream is all about giving the customers what they want.”

“When are you guys ready?” Tiffany asked as if she were eager to start right now.

“We could schedule it for later this week,” Valeria said.

I frowned slightly. “Why wait until later this week? Why not today?”

Valeria stiffened, wondering whether she’d heard correctly. “Today? You’ve already had three girls this morning.”

“I’m still good to go,” I said with a confident smirk. “Unless you’re not in the mood…”

A slow smile spread across Valeria’s face. “Well, I wasn’t expecting to perform today, but…” She ran her hand through her hair. “I am feeling a bit in the mood.” Her confession came with a light-hearted laugh. “It’s been a few days since I’ve had any action from you, Kane.”

“It’s no problem for me,” I said, already feeling a familiar stirring. After three girls this morning, I should have been spent, but something about filming with Valeria and Tiffany always got me going. “I’m always ready for you two.”

Tiffany tucked a strand of red hair behind her ear. “I’m fine with it, too. The offer’s too good to pass up, and honestly…” she bit her lip, “I’ve been thinking about us filming together all day.”

“Maybe we should wait a couple of hours, though,” Valeria suggested, setting her shopping bags on the counter. “Let me shower and prepare. Plus, we should set up the bedroom properly for filming. I don’t want to disappoint her.”

“Good idea,” I nodded. “We want this to be worth fifteen grand.”

When it was settled, Tiffany and Sabrina headed outside to the sun loungers. I turned back to Valeria, who was unpacking groceries in the kitchen.

“Can I ask you something?” I lowered my voice and moved closer to her. I didn’t want the girls to hear this part.

“Of course, sweetie,” she replied, placing a carton of eggs in the refrigerator.

I leaned against the counter, crossing my arms. “Don’t you think it’s weird that this mystery woman is willing to pay so much? What if she’s … I don’t know, some crazy stalker?”

Valeria paused, a package of strawberries in her hand. “Why would you think that?”

“I keep thinking about that text I got before our suspension,” I admitted. “The timing is suspicious. First, the text warned me, then we got banned, and now this woman is offering huge money for specific videos of us.”

Valeria shook her head, setting the strawberries down. “I think you’re overthinking this, Kane. She’s probably just a sexually deprived woman with too much money and very specific tastes. We’re giving her something she can’t get anywhere else.”

“But—”

Suddenly, I heard footsteps behind us. Sabrina stepped in, her expression hard. “What are you two whispering about?”

Valeria and I exchanged glances.

“Nothing important,” I started, but Sabrina cut me off.

“Don’t lie to me. You two keep having these little secret conversations lately.” Her voice was sharp with hurt. “We’re supposed to be in this together.”

“Sabrina—” Valeria began.

“No, she’s right,” I sighed, running a hand through my hair. “I’m sorry, Sabrina. You’re right.”

She crossed her arms while Tiffany stepped in as well, looking puzzled. “What’s the fuss about?” Sabrina asked me. “You mentioned a stalker and a creepy text. I want to know.”

“Well, there’s something I didn’t tell you the night before we got banned,” I told her. “I received this mysterious text.”

“Can I see it?” Sabrina asked, and Tiffany joined us as well, despite not saying anything.

I pulled out my phone and brought it up, handing my sister the phone. She read it slowly, “Your adult adventure will soon come to an end …” Her eyes widened. “What the fuck?” she whispered, her anger instantly replaced by concern. “Kane, why didn’t you show me this before? This is seriously creepy.” She looked up at me, then at our mother.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t want to creep you out or ruin your sleep that night.”

“I’m twenty-one. I’m not a baby girl,” she told me.

“You just admitted it was creepy,” I told her.

“It is creepy!”

“Calm down, sweetheart,” Valeria told her. “Kane did the right thing. The timing wasn’t right then.”

Sabrina calmed down and then asked, “Do you think it was Mary Ann? Our neighbor from the old place?”

Valeria leaned against the counter, crossing her arms thoughtfully. “It could be. The timing certainly fits.”

“But she was only bothered when we were filming in our neighborhood,” I pointed out. “We don’t live there any longer.”

“People can be funny about these things,” Valeria said, taking the phone and studying the message again. “Some people get weird morality complexes and decide to play vigilante.”

“But how could she have gotten us banned?” I asked the question that had been bothering me for weeks.

Valeria handed the phone back to me with a sigh. “I honestly don’t know, honey. Maybe she has connections we don’t know about. Maybe she reported us repeatedly. The important thing is that we’re safer now with our platform.” She squeezed my shoulder reassuringly. “Don’t lose sleep over it. We’ve moved on to something better.”

Sabrina didn’t look convinced. “I still think we should try to find out. What if she tries again?”

“What could she possibly do now?” Valeria asked. “We own the domain, we control the servers, we’re not dependent on someone else’s platform anymore.”

I nodded, seeing the logic in Valeria’s argument. “You’re right. And we’ve got better security now, too.”

“Exactly,” Valeria said firmly. “Now, let’s focus on the present. We have a fifteen-thousand-dollar video to make.” She turned to Sabrina with a smile. “Would you mind helping with the filming? Your brother has taught you well.”

Sabrina’s expression softened slightly. “Fine. But no more secrets, okay? We’re in this together.”

“Promise,” I said, holding up my hand. “No more secrets.”

“Good,” she replied, then a playful smile crept across her face. “So, mystery woman wants you to fuck both Valeria and Tiffany, huh? Think you’ve got enough left in the tank after your marathon morning?”

I laughed, grateful for the lightened mood. “For those two? Always.”

Valeria headed toward her bedroom. “I’m going to shower and get ready. Give me thirty minutes.”

Within the hour, Sabrina had arranged the lighting, positioned multiple cameras for different angles and cleared unnecessary items from the frame. The bed was freshly made with silky purple sheets and heart-shaped pillows.

Valeria, Tiffany and I were gathered. We’d already discussed how the clip would go down. I sat on the edge of the bed, waiting to enter their hungry mouths.

“We’re rolling,” Sabrina announced from behind the main camera, giving us a thumbs up.

Valeria and Tiffany approached me from opposite sides of the bed, both wearing matching lingerie sets in contrasting colors. Valeria in black lace and Tiffany in emerald green, which made her red hair look like a living flame. I sat on the edge of the bed, already rock hard and impatient to enter their mouths. They knelt before me and started fiddling with my nether clothing.

They freed my cock from my boxers, and Sabrina came behind me, filming over my neck to create a first person POV. Valeria took the lead, aiming the crown at her mouth. Her experienced lips wrapped around the head while Tiffany’s tongue ran up and down along the shaft. They executed the dual blowjob well.

“That’s it,” I said, sighing in relief, one hand in Valeria’s blonde hair, the other tangled in Tiffany’s fiery locks. “Show the camera how much you love it.”

They alternated, Valeria demonstrating her deep-throating skills while Tiffany watched and learned, then taking turns. When Tiffany struggled to take me fully, Valeria guided her with gentle hands and whispered instructions that made the scene even more authentic.

“Don’t forget the eye contact,” I said.

They complied, their eyes meeting mine as their lips worked in tandem, one sucking my tip while the other licked and kissed my balls. It was intense, and I had to focus hard not to finish too soon.

“Let’s switch it up,” I told them. “It’s getting a bit too hot.”

Tiffany giggled, clearly enjoying working along with her mom’s best friend.

I gently guided them both onto the bed so I could lick them side by side. “Lie back and spread your legs for me.”

They positioned themselves side by side, removing their panties while maintaining eye contact with the camera. I started with Valeria, burying my face between her thighs while my fingers worked Tiffany’s already wet entrance. I started at the very bottom at the border of her asshole and licked all the way up, so I caught every drop of her swollen, aroused pussy. The taste of Valeria’s sweetness only made my cock harder, and I gave her a couple of more deep licks till she moaned and purred like a cat. Sabrina zoomed right in, catching my tongue, running up and down our mother’s sex.

I came off her with a kiss, and then I switched to Tiffany, whose thighs trembled as my tongue found her womanhood. She was a lot more sensitive, slightly sour, but just as delicious. I parted her lips with my fingers, so I came face to face with her pink interior. As I pressed my tongue right onto her, it felt like pressing my tongue onto a sliced strawberry.

Eventually, I came off her as well. Valeria lay back against the pillows while Tiffany positioned herself above her, her knees on either side of Valeria’s head. Slowly but surely, Tiffany lowered her slit right onto Valeria’s face. Giggling, Valeria stared right at Tiffany’s pussy before she opened her mouth and started tasting her. I could hear the sound of each flick, Valeria lapping right at her. Valeria took a break, spreading her legs.

“What are you waiting for?” she asked me, inviting me to enter her.

I moved into position behind Valeria. I lined myself up with her pink, glistening entrance, rubbing the head along her sex I’d recently licked. Once her juices covered my shaft, I gave the head a nudge and slipped inside her. Then with a single thrust, I slid inside my mother, and she moaned out against Tiffany’s pussy. The vibration of her moan made Tiffany shudder visibly.

“That’s hot,” Sabrina said from behind the camera, circling to capture different angles. “Show our mystery woman what she paid for.”

I quickly got into the mood, fucking Valeria deeply while she continued pleasuring Tiffany above her. After several deep, wet strokes, I wanted to see something different.

“Let’s switch,” I said after several minutes, pulling out of Valeria’s warmth. My cock came out drenched, and several strings clung to the head.

They reversed the positions. Now Tiffany lay beneath Valeria, her red hair splayed across the black sheets. Valeria straddled Tiffany’s face and lowered her pussy to her young, eager mouth while I positioned myself behind Tiffany.

“Oh wow,” I groaned as I entered Tiffany’s fresh, pink channel. She was dripping and penetrating her felt like parting the petals of a burning rose. “You’re so wet and hot.”

Tiffany moaned against Valeria’s center, the vibrations making Valeria grip the headboard for support. I gripped Tiffany’s hips, pulling her back to meet each thrust while watching Valeria grind against Tiffany’s face above. While I steadily fucked Tiffany, I came face to face with Valeria swiveling her hips right on top of Tiffany. Every move she made made her tits jiggle. We exchanged glances, and I could read her thoughts. I leaned forward to squeeze her breasts, sinking my fingers into her soft boobs. It looked like Valeria wanted to say something, but Tiffany kept pushing Valeria’s button, disrupting her speech. Tiffany’s pussy also kept tightening, squeezing at the entrance and deeper down her depths. After the morning’s marathon, I thought I would last longer, but I couldn’t.

We switched positions again, agreeing to do a creampie cum swap. I lay on top of my mother in a missionary position, thrusting my hips while my head was buried in her shoulders. Ten deep thrusts were all I needed, and on the next pussy plunge, I released all the cum I had left into her love hole, my vision blurring as waves of pleasure crashed over me.

I caught my breath while her soft breasts pressed against my chest. Then I leaned back, seeing her wide smile and a sheen of sweat over her forehead. “I can’t believe you still had something left in your balls,” she said with a giggle.

“Do you feel it?”

“Every single drop,” she said. “Pull out and you’ll see.”

I slowly pulled out from her, and it didn’t take longer for the first trickles to run down her slit.

Tiffany immediately positioned herself between Valeria’s legs, her tongue darting out to collect the streams of cum that flowed from Valeria’s well-fucked pussy. The camera captured every detail as she lapped eagerly at the creamy mixture, gathering as much as possible into her mouth.

With her cheeks bulging slightly, Tiffany crawled up Valeria’s body until they were face to face. Their eyes locked in a moment of heat and lust before Tiffany lowered her mouth to Valeria’s. Their lips met in a passionate kiss as Tiffany transferred my seed between them, the white fluid visible as it passed from tongue to tongue.

After a couple of exchanges, Valeria swallowed audibly in front of the camera, licking her lips with satisfaction as a trickle of cum escaped the corner of her mouth. Tiffany quickly caught it with her finger and fed it back to her.

I was speechless.

“Perfect,” Sabrina said, finally lowering the camera. “That’s fifteen thousand dollars well earned.”

“No shit,” I said, knowing damn well I’d easily spend that kind of money for a similar clip.

We collapsed together on the bed, our bodies slick with sweat and arousal. After a moment of catching our breath, Valeria kissed my cheek and rolled off the bed.

“I need a shower,” she said, stretching. “That was amazing sex.”

Tiffany nodded in agreement. “Same. I feel like I’ve run a marathon.”

“You both were amazing,” I said, feeling the familiar post-sex fatigue settling into my muscles. After four intense sessions today, even my stamina had its limits.

“The cum kiss was fun,” Tiffany said. “We should do that more often.”

“I agree,” I said, wiping my brow.

“Get some rest,” Valeria suggested, patting my thigh and noticing my exhaustion. “We’ve got a busy week ahead with the new girls starting.”

I nodded gratefully.

“Tiffany, do you want to shower with me?” Valeria asked, and she nodded eagerly. They gathered their things and headed for the bathroom. Sabrina was already packing up the equipment, humming to herself as she worked.

“I also loved the cum kiss,” she said with a giggle.

“You should do that too,” I said.

“When we find time,” she said, yawning. “I’ll edit this one. Our mystery woman will have it by morning.”

“Good girl,” I murmured, already feeling sleep tugging at the edges of my consciousness.

“You look dead,” she said with a chuckle.

“Dead of pleasure,” I said.

“Mom’s right, you deserve some rest,” Sabrina said, kissing my forehead. “Hopefully, you’ve recovered by tomorrow.”

“No doubt,” I said.

She left, and I sprawled across the bed, enjoying the quiet. My mind drifted through the day’s events, the three new recruits, each bringing something unique to our growing enterprise, and now this intense session with Valeria and Tiffany. The Pink Dream was becoming more successful than I’d dared hope.

While Valeria and Tiffany showered, I just lay there. I fell asleep, but then I heard a knock on the door that woke me up.

“Kane?” Tiffany’s voice called. “Are you awake?”

I blinked, disoriented for a moment. “Yeah, come in.”

She entered, freshly showered with her red hair damp around her shoulders. She’d changed into a nightgown, looking remarkably innocent compared to her appearance an hour ago.

“Sorry to bother you,” she said, holding up her phone. “It’s my mom. She wants to talk to you.” She seemed hesitant, almost apologetic. “I know you’re tired, but she says it’s important.”

I smiled and let her give me her phone. “Hey Amanda, what’s up?”

“Kane,” she said, her voice coming through crisp and cheerful. “I hate to bother you after what I’m sure has been a very… productive day.”

I chuckled at her choice of words. “You could say that.”

“I was wondering if you might be free tomorrow morning? I have this client, Mrs. Celeste—absolutely loaded, looking for a beachfront property. She specifically requested a male agent, and all my colleagues are booked.”

“You want me to help you sell a house?” I asked, surprised.

“Just to accompany me. She’s one of those women who respond better to a handsome young man than another middle-aged woman. You know the type, forty-something, divorced, more money than she knows what to do with.” Amanda’s laugh tinkled through the speaker. “I’d make it worth your while, of course. Ten percent commission.”

I exhaled slowly, feeling an unexpected wave of relief wash over me. After the intensity of today, three auditions and the threesome with Valeria and Tiffany, the prospect of doing something completely different was oddly appealing. I hadn’t been doing much other than filming and editing sex tapes for the past months.

“Sure,” I said, sitting up and running a hand through my hair. “What time?”

“That’s the bad news that I decided to reveal at last. It will be early in the morning, like eight AM … If that’s okay? I’ll come pick you up.”

“That’s fine,” I said.

“Thank you, sweetheart,” Amanda said with a relieved sigh. “See you tomorrow, nighty night.”

“Good night,” I said.

I handed the phone back to Tiffany, who lingered in the doorway, shifting her weight from one foot to the other.

“Everything okay?” I asked.

“Yeah, she just—” Tiffany started, then stopped herself. She stepped fully into the room, closing the door behind her. “My mom’s been acting weird lately. Always asking about you, finding excuses to come over…”

I lay back against the pillows, feeling the weight of exhaustion pulling at my limbs. “She’s just getting more involved with the business. It’s good to have her experience.”

Tiffany nodded, though she didn’t look entirely convinced. “Maybe.” She hesitated, then added, “She’s never asked you to help with real estate before.”

“Does it bother you?”

“No,” she said with a smile. “As long as you won’t keep any secrets from me.”

“I promise,” I told her. She came over and kissed me goodnight, and I picked up the scent of my mother’s pussy on her lips.

“Sweet dreams,” she said.

“You too,” I said, closing my eyes as she slipped outside.





Chapter 4





I
 was still in bed, trying to hang onto sleep when Valeria gently nudged me.

“Kane, get up. Amanda’s here. She’s waiting for you outside.”

I sat up slowly, rubbing my face. “Now?”

Valeria nodded. “Yes, now. Tiffany told me last night you agreed to go help her sell a house, right?”

“Yeah … help me out please.”

Valeria chuckled. “You’re a man, not a child.”

I nodded. She had a point. I rose to my feet, and she gave me some clothes. “Let me know how it goes when you’re back, alright?”

“Sure,” I said. Still half-asleep, I threw on jeans and a T-shirt, shoved my feet into sneakers, and stepped into the elevator. Once I exited the apartment complex, Amanda was leaning against her black Mercedes, looking like a magazine cover. She wore a silk blouse, low-cut, tight skirt, and heels that matched her lipstick. Her perfume hit me before I even got close, and I felt a natural pull toward her.

“Hope I’m not waking you up too early,” she said with a teasing smile.

“You are,” I admitted, then added, “but it’s fine. A promise is a promise.”

“A woman loves a loyal man,” she said with a wink. “Are you ready to sell a house today?”

“Only if you promise to teach me.”

“Don’t worry, you’ve got the best teacher in the car.”

I opened the door and sat down beside her. The cabin smelled like her, a soft, sweet coconut scent that instantly reminded me of Tiffany. I turned to her. “You smell really good.”

“It’s a special perfume,” she said with a smile. “Glad you like it.”

She reached for the parking brake, but her hand brushed across my crotch. She paused, then looked up with a flustered smile. “Oops. Sorry about that.”

I shrugged off the alleged awkwardness. “It’s alright.”

Her cheeks were pink, but she didn’t pull her hand back right away. She was excited. And so was I.

The drive out of town was smooth. She didn’t talk much at first, just turned the music low and stole glances at me.

“So, how’s the content going? Did you do anything fun last night?”

“Yeah, actually. Had a threesome with my mother and Tiffany.”

Her eyebrow rose. “Damn. That’s a good night.”

“Also,” I added, “some mystery lady paid a ridiculous amount for that clip. Still don’t know who.”

Amanda didn’t look surprised. “Your content’s gold, Kane. People know it.”

“You’re right.”

She glanced at me again. “What about the models I showed you yesterday? Think you’re ready to work with them?”

I smirked. “I’m ready for everything. But first, the house.”

She laughed. “I was actually a little nervous to ask you for this favor. You’ve been so busy. But I’m glad I have you to myself today.”

We exchanged a glance, and I could tell she was flirting. “To be honest, I’m also a bit nervous,” I admitted. “I’ve never sold a house before.”

She reached over and patted my thigh. “You’ll nail it. Just be you. That’s the hottest version of Kane.”

Then she tapped the screen and switched the music. Something slow and sensual poured from the speakers. “Let’s get in the right mood … but first, we have to stop by my place to get you some clothes. I got a good outfit for you.”

“Alright,” I said, finding this just turning more sensual as I’d soon be alone with her at her place.

* * *

Twenty minutes later, we pulled into a gated community and Amanda guided her Mercedes up a winding driveway to a modern two-story home.

“Welcome back,” she said with a smile.

We hopped outside, and I followed her inside, taking in the elegant decor and high ceilings. Flower pots were in every corner and on every windowsill, bathing the rooms in a pleasant scent. Family photos hung on the wall including several with Tiffany that caught my eye. There was also one with me, Sabrina and Tiffany together.

“Come upstairs,” Amanda said, her heels clicking on the floor. “I’ve got the perfect outfit picked out for you.”

As we climbed the stairs, I couldn’t help but remember the earlier days I’d been here, filming with Tiffany.

“You know,” I said as we reached the landing, “last time I was here with Tiffany, we were just starting with all this.”

Amanda glanced back with a knowing smile. “And look how far you’ve come.”

She led me into her bedroom, which was nothing like I expected. While the rest of the house was modern and sleek, her bedroom was soft and feminine, with crisp white bedding, soft cream carpet, and purple curtains. Everything gleamed like it had just been cleaned, and the bouquet of roses emitted a sweet floral scent that made me want to linger here for a lot longer.

“The outfit’s right here,” she said, walking to her closet. She bent over to reach for something on a lower shelf, her tight skirt riding up her thighs. I couldn’t look away from the curve of her ass, perfectly framed by the stretching fabric. She sure took her time, humming a little as her rear swayed a little side to side. It looked similar to Valeria’s, just the perfect heart shape with country miles of flesh to hold onto.

She turned, catching me staring, and handed me a light blue polo shirt and tan chinos with a smirk. “These should fit perfectly. The bathroom’s through there, and you may use the cologne as well.”

I took the clothes and headed to her bathroom, closing the door behind me. The bathroom matched the bedroom’s feminine aesthetic, with spotless marble counters and a massive glass shower. As I set the clothes down, I opened the cabinet looking for some cologne, and froze.

Three vibrators of different sizes were neatly arranged next to a bottle of lube. I quickly closed the cabinet, my imagination suddenly going wild with images of Amanda using them. “Uhm, where’s the cologne?”

“On the cabinet next to the shower,” she said, trying to hold onto a giggle as if she knew I’d spotted her toys.

I stripped off my clothes and found the bottle, spraying some on my neck and chest. Then I pulled on the outfit she’d chosen. The polo hugged my chest and shoulders while the chinos were snug around my thighs and crotch … maybe a bit too snug. My growing erection was obvious, and no amount of adjusting would hide it.

“Need any help in there?” Amanda called through the door.

“I’m good,” I replied. I quickly tucked my erection into the waistband of my pants, but it still bulged through the fabric. “You can come.”

The door opened and Amanda walked in. Her eyes immediately dropped to my crotch, lingering there before slowly traveling up my body. “You look…” she licked her lips, “perfect. Absolutely perfect.”

Her perfume filled my senses, and the knowledge that we were alone in her bathroom, with her toys just feet away, made my cock stir.

“Thanks,” I said, feeling the tension between us build.

She stepped closer, adjusting my collar, her fingers brushing against my neck. “The blue really brings out your eyes.”

For a moment, I thought she was going to kiss me. I could see it in her eyes, the same hunger I’d noticed in the car. My imagination went wild of what might happen next, right here in her bathroom or perhaps on that white bed. Since I had been with her daughter several times, it felt incredibly taboo to do anything with her. I also remembered my promise to Tiffany, not to keep any secrets.

Then Amanda glanced at her watch and stepped back. “We should get going,” she said, her professional demeanor returning. “She won’t be there till the evening, but I have to make sure you get a proper lesson.”

I nodded, trying to refocus. “Right, the house.”

As we headed back downstairs, I felt her eyes on me from behind. The day had barely started, and I hoped it would be one to remember.

* * *

We drove into a gated community, followed the driveway, and pulled up to a beautiful two-story house. It was stunning. A glass-and-stone villa perched above the water, all open spaces and endless views. Amanda handed me a clipboard and began pacing around, giving directions.

“We’ll start at the front. Remember to smile and speak with intention.” She walked over and adjusted my shoulders, standing so close I could feel her warm, minty breath. “Confidence, Kane. You’re not just showing the home. You are the home.”

I laughed. “That’s a little much.”

“It works. Trust me. Let her feel like she’s already living here, with you.”

Her touch lingered on my arm a second longer than necessary. “Noted,” I said.

She took me on a little tour inside and around the property first, the living room, the bedrooms, the bathrooms, the kitchen, the pool, the garden, and the driveway. I listened to her intently and what she had to teach me.

Whenever I walked behind her, I caught myself staring. Her hips swayed just enough to keep my attention, her skirt hugging every curve. I thought of those real estate porn skits, and for a moment, I wished I were living one.

She caught me looking and smiled over her shoulder. “It’s flattering to admire a woman, Kane. Just … not too long.”

“Sorry,” I said, my cheeks growing hot.

She turned around, still grinning. “It’s okay. You can check me out all you want.”

We reached the entrance again. “Also, mention the view immediately, then guide her into the open living space.”

I nodded, trying to focus.

“Start with the master bedroom after that,” she continued. “Then the spa bathroom, and finish with the kitchen and outdoor space. Save the pool for last. It’s the hook. It’ll be exactly how I just showed you.”

“I remember.”

She stepped closer again. “Also, flatter her, but don’t overdo it. Be real. Women can smell fake from a mile away.”

“After this, some relationship lessons wouldn’t hurt,” I said, making her chuckle.

“We’ll find time, don’t worry.” Then she tilted her head. “But first, try it on me. Show me the tour.”

I took a breath and faced her at the front door. “Welcome,” I said, doing my best to sound smooth. “You’ll notice the view hits you the second you step inside. Wide-open concept, seamless design—”

She raised a hand, cutting me off gently. “Flatter me.”

“Right,” I nodded. I looked her up and down, just enough to let it linger. “You’ve got that polished, grown-woman kind of beauty. Makes the whole place look better just having you in it.”

She gave me a slow thumbs up, clearly amused. “Good. Now keep going.”

I walked her into the living room and pointed to the tall windows and polished floor. “This is where your morning starts, with sunlight, coffee, and that view.”

She followed, nodding like a real buyer. “Keep that tone. It’s working.”

I walked her through the last section of the kitchen and wrapped up the pitch. My heart was still beating fast, but I felt good. Like I was stepping into a role I didn’t know I could play. We continued, going over the house. She only pointed out a couple of minor things, but I could see her smile constantly.

When we finished the tour, she clasped her hands and smiled. “Fabulous. You’re smooth, Kane. Better than I expected, honestly.”

“Was I that good?” I asked, surprised I nailed it at the first attempt.

“Of course,” she said. “The way you kept it confident but not too slick, that’s what sells. You made me want to listen and stay.”

I felt my chest warm. Her approval meant more than I expected.

She stepped in and touched my arm. “Let’s do another round. Lock it in while it’s fresh. And… I wouldn’t mind hearing you flatter me again.”

I smirked. “Guess I better make it even better the second time.”

“Good boy,” she whispered with a wink. “Now go back to the door and make me want to buy it all over again.”

I returned to the entrance, reset my posture, and gave her a confident smile. “Welcome back,” I said. “You look like someone who belongs in a place like this. Honestly, I think the house is lucky to have you here.”

That made her blink. Her cheeks flushed a soft pink. “That’s a good line.”

“Wasn’t a line,” I said with a wink.

She chuckled. “I love that. Now let’s see what else you’ve got.”

I launched into the second round of the tour, more relaxed this time, feeling the rhythm she had coached into me. The compliments came easier, and the transitions were smoother. I caught her eyes a few times. She was watching me closely, and not just professionally.

When I wrapped it up again, she clapped her hands together lightly. “Perfect. One more round. Let’s make sure you’ve got it down.”

We made it through the third round. When I wrapped it up, she sighed in relief.

“Alright,” she said. “Let’s take a break.”

We moved to the couch in the living area, and she sat close, just a few inches from me. She crossed one leg over the other, her heel dangling off her foot.

“You nailed the pace,” she said, brushing her hand across her knee. “But remember, don’t rush when the client’s reacting. Let them think, see and feel. That’s where the sale happens.”

“Of course,” I said.

She shifted slightly closer. Her fingers reached over, brushing the inside of my thigh. “Can I ask something personal?”

“Sure.”

“What do you think of Tiffany?”

I raised an eyebrow. “She’s beautiful. Like her mom.”

Amanda giggled and looked down. “She is pretty. I’m glad she has you.”

The way she said it made me think she was about to make a move. But instead, she pulled out her phone and showed me a photo.

“That’s Celeste. She made it big in modeling. She’s the client.”

I stared at the picture. “She’s gorgeous. And rich?”

“Modeling pays well,” Amanda said casually.

“I bet,” I said.

Just then, we heard the engine of a car pulling in. Amanda rose to her feet, adjusting her skirt.

“Showtime. Go greet her. This is your moment.”

Just as we finished setting up, a new convertible pulled in. A woman in her late forties stepped out, tall with long blonde hair tied back in a soft twist. She wore gold sunglasses, a tight pencil skirt that hugged her hips, high heels that added to her height, and a sleeveless white blouse tucked in neat and taut.

Her face was like something off a billboard—high cheekbones, a narrow nose, pillowy lips glossed to perfection, and eyes that sparkled even behind her shades. She smiled like she knew the effect she had. My body tensed.

I stood up straighter without thinking, suddenly aware of every breath. She was the kind of woman who didn’t need to try. She just walked in and shifted the room.

“That’s Celeste,” Amanda whispered. “She’s picky. But if she bites, she bites big.”

Celeste approached me with a firm smile. “Kane, right?”

“That’s me. Welcome.”

She took off her glasses. “Wow,” she said. “Do you come with the house?”

“Depends on your offer,” I joked.

Celeste laughed, then turned to Amanda with a smirk. “Is he your apprentice?”

Amanda stepped forward, her tone light but proud. “He was. But he’s a master now.”

Celeste’s eyes swept over me slowly, head to toe. “I can see that.”

Inside, I guided Celeste through the wide foyer and into the living area, my voice steady and confident. “We’ve got skylights above to flood the room with natural light all day. Seamless indoor-outdoor flow keeps the space open and welcoming. Heated floors run throughout, and the master bathroom features a spa-style tub perfect for winding down.”

“Mmm,” Celeste murmured, fingers grazing the banister as she walked. “You really do know how to present, don’t you?”

“I had a great coach,” I replied with a glance at Amanda.

We paused in the hallway near the main bedroom. I pointed to the tall double doors. “This is the crown jewel. Views from the bed, private balcony, full walk-in closet.”

Celeste stepped in and ran her fingers across the smooth wooden doorframe. “I love the view.”

I opened the balcony door for her and let her step out first. She reached into her hair and untied the twist. She let her golden hair loose, which fluttered in the breeze.

She looked back at me with a smile that felt more personal than professional. “Peaceful,” she said simply. “I can see myself waking up to this every day.”

Amanda caught my eye and gave a subtle nod of approval. I was playing this right.

I guided Celeste back inside, maintaining just enough distance to be professional while still creating a connection. “The master bath is through here. Italian marble, heated floors, and a rainfall shower big enough for two.”

Celeste’s perfectly shaped eyebrow arched. “For two? You think of everything.”

“Someone as stunning as you sure must have a man.”

She shot me a grin. “Not for now … But I might have found one.”

As we moved through the bedroom, I noticed how she lingered, trailing her manicured fingers across the bedspread.

“The walk-in closet has custom cedar shelving,” I continued, opening another door. “Plenty of room for … everything.”

“My shoe collection alone would fill half of it,” she laughed, stepping inside. The closet was massive, with built-in drawers and mirrors. “Though I might need to buy more just to fill it properly.”

I smiled. “Shopping spree included with purchase.”

That earned me another laugh, deeper this time.

Amanda watched our interaction from the doorway, arms crossed and a satisfied expression on her face. This was going better than expected.

We continued to the kitchen, where Celeste ran her hand along the marble countertop. “I entertain a lot,” she said. “This space works.”

“The previous owners hosted dinner parties for twenty without breaking a sweat,” I told her. “And the wine cellar downstairs holds over three hundred bottles.”

“Now you’re speaking my language,” she said.

I saved the pool area for last, as Amanda had instructed. When I slid open the glass doors to the infinity-edge pool overlooking the ocean, Celeste gasped.

“This is…” she trailed off, stepping onto the deck.

“I know,” I said, coming to stand beside her. “Some views sell themselves.”

She turned to face me, her eyes searching mine. “Amanda said you were good, but she undersold you.”

“I’m just getting started,” I replied, holding her gaze.

Celeste let her fingers trail along the edge of the pool, eyes flicking up at me. “Do you swim, Kane?”

“Sometimes. Depends who’s watching.”

She chuckled.

“He’s got a great stroke. I’ve seen it myself,” Amanda said.

Celeste raised a playful eyebrow and looked back at me with a teasing smirk. I smiled and met her gaze without flinching.

Celeste stepped away from the pool’s edge, taking a final sweep of the property with those confident eyes. She turned back to me.

“I want it,” she said simply. “Six point five million.”

Amanda stepped forward, her professional demeanor returning instantly. “The asking price is seven point two.”

“Let’s not waste time,” Celeste replied, her voice cool but friendly. “Six point eight, and I’ll close in thirty days. Cash.”

I watched them circle each other verbally, Amanda countering with seven million, Celeste holding firm at six point eight. They went on and on, and I had never seen Amanda negotiate, but she was damn skilled as she held her ground. I understood now why Valeria always wanted Amanda to buy things for her.

“Six point nine and we have a deal,” Amanda finally said, extending her hand.

Celeste considered this for a moment, then smiled. “Done.” She took Amanda’s hand and shook it firmly. “Have the paperwork ready by tomorrow.”

“Absolutely,” Amanda nodded, looking pleased.

After exchanging contact information, we walked Celeste back to her car. She slipped her sunglasses on, the picture of satisfied wealth.

Amanda stepped closer and whispered in my ear, “Kiss her cheeks when you say goodbye.”

“I wouldn’t have decided so quickly if it weren’t for you,” Celeste said, then glanced at Amanda. “Make sure to give him a raise.”

Amanda patted my back. “He’s in good hands.”

I stepped up to Celeste and extended my hand. As I took hers, I leaned in, aiming for a polite kiss on the cheek. But just as I moved in, she turned at the last second and caught my lips with hers. I hadn’t expected it, but I wasn’t about to complain. Her lips tasted like cherries, and I kissed her slowly, letting it last for a minute or so before we finally pulled apart.

She drew back with a smile, her eyes gleaming. “That’s more like it.”

Amanda arched an eyebrow but smiled, clearly amused by the moment.

Once Celeste left, the silence felt bigger than before. Amanda walked slowly to the balcony, heels echoing against the tile. We settled down with the beautiful view of the ocean.

“You did great today,” she said.

“That wasn’t just about closing a sale, was it?” I asked.

She looked at me. “No. I wanted time with you.”

“I thought maybe I was imagining the vibe between us.”

“You weren’t. Watching you do that tour, turned me on more than it should have. You’re a man and not a boy any longer.”

“That’s what my mother usually tells me.”

Her fingers brushed a loose strand of hair off my forehead.

“You’re sexy when you’re in control. More manly and more confident.”

I chuckled, a little thrown. “So this wasn’t just a random favor.”

“I wanted a reason to see you. Just us.”

She popped open two buttons on her blouse, letting her cleavage spill out. Her hand slid back to my thigh, inching closer to the bulge in my pants.

“How about I give you a little reward?” she asked.

“The commission?” I said, already feeling the heat radiating from the valley of her breasts.

“Yes, but that’ll take a couple of days. I want to give you something now.”

After months of doing adult work, I could read a woman’s cues without question. She was turned on. This was going somewhere sexual. I thought of Tiffany for a moment, a flicker of guilt rising. But I couldn’t resist. I’d fantasized about Amanda for months—her confidence and her mature sex appeal. Valeria was stunning too, but Amanda had that boldness that was hard to ignore.

I didn’t say anything as her fingers found my zipper. She pulled it down, and I lifted my hips to help her slide my underwear down. My cock sprang free, finally able to breathe.

“Someone’s excited,” she said with a smirk.

I didn’t even have time to respond before she wrapped her fingers around it, slowly stroking me. I glanced around, reminded that we were still outside.

“It’s fully private,” Amanda assured me. “Even if someone did see us, so what?”

“You sound like my sister.”

Grinning, she leaned down, opened wide, and took me deep in one motion. There was no teasing, no warmup. Just pure hunger. She swallowed me down to the base, and I could see the bulge of my cock stretching her throat. She gagged once, then coughed slightly, saliva coating every inch of me as she held me there, unbothered, completely focused.

“Wow,” I breathed out as she tightened her grip around the head. “That’s lovely.”

Her eyes locked with mine as she bobbed her head up and down, creating the most obscene slurping sounds. Spit ran down her chin and dripped onto her blouse, but she didn’t seem to care. Each time she pulled back, a string of saliva connected her lips to my cock, only to break when she dove back down.

“You like that?” she asked, her voice husky with desire. Her tongue circled the head, teasing the sensitive spot underneath.

“God, yes,” I groaned, grabbing her head with both my hands.

Amanda pulled away, her lips glistening. “I want to make this even better.” She sat up and slowly unbuttoned her blouse, letting it fall open to reveal a pink bra. With a grin, she unhooked it, freeing her breasts that bounced and jiggled till they found equilibrium.

“Wow,” I mouthed again. They were like oversized teardrops, narrow at the top and full and round at the bottom like two watermelons. Her peachy nipples were thick like pacifiers and the quarter-sized areolas adorned them perfectly.

I reached out, cupping their weight in my hands, feeling their softness, but they were so big that I couldn’t even fit them in my hands.

“I’ve always wondered what your hands would feel like on me,” she whispered.

I squeezed gently, thumbs circling her nipples. “I’ve always wondered what your boobs look like.”

“I’m glad we’re even,” she said, letting me have my way with them, admiring every inch and jiggle.

Amanda looked down at her chest, then back at me with a mischievous glint. She gathered saliva in her mouth and let it drip slowly onto her breasts, making them glisten in the sunlight.

“Your turn,” she said.

I leaned forward, collected spit in my mouth, and let it fall between her breasts. She rubbed it in, making her skin shine.

“I have a little surprise for you,” she said, pushing me back against the chair. She moved between my legs and pressed my cock between her breasts, squeezing them together to create a tight channel.

“Geeze,” I whispered as she began to move, sliding my cock up and down between her soft mounds.

The taboo nature of what we were doing hit me full force. This was Amanda, my mother’s best friend, Tiffany’s mother. I’d known her my whole life, and now her tits were wrapped around my cock, her eyes gleaming with lust as she looked up at me. It was wrong on so many levels, but that only made it hotter.

“Your cock feels so good between my tits,” she moaned, increasing her pace. “I’ve thought about this for so long.”

I thrust upward, making love to her beautiful breasts.

“Me too,” I admitted. “More than I should have.”

Her tits were soft and warm against my cock, molding perfectly to my shape. Each stroke sent a jolt through me, and now and then, the tip would bump her chin, slick with need. The pressure was building fast.

“Are you coming?” she asked, teasing.

I wiped a bead of sweat from my brow and nodded, too deep in the pleasure to speak.

Just as I was about to explode, she released her breasts and took me deep into her mouth again, her throat contracting around me.

That was all it took. I came with a groan, pumping stream after stream down her tight throat. She didn’t miss a drop, swallowing everything I gave her before slowly pulling back, her tongue cleaning every inch of my softening cock.

When she finally released me, she licked her lips and smiled. “That was better than a wet dream,” she confessed, her hand still gently stroking me. “Ever since I saw you filming with Tiffany that first time, I’ve had so many naughty dreams you’ve no idea.”

My breathing was still ragged. “I’ve fantasized about you too,” I admitted. “All those times you’d bend over in the kitchen or when you’d wear those tight dresses at family dinners.”

She laughed, tucking me back into my pants before sitting beside me. “So we’ve both been having inappropriate thoughts.”

“Seems that way,” I said, still dazed from the intensity of my orgasm.

Amanda straightened her hair and looked out at the ocean view. “This is our secret,” she said after a moment. “Just between us.”

I thought about Tiffany and our promise of no secrets. “I don’t know if I can keep it from Tiffany,” I said honestly.

Amanda turned to me, her expression serious. “Kane, some things are better kept private. This was just… a moment between us.”

“A pretty intense moment,” I pointed out.

She sighed. “I can talk to Tiffany first. There’s a right way to handle this.”

I nodded, understanding the delicate situation we were in. Family dynamics were complicated enough without adding sex to the mix.

“I see all the content you make with Tiffany and your mom,” she said, with hints of. “The threesomes, the adventures… sometimes I wonder what that’s like.”

I studied her face, surprised by this sudden vulnerability. Behind the confident real estate agent was a woman watching from the sidelines.

“It looks like so much fun,” she continued, tucking a strand of auburn hair behind her ear. “The freedom, the pleasure … I see how alive Tiffany is in those videos. She looks so happy.”

“You sound almost jealous,” I said gently.

She laughed, but there was something wistful in it. “Maybe a little. It’s silly, I know, but part of me feels like I missed the boat.”

I reached over and took her hand. “You know you’d be welcome to join us anytime. The camera loves beautiful women, and you’d be amazing on screen.”

Her eyes widened slightly. “That’s sweet of you, but…” She shook her head. “My plates are already full.”

“I understand,” I said, though part of me was disappointed.

“We should head back,” she said, standing and adjusting her clothes. “I’ll drop you off at home.”





Chapter 5





Y
 esterday, I helped Amanda sell the house to Celeste. When I came back, we decided to take the day off.

I still hadn’t told Tiffany that her mother had sucked me off. I felt a bit guilty, but Amanda had told me she’d talk to her. Today, she was supposed to stop by and help Valeria interview three new cam girls.

Our website was doing exceptionally well. We had over five thousand subscribers, but our pay-per-view clips were performing even better than on OnlyFans. I knew it wouldn’t take long before we hit the same numbers, maybe even more.

The recruits would start next week, and Sabrina and I had already brainstormed several scene ideas. Technically, we didn’t take a break yesterday. We’d watched a bunch of porn together for inspiration. It turned out to be a gold mine, and surprisingly cozy. Watching adult films with her was intimate in a strange but satisfying way.

Now, I sat hunched over the desk, reviewing a recent clip I’d filmed with Tiffany. I couldn’t help comparing her to her mother. Visually, they were similar, but their energy was different.

My mind wandered back to Amanda’s heavenly mouth. I couldn’t stop wondering what she looked like down there. Did she have a fiery bush? Or was she clean-shaven? Would she taste like grapefruit or honey? The thought alone made my mouth water and my cock start to harden.

“Knock knock,” Tiffany said, breaking my train of thought. She stepped into the room with a wide smile. “What are you daydreaming about?”

She sat down next to me, bringing that familiar mix of coconut and vanilla with her.

It was an easy question to answer. She just had to glance at the screen, and she did, smiling when she saw the clip we’d filmed earlier. “Me,” she said. “Thank you.”

I smiled. It was more her mother or both of them, but I didn’t tell her that.

“Mom’s super happy you helped her out,” Tiffany said. “I can’t believe you sold the place. I mean, you’ve never done that before.”

“Your mom’s so confident it’s hard not to pick things up from her,” I said, which was true.

“I know,” Tiffany replied. “I envy that. She’s the one who taught me how to be confident when I first started as a flight attendant.”

“Tell me more,” I said, curious. I hadn’t heard this part before.

“Mom was the one who encouraged me to apply for the job in the first place,” Tiffany said, leaning back in her chair. “I was so nervous during training, that I almost quit three times. She’d pick me up after those long days, and I’d just cry in her car.”

“Really? I can’t imagine you not being confident.”

Tiffany laughed. “Oh, I was a mess. Remember how shy I was just a few months ago? Multiply that by ten.”

I nodded, remembering her early hesitation when we first started filming together.

“Mom would sit me down at her kitchen table and make me practice speaking to passengers. She’d pretend to be some grumpy businessman, and I’d have to handle his complaints without breaking character.” Tiffany smiled at the memory. “Every night for two weeks straight.”

“That’s dedication.”

“That’s my mom,” Tiffany said, a hint of pride in her voice. “She doesn’t do anything halfway.”

I shifted uncomfortably in my seat, memories of yesterday flooding back, Amanda’s lips wrapped around me, her perfect breasts pressed against my cock. The guilt was getting heavier. But Tiffany was right. “She definitely doesn’t do anything halfway.”

Tiffany smiled. “Although, there’s something about her. She texts and calls me way more than she used to.”

“But you don’t live there anymore,” I pointed out.

“That’s true. I just hope she isn’t feeling lonely.”

I wasn’t sure what Amanda was feeling, but she’d been extra talkative the other day and especially horny. She’d gone down on me with a kind of hunger I hadn’t expected.

“She’ll be stopping by later today too, to help with recruiting.”

“I know,” Tiffany said. “By the way, did you respond to the new request?”

“From who?” I asked.

“The mystery lady. Who else?” Tiffany said, her laugh contagious.

“Already?”

“Yeah. What have you been doing here, just dreaming, or watching our clips again?”

I wasn’t even sure. Time slipped by so easily when I was in my head. But it was a pleasant escape.

“What did she want?” I asked.

“She loved the threesome so much, she wants another one. She said the cum kiss swap was her favorite part.”

“I’d more than happily do another,” I said, already pulling up the clip from our folders.

It was intense. Valeria’s pussy was soaked with my cum, and Tiffany had let it drip right into her mouth. Then they kissed, swapping it back and forth, the mix spilling down over their bare breasts.

“This is probably the hottest thing I’ve ever seen,” I said. “You and Sabrina need to try that.”

“We’re ready whenever you are,” Tiffany said with a wink.

I opened the chat and found the message from the mystery woman. “God damn. She must be loaded.”

“And horny too,” Tiffany added.

“That’s an understatement.”

“I’ll reply after I finish editing these clips,” I told her.

“Alright,” she said, leaning in to kiss my cheek. “I’m gonna go make cupcakes with your sister. Mom should be here soon anyway, and she’ll keep you busy with the new models.”

Tiffany gave me another quick peck on the cheek and bounced out of the room, her energy infectious as always. I watched her go, then turned back to my computer with a sigh. Time to respond to our generous mystery supporter.

I opened the message thread and read her request. She wanted more of the same but she wanted my mother to dump the cum in Tiffany’s mouth. I wondered what kind of woman was on the other end of these messages. Someone wealthy enough to throw thousands at custom videos, but shy enough to remain anonymous. The contradiction intrigued me.

The doorbell rang, pulling me from my thoughts. I heard Valeria greeting someone. Amanda’s voice drifted up, her confident tone unmistakable. My heart rate picked up instantly.

I straightened my desk quickly, knowing she’d probably be here soon. I tried to finish writing back to the mystery lady, and then I hit send. There was a knock on the door, and I told her to come in.

Amanda opened, looking professional in a navy pencil skirt and cream blouse. Her auburn hair was pulled back in a loose bun, a few strands framing her face perfectly.

“There you are,” she said when she saw me, her smile widening.

I rose to my feet, and she walked over and embraced me, her perfume enveloping me as her body pressed against mine. The hug lasted a beat longer than normal, her hands lingering on my back.

“I owe you a big thank you for nailing the sale,” she said.

I grinned. “You thanked me enough last time.”

“I don’t think I did,” she said in a husky voice. She pulled away. “Want to see the girls I’m bringing you? They sent some more photos.”

“Sure,” I said.

Amanda nodded and pulled out her tablet as we settled on the couch. She sat close to me, our thighs touching.

She swiped through several images of gorgeous women in their twenties. “This is Jasmine,” she said, showing a curvy, tall brunette with green eyes. “She’s worked as a dancer before, but wants to break into adult content.”

“She’s stunning,” I said, genuinely impressed.

“This one’s Tara,” Amanda continued, showing a petite blonde with a gymnast’s build. “And here’s Mia,” she finished, displaying a tan beauty with incredible tear-drops.

“They all look amazing,” I said. “When will they be here?”

“About an hour,” Amanda replied, her eyes meeting mine with intensity. “Plenty of time to go over everything.”

Just then, her phone buzzed with a notification. She glanced down, and I caught a glimpse of the screen.

It was my message. The one I’d just sent to our mystery supporter.

Amanda quickly turned her phone over, but it was too late. I’d seen it clearly—my exact words displayed on her lock screen.

“Wait,” I said slowly, the pieces clicking into place. “That was my message.”

Amanda’s face flushed instantly. The confidence that normally radiated from her evaporated, replaced by a look of mortification. I just realized how awkward this was.

She looked the other way, and her eyes filled with tears. “I’m so embarrassed,” she whispered.

“You’re the mystery lady?” I asked, still processing this revelation.

She nodded, unable to meet my gaze. “I’m sorry for not being honest.”

“But why didn’t you just tell us? You know we would’ve included you.”

Amanda took a deep breath. A tear slipped down her cheek, which she quickly wiped away. “I didn’t want to take my daughter’s or my best friend’s spot,” she said, her voice breaking slightly. “This was their thing with you and I didn’t want to intrude.”

I inched closer, took her hand and did my best to comfort her. “You wouldn’t have been intruding.”

“After I heard about what you and Sabrina were doing,” she continued, more tears falling, “I got so… aroused. More than I’ve been in years. And then you wanted my daughter and then your mother. I’ve never felt so turned on before, and I wanted something to get off to, something just for me.”

“There’s nothing wrong with that.”

“I didn’t want any of you to think I was weird or perverted,” she added quietly. “But watching you with Tiffany… I wanted to imagine it was me. Is that terrible?”

I squeezed her hand reassuringly. “It’s not terrible at all. We’re all adults here.”

“Do you mean it?” she asked, her face streaked with mascara.

“Of course, I do.”

“I’ve been so lonely since my divorce,” she admitted. “Seeing all of you exploring and enjoying each other… I wanted to be part of it, even if just from a distance.”

“Amanda, it’s really okay,” I said, pulling her into a hug. “We’re not exactly conventional around here anyway.”

She laughed through her tears, resting her head against my shoulder. “That’s an understatement.”

“So all those custom videos we made—”

“Were just for me,” she finished. “And worth every penny.”

I smiled, stroking her hair gently. “You could have saved a lot of money by just asking.”

“But I didn’t want Tiffany or your mother to find out,” she said.

“I don’t think they’ll mind,” I told her.

“I don’t think so either, but there’s a limit to how many women you can be with at the same time,” she said.

I chuckled. “I’m not sure about that one.”

“Also, I’m not sure if Valeria would be comfortable. We’ve never experimented with each other.”

“But you don’t have to do anything with her,” I pointed out.

“But if you tell her I’m the mystery lady, she’ll know that I requested pornography from her. I got off on seeing her nude.”

I mulled it over. I’d never seen her cry or act like this before. I guessed we all had our vulnerable spots.

“If you want me to keep this secret, I will.”

She looked at me and wiped the mascara streaks from her cheeks.

“You’re so mature, Kane. And I’ve seen how you operate when you’re in control. I’ll let you decide.”

I nodded. I wasn’t prepared for it at all, but I didn’t want to disappoint her, especially after she’d flattered me for being mature.

“Alright. But we should probably get ready for the interviews.”

“Right,” Amanda said. “I just need to put my makeup back on real quick.”

Amanda reached into her purse and pulled out a mirror, carefully reapplying her mascara and dabbing concealer under her eyes to hide any evidence of tears. She quickly transformed her vulnerable expression back into the confident woman I knew. With a final swipe of her red lipstick, she snapped the compact shut and stood up.

“I’ll go get Jasmine first,” she said, smoothing her skirt. “She’s probably already waiting.”

As Amanda left the room, I took a deep breath, still processing everything. The mystery woman who’d been funding our most explicit content was Tiffany’s mother. It was surreal, but somehow it made perfect sense. I didn’t know but it turned me on, knowing she was getting off to me and her daughter having sex. It was something she shouldn’t be doing, but she did it anyway. I also thought of how I’d never seen her cry before. But I didn’t judge her for getting emotional. Although I did believe we’d be better off not hiding things from each other.

A few minutes later, the door opened again. Amanda stepped in with a goddess by her side. Jasmine was even more stunning in person than in her photos, tall with curves in all the right places, her chestnut hair cascading down her back in loose waves. She wore a simple white sundress that clung to her body, revealing the outline of her full breasts and narrow waist. I narrowed my eyes on her dress, seeing her nipples poking against them. She was daring, with no bra, and I guessed she wasn’t wearing panties either.

“Kane, this is Jasmine,” Amanda said, her professional demeanor fully restored.

Jasmine extended her hand, her emerald eyes locking with mine. “Hi,” she said, her voice like honey.

“Hi … How are you?”

“Fine. A bit excited about this opportunity.”

“So am I.” I couldn’t help but imagine her naked, spread out on my bed, those beautiful breasts bouncing as I thrust into her. The thought made my cock twitch, and the bulge became obvious. But there was no reason to hide it. She’d seen it soon.

“I’ll leave you two to get acquainted while I keep the other two company,” Amanda said with a knowing smile before slipping out the door.

When the camera was rolling, I started the interview. I began with the basic questions, her age, height, and life plans. She was twenty-one and sounded so youthful and full of life.

“So, tell me what brings you to our production company?” I asked, leaning forward slightly.

Jasmine crossed her legs, causing her dress to ride up her thighs. “I’ve always been comfortable with my sexuality. I modeled for a while, but there were too many restrictions. I want to explore something more liberating and fun.”

“What kind of content are you comfortable creating?” I maintained eye contact, though it was difficult not to let my gaze wander.

“Everything,” she said without hesitation. “Solo, couples, groups. I’m particularly interested in girl-on-girl scenes, but I’m open to anything that feels good.” Her tongue darted out to wet her lips. “I’ve seen your work. You have a beautiful aesthetic.”

“Thank you,” I said, genuinely flattered.

Then it was time to shoot some sexy photos while she was clothed, and she followed the instructions with ease. Although I could barely focus. I wondered what kind of treasures she hid under her clothes.

“You’re incredible on camera,” I said, reviewing the first few shots.

“It gets better when I have less on,” she replied with a teasing smile.

I set the camera down. “Let’s find out.”

She held my gaze as her fingers found the thin straps of her dress. With deliberate slowness, she slid them down her shoulders, letting the fabric fall to her waist, revealing her perfect breasts. They were full and perky, with dark nipples that hardened under my gaze.

“Beautiful,” I whispered, raising my camera again.

Jasmine let the dress fall completely, confirming my suspicion that she wore nothing underneath. Her body was a masterpiece—smooth caramel skin, toned stomach, and a perfectly trimmed strip of dark hair leading to her sex.

I couldn’t wait to see her in action. We started with some masturbation clips. I gave her a dildo and she started playing with it.

I watched Jasmine working the dildo in and out of herself, her back arched and her eyes closed in genuine pleasure. My cock strained painfully against my shorts, and I couldn’t take it anymore. I set the camera down on the tripod, making sure it was still recording.

“It’s time for action,” I said, my voice filled with lust.

Jasmine’s eyes fluttered open, a seductive smile spreading across her face. “I was hoping you’d say that.” She pulled the toy out slowly, her pussy glistening with arousal.

I undressed quickly, nearly tearing my shirt in my haste. My cock sprang free, rock hard and throbbing. Jasmine’s eyes widened appreciatively as she took in my size.

“Mmm, looks just as impressive in real life,” she said, spreading her legs wider as a warm welcome.

I positioned myself between her thighs, the head of my cock brushing against the entrance of her honeycomb. As I aligned myself, ready to thrust into her welcoming body, a flash of gratitude surged through me.

Amanda had brought this goddess to me. The Pink Dream was no longer a dream but a reality.

I pushed forward, sinking into her wet, fertile pussy. I was in heaven.

* * *

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” I groaned, my hips slamming forward one last time as I emptied myself into Mia’s squeezing pussy. She was a tan blonde with perfect tear drops, slightly short but incredibly attractive. She lay beneath me on the king-sized bed, her legs spread wide, toes curled in pleasure and head thrown back.

From the corner of my eye, I could see Sabrina circling us with the camera, capturing every moment of my climax. She zoomed in on where my and Mia’s privates were joined. She filmed the way my cum began to leak out around my cock. I’d called for her when I needed some first POV clips. Otherwise, she was with Tiffany or Valeria.

“Perfect,” Sabrina said. “Now pull out slowly so we can see your buttermilk.”

I did as she instructed, watching with satisfaction as a thick river of white cream spilled from Mia’s swollen lips. She moaned softly, her fingers tracing through the mess I’d made.

“That’s a wrap,” Sabrina said, lowering the camera. “Great job, both of you.”

Mia smiled up at me, her chest still heaving. “That felt good,” Mia said, running her fingers through her long black hair. She twirled a strand around her index finger and looked up at me through her lashes. “So … did I get the job?”

I couldn’t help but smile at her attempt to look innocent after what we’d just done. Her body was still flushed from our session, nipples hard and pussy glistening with my cum.

“Yes,” I said, reaching for a towel to clean myself. “You’re perfect for what we need.”

The relief on her face was immediate. She sat up, not bothering to cover herself.

“Really? I’m so grateful.”

Sabrina set the camera down on the tripod and approached Mia with a warm smile. “Want me to show you the apartment you’ll be working in? It’s fully equipped with everything you’ll need for filming.”

“I’d love that,” Mia said, finally reaching for her clothes.

Before leaving, Mia made sure to embrace me. “It won’t only be masturbation and camming stuff … I’ll have you too, right?”

“Of course … The viewers will certainly request customized clips.”

She sighed in relief and gave me another hug. Letting go of her felt like letting go of a rare rose, but she worked for me now, so she wouldn’t be going anywhere.

After they left, I barely got a second to breathe. The door opened and Amanda walked in. If she was surprised by my naked state, she didn’t show it. Her eyes briefly swept over my still semi-hard cock, dripping with pink honey, before meeting my gaze.

“How did it go?” she asked me. “Found any you like?”

“Yes. Get the contracts ready for all three. I want them.”

Amanda smiled, but it didn’t quite reach her eyes. I could still see the vulnerability from earlier lingering beneath her professional facade. “Good choice. They’re all extremely photogenic.”

“Thanks for finding them,” I said, pulling on my boxers and shorts. “Your instincts were spot on.”

She nodded, a faint blush coloring her cheeks at my praise. “I’ll get everything prepared.”

After we were all dressed, we headed downstairs where Tara and Jasmine were waiting. Valeria was there too, chatting with them and making them feel welcome. Mia came shortly after with Sabrina as well, excited to start working for us. The signing process went smoothly, with each girl skimming through the paperwork before eagerly putting pen to paper.

When it was all done, we told them goodbye for now. Sabrina drew in a deep breath near me. “Oh, you smell like pussy.”

“Duh,” I said with a grin.

“I can help make it even better,” she said, her voice playful.

“We’ll see tonight,” I told her, knowing damn well I needed a break.

Valeria turned to Amanda. “Would you like to stay and help with dinner?”

Amanda glanced at her watch, her expression shifting to one of mild concern. “I’d love to, but something unexpected came up. I have to go.”

Valeria frowned slightly. “That’s unusual for you. Everything okay?”

“Everything’s fine,” Amanda assured her quickly. “Just a client emergency.”

“Well, if you’re sure. Another time, then.”

Amanda nodded, gathering her things. As she headed for the door, she caught my eye, her gaze holding mine. I knew what was behind that gaze. She’d passed a tough task on to me, and I couldn’t disappoint her. I didn’t have much relationship experience like they did, but I was the man of the house, even if I was the youngest. I gave her a curt nod to let her know I wouldn’t forget what we’d just discussed. Then I watched her leave, feeling the weight of her secret settle on my shoulders.

* * *

I found myself alone on the terrace, holding a glass of water as I stared out at the twinkling lights of the city below. The cool evening breeze carried the scent of salt from the distant ocean, a reminder of how beautiful our little corner of the world was. We’d eaten dinner a couple of hours ago. Tiffany and Sabrina were out eating ice cream, and Valeria cleaned our penthouse.

But my mind wasn’t on the view, or the girls or my mother. It was on Amanda. The revelation that she was our mystery lady had thrown me away completely. She’d been watching us all along, getting off to me, her daughter and her best friend, paying thousands to see specific scenarios play out. And now she’d entrusted me with her secret.

Should I tell my mother? Would she understand, or would it create tension between those two? And what about Tiffany? How would she feel knowing her mother was masturbating to videos of her having sex?

I took another sip of water, needing to cool down. I sat down on the lounger. It was a big responsibility Amanda had given me, but I couldn’t just sit on it forever. I had to act one way or another.

“There you are,” Valeria’s voice came from behind me. I turned to see her standing in the doorway, wiping her hands on a kitchen towel. “Why are you sitting out here all by yourself?”

I shrugged. “Just thinking about some things.”

She crossed the terrace and sat in the chair beside me, her expression concerned. “Anything you want to share?”

I hesitated. “It’s complicated.”

Valeria reached over and squeezed my hand. “I’m proud of you, you know. This project of yours, it’s really taking off. The new girls are fantastic choices.”

I smiled despite my inner turmoil. “Thanks. It’s going better than I expected.”

“You’ve always had good instincts,” she said. “Even as a little boy, you knew what you wanted and went after it.”

“To be fair, this wasn’t only my idea or my work,” I told her, squeezing her hand back.

“You’re the main star of the show,” she said softly. “And you carry the greatest burden.”

I wasn’t about to argue with her. She was a mother, and when she praised her kids, nothing could stand in her way.

We sat in silence for a moment, both gazing out at the night sky. Then Valeria spoke again, “Did you notice anything strange about Amanda today? She seemed off somehow.”

“What do you mean?”

“I don’t know exactly. She was her usual professional self, but there was something in her eyes. Like she was carrying something heavy.” Valeria turned to look at me directly. “And she never turns down to cook with me.”

I took another sip of water, buying myself time to think. “Maybe she really did have a client emergency.”

Valeria’s eyebrow arched skeptically. “Maybe. But I’ve known her long enough for me to know when something’s up.” She paused. “Did something happen when you two were selling that house the other day?”

The memory of Amanda’s lips around my cock flashed through my mind, followed by her tearful confession today. I set my glass down carefully.

Valeria studied my face, and I could tell she sensed my inner conflict. “Kane, whatever it is, you can tell me. I’d rather know the truth, even if it’s difficult.”

She was right. I needed to make a decision. “Can I have a minute?” I asked.

Valeria nodded. “Take all the time you need.”

The more I thought about it, the clearer it became. Amanda had given me the responsibility of deciding, but she’d also put me in an impossible position. I didn’t want to be the keeper of secrets between friends and family members. That wasn’t who I was.

I turned back to Valeria, who was waiting patiently, her face open and concerned, her blonde hair framing her naturally beautiful face. This was the woman who had raised me, supported me, and now became my partner in our unconventional business. She deserved my honesty.

“I know who the mystery lady is,” I said, looking into her blue eyes. “It’s Amanda.”

Valeria’s eyes widened, but she remained silent, giving me space to continue.

“I found out today. She got a notification of a message I’d just sent to the mystery account, and I saw it on her phone. She broke down crying, admitting everything.”

“Crying?”

“Yeah … I’ve never seen her like that either.”

Valeria looked genuinely shocked. “That’s … unexpected.”

“She told me I could decide whether to tell you or not,” I continued. “But I don’t want to keep secrets from you, Mom. Not about this, not about anything.”

Valeria reached over and squeezed my hand again, her touch was as warm as her heart. “I’m proud of you for telling me, Kane. That couldn’t have been an easy decision.”

“It wasn’t,” I admitted. “She was so vulnerable, so unlike the Amanda we know.”

“That’s what surprises me most,” Valeria said, shaking her head slightly. “Amanda’s always been the bold one, the one who goes after what she wants without hesitation. For her to stay in the shadows like this…”

“She said she didn’t want to take your or Tiffany’s spot,” I explained. “She felt like she’d be intruding on something that belonged to you two.”

Valeria’s expression softened. “Oh, Amanda,” she whispered. “She’s always been so considerate beneath that confident exterior.”

“She was afraid you wouldn’t understand,” I added.

“There’s room for her too,” Valeria said simply. “This was never about exclusivity. It’s about exploration and pleasure. She should know that.”

I nodded. “That’s what I thought too.”

Valeria tilted her head, a question forming in her eyes. “But why all the specific requests with Tiffany? And now suddenly wanting videos with me? That part seems personal.”

I shifted uncomfortably in my seat. This was the most difficult part to explain.

“She wanted to imagine it was her,” I said finally, watching Valeria’s expression carefully. “In the videos with Tiffany, she was picturing herself in her daughter’s place. And with you… she admitted she’s had these fantasies about you two together. Bisexual fantasies.”

Valeria’s cheeks flushed pink, her eyes widening slightly. “I see,” she said. “Can I have some water?” I passed her the glass and she took a sip, as if she also needed to cool down. “That’s… actually quite arousing.”

“You’re not upset?”

“Why would I be?” Valeria shrugged, her blush deepening. “We’re all adults here. And if I’m being completely honest, I’ve thought about what it might be like with Amanda too. She’s beautiful, and we’ve always been close.”

My cock started to stir as I imagined them together—Valeria and Amanda, best friends exploring each other while I watched … or joined.

“I’d be up for a threesome with her,” Valeria continued, her voice dropping to a horny whisper as she probably noticed what happened under my shorts. “If that’s something she’d want too.”

The blood rushed to my groin so fast it made me dizzy. “Really?”

Valeria nodded, a smile playing on her lips. “Really.”

I swallowed hard, suddenly remembering another confession I needed to make. “There’s something else you should know. Yesterday, during the house sale, Amanda gave me a blowjob.”

Valeria chuckled. “Okay, that didn’t surprise me.”

“My bad.”

“When did it take place?” Valeria asked, obviously thirsty for some gossip.

“After we sold the place, she wanted to give me a reward,” I said. “But I feel terrible about not telling Tiffany. I promised her no secrets between us. You remember how Sabrina reacted when we were just whispering.”

Valeria reached across and took my hand. “Kane, listen to me. It was very mature of you to tell me all this. Secrets have a way of poisoning relationships, even when we think we’re protecting someone.”

“So what should I do about Tiffany?”

“Do the right thing and tell her,” Valeria said firmly. “Sabrina is right about this. We shouldn’t have any secrets in this family, especially not now with everything we’re doing together.”

I nodded, knowing she was right. “I’ll talk to her when she’s back.”

“Good,” Valeria said, squeezing my hand. “And as for Amanda, I think we should invite her over for dinner or go out to get something to eat. Just the three of us. We can talk about everything openly.”

“I think you’re right.”

“Remember, we’re all exploring together. Besides, I’ve always known Amanda had a wild side she kept hidden.”

“What wild side?”

Valeria grinned. “I’ll let her tell you when we meet together … in bed.”

She wasn’t helping my erection exactly.

Valeria pulled out her phone, her expression turning decisive. “Let’s call her right now.”

She definitely wasn’t helping things. “Right now? Are you sure?”

“No time like the present,” Valeria said, already scrolling through her contacts. She found Amanda’s name and hit the call button, putting it on speaker so I could hear.

The phone rang three times before Amanda answered, her voice cautious. “Valeria? Is everything okay?”

“Everything’s fine,” Valeria said, her tone warm but direct. “I’m sitting here with Kane, and he’s told me everything.”

There was a long pause, followed by a deep breath from Amanda’s end. I could practically feel her tension through the phone.

“Everything?” Amanda finally asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Yes, sis. About the mystery account, the videos, yesterday at the house … all of it.”

Another deep breath. “I don’t know what to say. I’m so embarrassed.”

“Don’t be,” Valeria assured her gently. “It’s perfectly fine. I think we should definitely have a threesome together, the three of us.”

A surprised chuckle escaped Amanda, half relief and half disbelief. “You’re serious? You’re not angry?”

“Not at all,” Valeria replied. “Why would I be? It’s actually quite flattering.”

“Kane,” Amanda said, her voice growing stronger. “I have to say, you’re braver than I am. I didn’t have the guts to tell her myself. And I’m old enough to be your mom.”

“It wasn’t easy,” I admitted. “But I didn’t want secrets between us.”

“It’s fine, Amanda,” Valeria added. “We all have our vulnerable spots. Even you, with all your confidence.”

“What about Tiffany?” Amanda asked, concerned returning to her voice.

Valeria glanced at me. “She’s out with Sabrina at the moment, but Kane will talk to her when she gets back. We’ll sort everything out, I promise.”

“You make it sound so simple,” Amanda said.

“It can be,” Valeria replied. “And honestly, a MILF threesome will be perfect for the channel. The mystery lady will finally get to be in her own custom video.”

Amanda laughed, free from worry. “Can I say something to Kane before we hang up?”

“Of course,” Valeria said, handing me the phone.

I took it off speaker and held it to my ear. “I’m here.”

“Thank you,” Amanda said, her voice filled with gratitude. “For being honest when I couldn’t be. Next time I see you, I’ll be on my knees for you again. That’s a promise.”

My cock twitched at her words. “You don’t have to thank me,” I said, my voice low. “Let’s just leave all the secrets and drama behind us from now on. We’ve got plenty of love to go around, and this business is taking off. That’s what we should focus on.”

“You’re right,” Amanda whispered, her voice turning warm and intimate. “No more hiding. No more secrets.” There was a pause, then I heard a soft kissing sound through the receiver. “That’s a kiss for now. I’ll deliver a real one when I see you tomorrow.”

The sound sent a shiver down my spine. “Looking forward to it,” I replied.

“Sweet dreams, Kane,” she purred before hanging up.

I handed the phone back to Valeria, who was watching me with a knowing smile.

“Well,” she said, “that went better than expected.”

“It did,” I agreed, feeling like a weight had been lifted. “I’m still nervous about telling Tiffany, though.”

Valeria reached over and squeezed my knee. “She’ll understand. Tiffany’s more mature than you give her credit for.”

Valeria and I stayed on the terrace for another hour, discussing the business and planning for tomorrow. When we finally heard the front door open and the sound of Tiffany and Sabrina’s laughter drifting up from the foyer, Valeria gave me a meaningful look.

“Now’s your chance,” she said, standing up. “I’ll do the laundry in the meantime.”

I nodded, gathering my courage as I headed inside. With ice cream spills on their chests and collarbones, Tiffany and Sabrina smiled at me.

“How’s the ice cream?” I asked.

“Delicious,” Sabrina said. “Next time, you’re coming with us.”

“Sure thing,” I replied.

We ended up outside on the terrace, enjoying the view and talking about how far we’d come. I was procrastinating. It wasn’t the blowjob that was hard to bring up. It was the fact that her mother was the mystery lady.

“Tiffany… I have something I need to get off my chest.”

Her smile faltered slightly. “That sounds serious.”

“It kind of is,” I admitted. “There’s something I need to tell you about when I was with your mom.”

Tiffany tilted her head, waiting for me to continue.

“After we sold the house,” I began, starting with the easiest, “Your mom gave me a blowjob.”

Tiffany’s eyes widened, but then a shy smile played on her lips. “That wasn’t exactly a surprise.”

“You’re not upset?”

She shook her head, a faint blush coloring her cheeks. “It was a little naughty of you not to tell me right away, though.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, relief washing over me. “It happened so fast, and it caught me completely off guard. I didn’t know how to bring it up.”

“It’s fine,” she said, squeezing my hand. “We’re all adults here. And if I’m being honest…” she leaned closer, “I’ve always wondered what my mom would be like with you.”

My heart pounded in my chest. This was going better than I’d dared hope. But there was still the bigger revelation to share.

“There’s something else,” I said, taking a deep breath. “We found out who the mystery lady is.”

Tiffany sat up straighter, her eyes bright with curiosity. “Really? Who?”

“It’s your mom,” I said, watching her face carefully.

Tiffany’s mouth fell open in shock. For a moment, she just stared at me, processing this information. Then, slowly, her expression shifted from surprise to understanding.

“My mom?” she repeated. “But actually, that makes sense.”

“It does?”

She nodded, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “She’s been asking a lot of questions about you ever since I started working with you as if it turned her on. And now she’s been watching our content more closely than I realized.”

“She told me she wanted to be part of it,” I explained, “but she didn’t want to take your spot. She was afraid of intruding on something that was yours.”

Tiffany shook her head. “That’s nonsense. She can absolutely work with us. She doesn’t even have to be on camera if she doesn’t want to, though I wouldn’t mind if she was.”

“You wouldn’t?”

“No,” Tiffany said thoughtfully. “I think my mom is probably tired of real estate. It’s been her whole life for so long. She wants something new and exciting.”

“That’s exactly what she said,” I confirmed. “She told me she felt left behind, seeing you and our mother having so much fun together.”

“We have that spare bedroom she can take if she wants to move in,” Sabrina said with a mischievous grin. “Amanda is a master at advertising, after all. She’d be amazing for the business, and she could help you in the office, Kane.”

Tiffany giggled, and Sabrina joined in, both of them clearly warming to the idea of bringing Amanda into our unconventional family business.

“So you’re really okay with all this?” I asked Tiffany, still somewhat stunned by her reaction.

“More than okay,” she assured me. “I love my mom, and I want her to be happy. If this is what she wants, I’m all for it.”

“What about the videos she commissioned?” I asked, treading carefully. “The ones with you in them?”

Tiffany blushed again but didn’t look uncomfortable. “It’s a little weird, I guess, but also kind of flattering? I mean, she obviously thinks I’m doing a good job.”

“That’s one way to look at it,” I said with a laugh.

“So what’s the plan?” Sabrina asked. “Are we going to tell her we know and invite her in officially?”

“Valeria already called her,” I explained. “They had a good talk. And we’ll meet for dinner.”

“Just dinner?” Sabrina raised an eyebrow suggestively.

“For starters,” I admitted. “Mom mentioned something about a MILF threesome.”

Tiffany’s eyes widened again. “With you and my mom and Valeria? Oh my god, that would be so hot.”

“It definitely would,” Sabrina agreed, her eyes gleaming with excitement. “The mystery lady finally getting what she’s been paying for all this time.”

The three of us sat together, planning and laughing.

* * *

Later that night, as I lay in bed, I couldn’t help but smile at how things had unfolded. Our family business was growing in ways I never could have imagined, bringing us closer together rather than driving us apart.

My phone buzzed with a text message. It was from Amanda. Thank you for today. Can’t wait for tomorrow. Sweet dreams.


I typed back. The feeling’s mutual. See you tomorrow.


As I set my phone down, I heard a soft knock on my door. It creaked open to reveal Tiffany in a red nightgown, her silhouette illuminated by the hallway light.

“Room for one more?” she asked.

I pulled back the covers, inviting her in. “Always.”

She slid into bed beside me, her warm body pressing against mine as she nuzzled into my neck. “I’ve been thinking about what you told me,” she murmured, her hand sliding down my chest. “About you and my mom.”

“Oh?” I said, my body already responding to her touch.

“It’s got me all worked up,” she confessed, her hand slipping beneath the waistband of my boxers. “The thought of you with her… it’s really hot.”

I turned to face her, cupping her cheek in my hand. “You’re amazing, you know that? Most girls wouldn’t react this way.”

“I’m not most girls,” she said with a smile, wrapping her fingers around my hardening cock. “And neither is my mom. We’re a special kind of family, aren’t we?”

“The best kind,” I agreed, pulling her closer for a deep kiss.

As our bodies tangled beneath the sheets, I couldn’t help but think about tomorrow, when Amanda would join us. Our family circle was expanding, growing more intimate and complex with each passing day. And I wouldn’t have it any other way.





Chapter 6





T
 he next morning, Valeria and I headed out to meet Amanda for lunch. The California sun blazed overhead as we drove through Orange County. Valeria wore a knee-length white sundress with a floral pattern, spaghetti straps, and side slits. Her hair was loose, fluttering as the wind blew through the open windows.

“Nervous?” she asked, glancing at me while navigating through traffic.

“No. Why?” I said.

“You haven’t said much since you woke up.”

“I’m still trying to process that she was the mystery lady. She really hid it well.”

Valeria chuckled. “Amanda was always the secretive type. Even as kids, she’d come up with these elaborate plans and wouldn’t tell anyone about them until the last minute.”

“That doesn’t surprise me.”

“She even dragged me on a couple of last-minute adventures.”

“Do you think she’ll bring any of that adventurous energy to this?”

Valeria laughed. “Her and Sabrina together? That’s going to be one wild team. You better buckle up.”

We pulled into the parking lot of an upscale seafood restaurant overlooking the Pacific. Through the large windows, I could already see Amanda waiting at a corner table. She’d chosen a spot with privacy but still offering a spectacular ocean view.

As we approached her, I noticed her clothing choice. She looked stunning in a low-cut black dress that hugged every curve of her body. Her auburn hair cascaded over her shoulders, and she’d applied makeup that highlighted her eyes and full lips. Standing out like a rare gem, she stood to greet us, her perfume enveloping me as she leaned in for a hug.

“Thank you again for sorting everything out,” she whispered in my ear, her lips brushing against my skin. “You’re a miracle worker.”

“My pleasure,” I replied, feeling blood rush to my groin as her breasts pressed against my chest. My hands trailed lower, and I wasn’t even aware of it, but all of a sudden, I was near the borders of her ass. Giving me a grin, she broke the hug to open her arms to her best friend.

Valeria embraced her warmly. “You look gorgeous.”

“So do you,” Amanda replied, giving Valeria an appreciative once-over.

We settled into our seats, and a waiter immediately appeared to take our drink orders. I sure needed something to cool down.

“I’m so relieved Tiffany took it well,” Amanda said once the waiter had left. “I was terrified she’d think I was some kind of weirdo.”

Valeria laughed. “You know Tiffany isn’t like that.”

“I know, but when you’re nervous you always think of the worst-case scenario.”

“You’re right,” Valeria said sympathetically. “So what’s been on your mind today?”

Amanda smiled, letting out a relaxed sigh. “I’ve been thinking a lot about the future lately. I’ve got one more major property to sell, a real showstopper, and then I think I’m done. Ready to retire from real estate.”

“Really?” Valeria’s eyes widened. “That’s wonderful news! You can join us full-time.”

Amanda toyed with her napkin. “I’d like that, but I was thinking more in a background role. Maybe handling the business side, marketing, that sort of thing.”

“You’re not taking anyone’s spotlight,” I assured her. “Especially not Tiffany’s. There’s room for everyone.”

Valeria nodded in agreement. “Exactly. So what’s this final property you’re selling? Must be something special if it’s your grand finale.”

Amanda’s eyes lit up. “It’s very similar to the Playboy Mansion, actually. Eight bedrooms, twelve bathrooms, indoor and outdoor pools, and a home theater. It’s been used as headquarters for a camming agency for the past three years.”

“Seriously?” I asked, intrigued.

“Seriously
 . The owner’s moving operations to Miami.” Amanda paused, her expression suddenly changing as if struck by inspiration. “Wait a minute…”

“What?” Valeria asked.

Amanda leaned forward, lowering her voice despite our private table. “We should film our threesome there.”

Valeria’s jaw dropped. “Are you out of your mind?”

“Think about it,” Amanda continued, excitement building in her voice. “The entire mansion is specifically made for sex. It would be the perfect setting.”

“But we can’t just—” Valeria began.

“It would be so much fun,” Amanda interrupted, reaching across to touch my mother’s hand. “When was the last time you did something truly wild, Valeria? We’re not getting any younger.”

I watched the exchange, my own excitement growing. It reminded me of when Sabrina had taken me and Tiffany to a college, filming pornography. “Would we even be allowed to do that?” I asked. Since Amanda was the agent, I wasn’t sure whether this counted as breaking in or not.

Amanda chuckled, a mischievous glint in her eye. “Of course not. But I have the keys, and I know when the house will be empty. No tours are scheduled until next week. We’d have the whole place to ourselves.”

Valeria rolled her eyes. “I’ve spent the months lecturing Kane and Sabrina about being careful with public sex, and now you want me to break into a mansion for a threesome? What kind of example would I be setting?”

“It’s not public sex,” Amanda countered. “It’s private property that I have legitimate access to. Nobody would ever know.”

I could see Valeria wavering, her initial shock giving way to curiosity. The idea was undeniably thrilling. The forbidden nature of it only added to the appeal.

“What do you think, Kane?” Valeria asked, turning to me.

My cock was already half-hard just thinking about it. “I think it sounds amazing.”

Valeria bit her lip, looking between Amanda and me. Finally, a smile broke across her face. “Oh, what the hell. Let’s do it.”

Amanda clapped her hands together. “Perfect! I knew you’d come around.”

“When?” I asked, eager to nail down the details.

“Tomorrow afternoon,” Amanda replied without hesitation. “The current owners will be in Miami, and the cleaning crew doesn’t come until Thursday.”

“That soon?” Valeria asked.

“No time like the present,” Amanda said with a wink. “And I’ve waited long enough to get my hands on both of you, but especially your son.”

The waiter returned with our drinks, interrupting the heated moment. We ordered our food, but I could barely focus on the menu. My mind was already at that mansion, picturing the three of us nude together on that massive bed.

“We should film both by the pool and some of the bedrooms,” I suggested after the waiter left. “Make the most out of it while we’re there.”

“Always the director,” Valeria teased, but I could see she was just as excited as I was.

“And wear something sexy too,” Amanda offered. “Something special for the occasion.”

We clinked glasses, the three of us exchanging horny glances. Tomorrow couldn’t come soon enough.

After lunch, we lingered over tea, discussing what scenes we could do. Amanda showed us photos of the estate that looked like something out of an erotic dream.

Our conversation was interrupted by Valeria’s phone ringing. She glanced at the screen. “It’s Sabrina. I should take this.”

While Valeria stepped away to answer, Amanda moved to the chair beside me, her thigh pressing against mine under the table.

“I can’t stop thinking about having you inside me,” she whispered, her hand sliding onto my leg. “I’ve watched you with Tiffany so many times, imagining it was me.”

“Tomorrow, you won’t have to imagine anymore.”

Her fingers inched higher, dangerously close to my growing erection. “I hope you’re ready for two very hungry MILFs.”

“I think I can handle you,” I replied, my voice husky with desire.

“We’ll see about that,” she said, giving my thigh a squeeze before removing her hand as Valeria returned to the table.

“Everything okay?” Amanda asked innocently.

“Fine,” Valeria replied, though she looked slightly flustered. “Sabrina just wanted to know when we’d be home. She wanted to see Kane, as usual.”

“We should probably get going, then,” I suggested, not wanting to keep them waiting.

As we stood to leave, Amanda embraced me once more. “I’ll pick you up tomorrow. Wear something easy to take off.”

“Sure thing,” Valeria said, hugging her friend as well.

During the drive home, Valeria seemed lost in thought, her fingers tapping on the steering wheel.

“Second thoughts?” I asked.

She shook her head. “Not at all. Just thinking about how life takes these unexpected turns. A year ago, I never would have imagined we’d be doing any of this.”

“Do you regret it?”

“Not for a second,” she said firmly. “I’ve never felt more alive, and young.”

I reached over and squeezed her hand. “Me neither.”

“Well, you’re young, duh,” she said.

She made me chuckle. “You sounded a bit like Sabrina there.”

“I know,” she said. “I’m both excited and nervous about tomorrow.”

“She has the keys, so we’re not technically breaking in, right?”

“I’m not sure how the law interprets this,” she said. “But I can’t let an opportunity like this slide. Something in the back of my mind tells me I’d regret it.”

“Who knows, maybe next time Sabrina will convince you to come to a college with us, filming some content.”

Valeria laughed. “Don’t hold your breath. I have my limits.”

“And your daughter knows how to push them.”

We exchanged smiles, and most importantly, she didn’t argue.

* * *

When we arrived home, we found Sabrina and Tiffany in the living room, laptops open as they edited some footage together. They looked up as we entered.

“How’d it go?” Tiffany asked.

Valeria and I exchanged a glance, both of us smiling.

“Let’s just say we have plans for tomorrow,” I replied.

“Ooh, sounds intriguing,” Sabrina said. “Care to share?”

“Well, Amanda is taking us to a place where we can have some privacy,” Valeria said.

“What kind of place?” Sabrina asked immediately, eager to hear more.

Valeria took a deep breath. “It’s a home she’s selling.”

Sabrina giggled and slapped her thigh. “Is she even allowed to do that?”

“I honestly don’t know,” Valeria said, “but I hope it’ll be alright.”





Chapter 7





T
 he next day, Valeria and I packed a small bag with cameras and some lingerie she wanted to wear for the occasion. We told Sabrina and Tiffany we’d be back by evening, which earned us knowing smirks.

“Have fun with Amanda,” Sabrina whispered as she hugged me goodbye. “Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.”

“That leaves everything on the table,” I replied with a laugh.

Tiffany also made sure to embrace me. “Take care of my mother.”

“I promise I will.”

Amanda pulled up in her black Mercedes right on time. Valeria and I walked out to meet her. She wore a typical real estate outfit, stockings, a blouse and a tight, mini-skirt.

“Backseat for you, stud,” Amanda called out with a playful wink. “Ladies up front.”

I slid into the back while Valeria took the passenger seat.

“Everyone ready for an adventure?” Amanda asked as she pulled away from the curb.

“More than ready,” I replied, settling back.

As we drove through the winding coastal roads, Valeria turned to Amanda. “I’m excited about this, but I hope you know what you’re doing.”

“Relax, sis,” Amanda assured her, patting Valeria’s knee. “I have the keys, remember? And the owners are in Miami until next week. We’re completely safe.”

“If you say so,” Valeria said, though she didn’t sound entirely convinced.

Amanda laughed, flipping her auburn hair over her shoulder. “God, it feels good to be doing something wild again. Makes me feel young.”

“Young?” Valeria giggled, reaching back to squeeze my knee. “Wait until you’re getting down with Kane. You’ll feel like a teenager again.”

Amanda’s eyes caught mine in the rearview mirror, her gaze smoldering with promise. “Is that right?” she asked me.

The look she gave me sent blood rushing straight to my groin. I shifted in my seat, trying to find a comfortable position for my growing erection. Amanda noticed and her smile widened, clearly pleased with the effect she had on me.

After about forty minutes, we turned onto a private road that wound up a hillside. Massive gates loomed ahead, with security cameras positioned at strategic points.

Amanda pulled up to the gate but didn’t drive through, even though it was open.

“Why aren’t we going in?” Valeria asked, suspicion creeping into her voice.

“Because technically, I’m not supposed to be here today,” Amanda explained.

Valeria rolled her eyes. “So we are breaking in. Great. I hope we don’t get caught.”

“Trust me,” Amanda insisted, parking the car in a secluded spot beneath a cluster of palm trees. “We’ll be in and out before anyone knows we were here.”

Valeria rolled her eyes, but then she chuckled. “I’m a grown woman with two adult children, sneaking into a mansion for an illicit threesome … I think this will be fun.”

“That’s the thrill of it,” Amanda said with a wink as she led us up a private path toward the back entrance. She pulled out a set of keys and unlocked the door.

The moment we stepped inside, I was awestruck. The foyer alone was as big as our former home, with soaring ceilings and marble floors that gleamed in the sunlight streaming through massive windows.

“Welcome to paradise,” Amanda said as if she were a real estate agent. “Let me give you the tour before we get down to business.”

She led us through the mansion. First was the private grotto-style pool, complete with a waterfall and hidden alcoves designed for intimate encounters.

“This is where they film a lot of their sex scenes,” Amanda explained, running her fingers through the crystal-clear water. “Pool sex is some hot stuff.”

Next came a screening room bathed in soft pink lighting, with plush velvet couches arranged in a semicircle facing a massive screen.

“They review their content here,” she said, “but it’s also used for more interactive entertainment.”

Valeria raised an eyebrow but remained silent as we continued through a series of what Amanda called “master erotic bedrooms,” each with its own theme and specialized furniture. One had mirrors covering every surface, another featured a massive four-poster bed with restraints attached to each post.

“The designer was clearly inspired by the Kama Sutra,” Amanda commented as we passed through hidden corridors connecting the various wings of the house.

Finally, she led us up to the rooftop lounge, where the breathtaking view of the Pacific Ocean stretched out before us.

“Isn’t it magnificent?” Amanda sighed, leaning against the railing.

“It sure is,” Valeria admitted, her earlier concerns seemingly forgotten as she took in the panoramic vista.

“I still think the penthouse view is better,” I said.

“It is,” Valeria agreed. “But we’re not here to buy the place…”

“That’s right,” Amanda said, blushing a little. “I kind of slipped into real estate agent mode.”

“So,” Valeria said, turning to face us, “where should we start filming? We should take advantage of this beautiful location.”

Amanda’s eyes sparkled with mischief. “I think we should start outside by the pool. Maybe a shared blowjob. Then we can move to the master bedroom with the mirrored ceiling for the main event.”

Valeria bit her lip, thinking it over. “That sounds perfect. Are you ready to do this?”

Amanda nodded. “I am. Though I’m hoping we can do some kissing and licking together too.”

Valeria grinned. “I promise we’ll get there.”

We made our way back down to the grotto pool. I got the camera ready, impatient to see my mother and Amanda sharing my erection. I lay down on the sun lounger, watching them both undress.

Amanda wasted no time. She took off one garment after another till she was only left in panties, her full, gorgeous breasts exposed to the sunlight. I fantasized about her last blowjob and the way she’d titty-fucked me. Although, I knew what awaited me would even be better.

“Your turn,” Amanda told my mother.

“Just admiring your well-endowed rack.”

“It’s not like your breasts don’t turn any heads.”

Amanda was right. Valeria’s chest was fantastic, but Amanda’s was slightly bigger.

Valeria undressed, shedding clothing after clothing, revealing a matching white bra and panty set. She unhooked her bra, letting her breasts spring free.

“God, you’re both gorgeous,” I said, my cock straining painfully against my shorts.

Amanda unbuckled my belt while Valeria circled behind me, pressing her bare breasts against my back as she helped pull my shirt over my head.

When I was naked, my cock jutted proudly between us, and Amanda immediately dropped to her knees on the sun-warmed tiles. She took me in her hand, stroking slowly before wrapping her lips around the head. I threw my head back and groaned as she plunged my cock into her mouth, deepthroating me on the first plunge. Valeria knelt beside her, watching with hungry, eager eyes. At that moment, she didn’t look much different from her daughter, excited, young and horny.

Amanda gagged and then pulled her head back. “Don’t be shy,” Amanda encouraged, releasing me from her mouth. “There’s plenty to share.”

“I like to warm up before I just swallow his entire equipment,” Valeria said. She leaned forward, taking me between her lips while Amanda cupped my balls. Valeria took her time, looking me in the eyes as she slowly bobbed her head, taking me deeper and deeper for every bob. Eventually, I was at the back of her throat, her lips stretching around my girth. She pulled back and came off my cock. I noticed the lipstick marks they left behind, the footprints of two beautiful MILFs. Amanda licked my mother’s lipstick.

“The cherry-flavored one is my favorite,” Amanda said with a grin, also licking my mother’s saliva from my cock before taking me back into her mouth. She came off with a pop, sharing excited grins with my mom. They alternated, passing my cock between them like a delicious treat they couldn’t get enough of.

Amanda let out a delighted giggle as Valeria deep-throated me. “Isn’t this fun? Sharing a cock with my friend?”

Valeria glanced over her shoulder toward the neighboring properties. “Do you think anyone can see us?”

“Relax,” Amanda soothed, running her fingers through Valeria’s blonde hair. “The walls are fifteen feet high.”

Valeria opened her mouth and swallowed me again. She took me deeper, moaning around my shaft as Amanda watched with approval.

When it was Amanda’s turn again, Valeria raked her fingers through my hair. “How are you feeling?”

“Like I’m in heaven.”

“Hang in there,” she said.

Even if I could barely hold the camera still, I did my best. The sight of them, two beautiful mature women, pleasuring me together, was almost too much to bear. I gripped the edge of the seat for support, my legs trembling with the effort of remaining standing.

“Let’s move to that master bedroom you showed us,” I suggested before I would blow my load all over them. “I want to see you both completely naked on that big bed.”

Valeria came off with a pop. She probably noticed where I was at. We grabbed our clothes and rose to our feet.

We followed Amanda through the mansion’s winding corridors, our bare feet padding softly on the marble floors. My erection hadn’t subsided in the slightest, bobbing with each step as we made our way to the master suite.

“I want to watch you two,” I said, settling into a plush armchair positioned perfectly for viewing. “Undress each other completely and make out on the bed.”

Amanda smiled at Valeria, reaching for the waistband of her panties. “I’ve always wondered what you taste like, Valeria.”

Valeria’s grin widened as Amanda slowly peeled the lace down her legs. Once she stepped out of them, she stood completely naked, her blonde pussy glistening with arousal.

“Your turn,” Valeria whispered, hooking her fingers into Amanda’s black thong. She slid it down slowly, revealing a neatly trimmed strip of auburn hair above Amanda’s sex.

They moved to the bed, crawling onto the silk sheets. Amanda pulled Valeria into her arms, their naked bodies pressing together as their lips slowly met. I watched, entranced, as their mouths opened. Since it was their first kiss, they started out slowly, sucking each other’s lips. The kiss was interrupted by both of them giggling, but I could tell they both enjoyed it.

“Remember when we were teenagers and you told Mike I was a terrible kisser?” Amanda whispered against Valeria’s lips, her eyes twinkling with mischief. “After I’d had a crush on him for months?”

Valeria’s hand came down with a playful smack on Amanda’s bare ass, the sound echoing in the massive bedroom. “Of course, I remember. You’d stolen my crush without asking.”

“Well, this is my chance to prove you wrong about my kissing abilities,” Amanda purred, her fingers tangling in Valeria’s blonde hair.

With a soft giggle that made her sound decades younger, Valeria closed the distance between them, capturing Amanda’s mouth in a deeper, more passionate kiss. Their tongues danced together as their hands began to explore each other’s bodies. I watched, mesmerized, as Valeria’s fingers traced the curve of Amanda’s spine while Amanda cupped Valeria’s breast, thumbing the nipple to hardness.

The kiss intensified, their breathing growing heavier. When they finally broke apart, both were flushed and panting.

“Verdict?” Amanda asked, her voice husky with desire.

“I take it all back,” Valeria replied, her eyes dark with lust. “You’re an incredible kisser.”

Amanda giggled and leaned closer to Valeria’s lips. Their kiss deepened, years of curiosity finally being satisfied as they explored each other’s bodies.

“You’re so beautiful together,” I said, stroking myself slowly as I watched my mother and Amanda writhing against each other.

I couldn’t take it anymore. Setting the camera on a nearby dresser at an angle that would capture everything, I joined them on the bed. “You two are the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen,” I groaned, my cock throbbing painfully.

Valeria pulled away from Amanda. “I think my son should experience you first,” she suggested, running her fingers through Amanda’s auburn hair. “I’ve had him so many times, and you’ve been waiting patiently.”

Amanda’s eyes widened with excitement. “Are you sure? I don’t want to hog him for myself.”

“I’m sure,” Valeria said, giving her friend a kiss on the forehead. “I want to watch him make love to you.”

I moved between them, my cock dying to enter Amanda. “I’d love nothing more.”

“Alright then,” Amanda said, not bothering to argue. She lay back against the crimson sheets, spreading her legs to reveal her glistening sex.

Valeria hopped out of bed, taking the camera in her hand. “Be gentle with her,” Valeria said and patted my back. “At least at first.”

“Valeria
 , I’m not a virgin!” she shot back.

“Relax, that’s payback for every time you’ve teased me!”

I chuckled at their playful banter. Amanda rolled her eyes and spread her legs. “I’m all yours.”

First, I studied her sex, running my hands down her milky-white thighs and spreading her pink pussy.

Amanda’s pussy was different from Tiffany’s in several ways. Where Tiffany’s was a deeper pink with delicate inner lips that bloomed outward, Amanda’s was a lighter shade with neater, more compact folds. Her auburn landing strip was well maintained, drawing my eye downward to her glistening entrance. I noticed she was as wet as her daughter, her arousal already coating her inner thighs.

I couldn’t resist her flower, and I leaned my head between her legs.

“Don’t tease me too much,” she said, running her fingers through my hair. “I’ve waited too long for this.”

I gave her a slow, exploratory lick from bottom to top, enjoying her taste. She was tangier than Tiffany, with a hint of sweetness that made my cock throb. Her scent was intoxicating, mature and womanly.

“Mmm,” I hummed against her flesh, giving her another long lick. “You taste amazing.”

Amanda chuckled. “I’m glad.”

I came off with a kiss and pulled back. I positioned myself between Amanda’s thighs, the head of my cock brushing against her fertile flower. Her arousal covered my tip as I rubbed it back and forth along her opening till the head slipped inside.

I pushed forward slowly, sinking into her welcoming pink channel. She was a tight one, but she told me to go on, so I continued to thrust, inch by inch until there was nothing left and she hugged every inch of my shaft.

“Oh, wow,” Amanda gasped, her nails digging into my shoulders. “Finally.”

I planted my hands above her shoulders, looking her in the eyes as I slowly started fucking her. She moaned beneath me, and so did I. I glanced over at Valeria, and she smiled in return. She had forgotten about the camera. Instead, Valeria watched us intently, her own fingers dipping between her legs as she pleasured herself to the sight of her best friend and son.

Amanda wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me deeper. “Harder,” she demanded, her eyes locked with mine. “Come on, you’re a strong boy.”

I increased my pace, my hips slamming against hers. The sound of our bodies colliding filled the room, mixing with Amanda’s increasingly desperate moans. “Is that better?”

“Way better,” she said, biting her bottom lip.

“Compared to my mother, you’re so fucking tight,” I groaned, feeling her walls clench around me.

She chuckled. “I’m not a virgin.”

“I didn’t mean it like that … I’m not going to last long.”

“Don’t hold back,” Amanda urged, her body tensing beneath me. “I want to feel you come inside me.”

I had no plans on holding back.

The sensation of Amanda’s pussy gripping me was unlike anything I’d experienced before. She might not be a virgin, but it sure must’ve been years since she’d slept with someone. Her walls clenched around my shaft like the ring of a rosebud, rippling with each thrust as if trying to milk every drop from me. The heat of her core radiated through my entire body, making sweat bead across my forehead.

“God, this feels so good,” I groaned, driving deeper into her.

Each powerful thrust sent Amanda’s full breasts bouncing hypnotically. They were magnificent, large, pale globes tipped with peachy nipples that stood erect with arousal. Unlike her daughter’s perkier ones, Amanda’s had a natural, womanly sway that mesmerized me as they jiggled with every impact of our bodies.

I couldn’t resist leaning down to capture one of those perfect nipples between my lips. The taste of her skin was intoxicating, a mixture of expensive lotion and natural sweetness that made my cock throb even harder inside her.

“Oh, that tickles,” Amanda gasped, arching her back to push more of her breast into my mouth.

Her lips were full and swollen from their earlier kisses, painted a deep red that had smudged slightly at the corners. When I released her nipple and claimed those lips again, I tasted her cherry lipstick. Her tongue danced with mine as well as they could while I tried to focus on fucking her as well.

As our bodies moved together, the air grew thick with the smell of sex, primal and raw. Amanda’s natural scent was different from Valeria’s, more spicy than sweet, with notes of sandalwood.

“You smell so fucking good,” I growled against her neck, inhaling deeply.

The heat between us intensified with each thrust, our bodies slick with sweat that made our skin slide together in the most delicious way. Droplets rolled down my chest and dripped onto her heaving breasts, creating glistening trails across her flushed skin. The silk sheets beneath us were already damp, clinging to Amanda’s back as she writhed beneath me.

The raw intensity of the moment overtook all rational thought. I drove into Amanda as hard as I could, feeling my release building rapidly.

“I’m coming,” Amanda moaned, her body arching off the bed as waves of pleasure crashed through her. Her pussy contracted around my cock, milking me toward my own climax.

With a final thrust, I buried myself to the hilt and exploded inside her, shooting out my cum into her mature, sweet vagina. Amanda moaned as she felt me filling her like a hose, her legs tightening around my waist to keep me deep inside.

“Oh my god,” she gasped, her body still trembling with aftershocks. “Geeze … I’ve forgotten how good sex feels. Or you just fuck like a pornstar.”

“Why not both,” I joked with her, micro-fucking Amanda. I slowly pulled out from her hole, and my cock was still leaking cum, spilling it over her lips.

I thought I’d bask in the afterglow, but we all froze at the sound of tires crunching on gravel outside.

“What the fuck?” I whispered, my heart suddenly racing for a different reason.

Amanda bolted upright, nearly knocking me over as she scrambled to the window. She peered through the blinds.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she hissed, her face draining of color. “It’s Jody, the owner. What the hell is she doing here? She’s supposed to be in Miami!”

Valeria jumped off the chair, panic etched across her features. “I thought you said we were safe.”

“We were! I mean, we should have been,” Amanda stammered, already gathering her clothes. “She must have changed her plans.”

I pulled on my boxers. “What do we do?”

Amanda’s eyes went wide. “Our shoes! We left them downstairs by the pool!”

“Fuck,” Valeria cursed, something she rarely did. “We need to get them before she sees them.”

We hastily pulled on our clothes. Amanda led the way, moving swiftly through the hallways toward the back stairs.

“She’s unlocking the front door,” Amanda whispered as we heard keys jingling. “Hurry!”

We raced down the stairs, our footsteps muffled by the plush carpet. I could hear a woman’s voice now, speaking on the phone as she entered the house.

“—just stopping by to grab a few things I forgot,” the voice said. “The movers missed a box of personal items.”

We reached the pool area and frantically gathered our shoes. Just as we were about to head back up, we heard footsteps approaching from the main hallway.

“Hide!” Amanda mouthed, pointing to a large wardrobe built into the wall of what appeared to be a changing room.

We squeezed inside, pulling the door closed just as Jody entered the pool area. Through the slats in the door, I could make out a tall brunette in a tight business dress and heels. She was stunning, with long legs and curves that rivaled Amanda’s.

“I’ll be there in twenty,” she was saying into her phone. “I just need to check upstairs first. I think I left my special toy collection in the master bedroom.”

Valeria’s eyes met mine in the darkness of the wardrobe, her expression a mixture of alarm and suppressed laughter. Amanda pressed a finger to her lips, though the gesture was barely visible in the dim light filtering through the slats.

We listened as Jody’s heels clicked across the marble floor and up the stairs. A few minutes later, we heard her coming back down.

“You won’t believe this,” she said, apparently still on the phone. “The bed is completely messed up! We must’ve forgotten from our last wild night there.”

Her voice grew fainter as she moved toward the front of the house. “Anyway, I found my box. I’m heading out now … Yes, that toy means a lot to me. It was my first … A gift from my older sister.”

We remained frozen in the wardrobe, barely breathing, until we heard the front door close and her car start up. Only when the sound of the engine faded into the distance did Amanda push open the wardrobe door.

“Holy fuck,” she exhaled, stepping out on shaky legs. “That was close.”

Valeria leaned against the wall, her chest heaving. “I think we should leave. Now.”

Amanda, however, was already shaking her head. “No way. We haven’t finished what we started. The threesome isn’t complete until we’ve all been with each other.”

“Are you insane?” Valeria asked her and crossed her arms. “We nearly got caught.”

“But we didn’t,” Amanda pointed out, her eyes gleaming with renewed excitement. “And now we know she’s definitely not coming back. We have the place to ourselves again.”

I stood between them, torn between caution and desire. The adrenaline from our near-miss had actually intensified my arousal, and seeing Amanda standing there, her clothes disheveled and my cum beginning to trickle down the inside of her thigh, made my decision for me.

“I’m with Amanda,” I said. “We came here for a purpose.”

Valeria looked between us, exasperation clear on her face. But I could see the desire still burning in her eyes. “You two are wild,” she sighed, but a smile was tugging at her lips. “Fine. But we’re going to be quick about it.”

We made our way back to the bedroom, shedding our hastily donned clothes along the way. By the time we reached the master suite, we were all naked again.

“I want to lick Valeria while Kane fucks me,” Amanda said, climbing onto the bed. “Then we’ll switch.”

“Fine,” Valeria said. “But it’s called a sixty-nine threesome, sweetie.”

Amanda rolled her eyes. “I know that … Besides, I’m older than you.”

“By two years,” Valeria countered, crawling onto the bed next to Amanda. “And yet I’m the one who knows all the proper terminology.”

Amanda flipped her hair dramatically. “I was too busy getting laid in college to memorize the Kama Sutra.”

“Is that what you call it? Because I remember having to console you after Brad stood you up at the Winter Formal,” Valeria teased, positioning herself above Amanda’s face.

I watched them, amused by their female rivalry that somehow made this taboo encounter even more arousing.

“Brad Thompson?” Amanda scoffed, running her hands up Valeria’s thighs. “Please. I was over him before the night ended. Remember that cute bartender I went home with instead?”

“The one who couldn’t figure out how to unhook your bra?” Valeria laughed, lowering herself slightly. “You came home crying about that too.”

“At least I was adventurous,” Amanda shot back, her breath hot against Valeria’s sex. “You were dating that accounting major who color-coded his sock drawer.”

I chuckled, positioning myself between Amanda’s legs. “Come on, you’re worse than me and Sabrina.”

“She started it,” they said in unison, then burst into laughter.

They left the playful banter aside, and they positioned themselves in a sixty-nine, Amanda on top with her face between Valeria’s thighs, her own ass raised invitingly in the air.

I moved behind Amanda, watching in fascination as a pearly drop of my earlier release slid down her inner thigh. The sight of it, evidence of our raw, passionate mating, sent a fresh surge of blood to my cock.

Valeria reached up, running her tongue along Amanda’s slit, collecting my cum along with her friend’s juices. The sight was so erotic I nearly came again on the spot. “Why argue when you have such a sexy-looking pussy,” Valeria said with a grin.

“Yours is equally as tempting,” Amanda said.

“I like you better when you flatter each other,” I said, making them both chuckle erotically.

I positioned myself behind Amanda and pushed inside her still-slick entrance. She moaned against Valeria’s pussy, the vibrations causing Valeria to arch her back in pleasure.

I slid in and out, thrusting into Amanda while she pleasured Valeria with her mouth, and Valeria kept licking Amanda. The room filled with the sounds of our sixty-nine threesome, wet, slick noises, moans, and gasps of pleasure.

After several minutes, Amanda tapped my thigh. “Switch position,” she said.

We rearranged ourselves, with Valeria now above Amanda. I moved behind Valeria, sliding into her familiar heat with a groan of satisfaction. Below her, Amanda continued her oral sex, her tongue darting between Valeria’s folds and occasionally brushing against my shaft as I thrust in and out.

The dual stimulation was too much for Valeria, and she came hard, shuddering as orgasm overtook her.

Her contractions triggered my release. I drove deep into her, emptying myself with a guttural moan. When I pulled out, Amanda continued licking as my cum spilled from Valeria’s pussy, catching it with her tongue and swallowing and smacking her lips.

When we were done, we collapsed onto the bed, breathless and sated. For several minutes, none of us spoke, content to simply exist in the aftermath of our shared pleasure.

Finally, Amanda broke the silence. “I feel more alive than I have in years,” she murmured, her head resting on Valeria’s stomach. “Thank you both for this.”

Valeria stroked Amanda’s hair, a tender gesture that contrasted with our recent passionate activities. “It was beautiful,” she agreed, “but we really should get going now.”

I nodded, though reluctantly. “We’ve pushed our luck enough for one day.”

We dressed quickly, making sure to leave the bedroom exactly as we found it, minus the rumpled sheets, which we couldn’t do much about. As we made our way back to the car, Amanda linked arms with both of us, a satisfied smile on her face.

“Next time,” she said, “we will do this at the penthouse. No interruptions, no rush.”

Valeria laughed, the sound light and carefree. “I thought you’d say we sneak into a college which our kids did.”

Amanda grinned. “If that’s what you want …”

Valeria chuckled, but she didn’t say no.

* * *

During the drive back, Amanda let out a contented sigh from the driver’s seat. “I just realized I completely forgot to talk to Tiffany this morning,” she said, glancing at Valeria. “About me being the mystery lady. I was so horny, it slipped my mind.”

Valeria reached over and patted Amanda’s knee. “Don’t worry about it. These things need the right moment.”

“I hope she doesn’t think I tried to avoid her.”

“Of course, not,” Valeria told her in her caring voice. “She understands that you’ve been alone for so many years.”

“You’re right,” Amanda replied, a small smile playing on her lips. “There’s no rush now that everything’s out in the open with the rest of you.”

* * *

We pulled up to the penthouse, took the elevator upstairs and then Valeria fumbled with the keys. Sabrina suddenly opened the door, catching us off guard. “Geeze,” Valeria said. “You were about to give me a heart attack.”

“Sorry,” she said with a grin. “I heard your car and timed it right … So? How was it?” she demanded, her eyes sparkling with curiosity. “I want all the juicy details!”

“It went fine,” I said with a casual shrug that contradicted the incredible experience we’d just had. “Except we almost got caught when the owner showed up unexpectedly.”

Sabrina’s jaw dropped. “No way. You guys actually broke into someone’s house?”

“We didn’t break in,” Valeria clarified, setting her purse down. “Amanda had the keys. We just weren’t supposed to be there at that moment.”

“Still,” Sabrina said, turning to Valeria with a mischievous grin. “I never thought I’d see the day when Valeria was the naughty one. Usually, it’s me getting into trouble!”

Valeria just chuckled and shook her head. “Sabrina, would you help me with dinner?”

“Sure thing,” Sabrina replied cheerfully, following Valeria into the kitchen. “But don’t think this gets you off the hook. I want details while we cook!”

I knew what Valeria did there. She didn’t want to be confronted with this after she’d confronted me and Sabrina a couple of times earlier. But no one was perfect, and our mother needed to live a little as well.

I headed toward the office, curious about the content we’d just filmed. As I approached, I noticed the window was open, letting in a cool evening breeze. Voices drifted through. Amanda and Tiffany were on the terrace. The first time they’d seen each other after Amanda’s reveal.

I paused, not intending to eavesdrop, but their conversation caught my attention.

“…so that’s the whole story,” Amanda was saying, her voice soft and emotional. “I was scared to tell you. I thought you might be upset or think it was weird.”

“Valeria,” Tiffany replied gently, “after everything we’ve all been doing together, did you really think I’d judge you for watching?”

“It’s different when it’s your mother,” Amanda said. “I was afraid you’d think I was… I don’t know, intruding on something that was yours.”

There was a pause, and I could picture Tiffany considering this.

“I’ll admit, it’s a little strange to think about,” Tiffany finally said. “But not in a bad way. Actually, it’s kind of hot knowing you were watching and getting turned on by it.”

I couldn’t help but smile, hearing Tiffany’s acceptance. I moved away from the window to give them privacy, but not before catching Amanda’s relieved sigh.

“Really?” Amanda asked. “You’re not upset with me?”

“Valeria, of course not,” Tiffany said. “I know this whole situation is unconventional. But we’re all adults here, and honestly, I’m just happy you’re finding joy and pleasure again.”

I heard the wooden bench creak as one of them shifted position. “You know,” Amanda continued, “when your father left, I thought that part of my life was over. I threw myself into work, into being your mom, and I just forgot what it felt like to be desired.”

“And now?” Tiffany asked.

“Now I feel alive again. But more importantly, I feel connected to my family in a way I never thought possible.” Amanda’s voice cracked with emotion. “I was so afraid of losing you over this.”

“You could never lose me,” Tiffany assured her. “I love you, Mom. No matter what.”

“I love you too, sweetheart. More than anything in this world.”

The sound of their embrace carried through the open window, a soft rustle of clothing and a quiet sniffle.

I smiled to myself and moved away, not wanting to intrude further on their moment. As I settled at my desk, I plugged in the camera to download the footage from our adventure.

The door to the office swung open, and Sabrina hopped in, a playful smile on her lips. “Mom kicked me out of the kitchen,” she said, closing the door behind her. “Said I was asking too many questions.”

I chuckled. “Really?”

“Why are you acting as if you’re surprised?”

She made me laugh again. Without waiting for an invitation, she straddled my thighs, her arms draping over my shoulders. “So, little bro, are you going to show me what you filmed today, or do I have to torture it out of you?”

Her weight on my lap was comforting, and her vanilla-coconut scent still sweet even after the day I’d had. I laughed and wrapped my arms around her waist. “You can be so coquettish, you know that?”

“It’s part of my charm,” she replied with a wink. “Come on, I want to see what our horny mothers got up to.”

I turned to the computer screen, pulling up the footage we’d captured. Sabrina leaned forward, her chest pressing against mine as she watched.

The first clip showed Amanda and Valeria by the pool, taking turns sucking me off. It was definitely the best clip of the day.

“Wow,” Sabrina whispered, her eyes wide. “They suck so passionately.”

We continued through the footage, including me fucking Amanda, and the sixty-nine threesome, which we’d barely managed to film. Throughout it all, Sabrina remained silent, though I could feel her breathing quicken against me.

When the last clip ended, she sat back, her cheeks flushed.

“The camerawork is a bit messy,” Sabrina said, shifting in my lap as she gestured at the screen, “but damn, these scenes are hot.”

I chuckled, running my hand along her thigh. “It was so hot we could barely film straight. Hard to focus when you’re in the middle of something like that.”

“I can imagine,” she said, turning to face me. “You know, if you want better footage next time, I’d happily film you guys. I’ve got steady hands.”

My cock stirred beneath her at the thought. I leaned forward and pressed my lips to hers in a deep kiss. Her mouth opened immediately, and our tongues swirled together as she pressed her body closer. She tasted like mangoes and strawberries, probably some fruits she’d had earlier. When we finally broke apart, I licked the taste of her from my lips.

“Tomorrow,” I whispered against her lips. “We’ll talk to them about it tomorrow.”

Sabrina grinned, grinding subtly against my growing erection. “Perfect.”

“Sabrina!” our mother called for her. “It’s fine, you can come back.”

Sabrina pecked my lips. “It seems like she changed her mind. I got to help her with dinner … But, I want to sleep with you tonight.”

“Sure thing,” I said, letting go of my sister as she went and helped our mom with dinner.





Chapter 8





I
 t was a month ago since we’d filmed the milf threesome, and we were doing well. We’d surpassed our OnlyFans numbers, making more than two hundred thousand a month. It was a staggering amount and one that made me question if it was all a dream. We had six cam girls working for us in the apartments below, and we’d discussed buying the entire complex to get more girls.

Amanda had sold the house we’d messed around in two weeks ago, and she’d been very active, helping us advertise and film content.

She was grateful to work with us. It was about time she started something new, and she’d told us this felt like home. I agreed. She fit right in with us.

Leaning back in my office chair, I glanced at the clock. It was early morning. I’d gotten up a bit earlier than usual to take care of some emails. It wasn’t all sex and filming, there was plenty of work behind the scenes too, like keeping our website running smoothly and responding to customer emails.

I sighed in relief, feeling grateful to work with someone appreciative. I found myself thinking back to my skateboarding days, hanging out with my crew at the park. Those guys could barely be bothered to update our inventory, let alone contribute anything meaningful. Meanwhile, all the women in my life were hustling harder than anyone I’d ever met. Valeria and Amanda had transformed our business through advertisement, Sabrina and Tiffany were always on the lookout for creative sex scenes, sexy clothing or new angles. We were a dream team.

I was scrolling through our analytics when I noticed something odd in my inbox. Three, no—five DMCA takedown notices. Then I saw more. Someone had been flagging our content all across the internet.

“What the fuck?” I muttered, clicking through the emails.

I quickly logged into our website’s backend. The traffic numbers had plummeted overnight. Our search engine visibility was practically non-existent.

“What the hell…?” I whispered, my heart racing as I scrolled through more disturbing data.

The door opened behind me, and Valeria walked in wearing her silk robe, her blonde hair damp from her morning shower. She smelled like vanilla and coconut, a scent that usually calmed me, but not this morning.

She must have noticed my tension because she moved behind my chair and began massaging my shoulders, her warm fingers melting the tension.

“You’re stiff,” she teased, leaning down to kiss the top of my head. “You don’t usually freak out over emails.”

“This isn’t normal email stuff,” I said, pointing at the screen. “Someone’s systematically targeting our content. These are DMCA takedowns and copyright claims. They’re saying we’re stealing their content.”

Valeria leaned closer, her brow furrowing as she read over my shoulder. “But that’s ridiculous. We film everything ourselves.”

“Exactly. And look at this, our search rankings are in the toilet. We’ve been de-indexed from Google.”

Valeria’s hands paused on my shoulders. “How bad is it?”

“If we don’t fix this fast, we could lose most of our traffic. Our subscription growth will flatline.”

“Can you find out who’s doing it?” she asked me, sounding surprisingly calm despite my fears.

I nodded, cracking my knuckles before diving into the code. “Let me see what I can dig up.”

I opened the first DMCA notice and examined the headers carefully. Something didn’t add up. The timestamp patterns and formatting were too consistent for random complaints.

“These are all coming from the same source,” I muttered, “but they’re trying to make it look like multiple people.”

Valeria leaned closer, her robe opened slightly, so her soft breasts crushed against my back. “How can you tell?”

“Look here,” I pointed to the screen. “The IP addresses are different, but the syntax of the complaints is identical. Even the spacing between paragraphs matches exactly.”

I started running traces on the IP addresses, following digital breadcrumbs. Valeria watched silently, her fingers absently stroking my hair as I worked. The first few leads were dead ends: VPNs and proxy servers meant to mask the sender’s location.

Then I found something interesting.

“This one slipped up,” I said, highlighting an IP address. “They forgot to mask it properly.”

I ran a geolocation search, and when the results appeared, a chill ran down my spine.

“92617,” I read aloud. “That’s our old ZIP code.”

Valeria leaned in, suddenly alert. “Wait. If that’s our old ZIP code…”

She trailed off, and we exchanged a look, and I knew damn well who she was thinking of.

“You think it’s Mary Ann?” I asked, referring to our former neighbor, a middle-aged woman who couldn’t mind her own business.

“It would make sense,” Valeria said, her voice tight. “I’ve heard she’s been stalking other neighbors in the past. We weren’t the only victims.”

I remembered Mary Ann Hansen all too well, the neighborhood busybody who had appointed herself the moral guardian of our street. Our OnlyFans wasn’t her only complaint. She had made thinly veiled comments about Valeria being a single parent, had questioned Sabrina when she moved out with Cristy, and always complained when I used to skateboard outside the driveway.

“Let me check something else,” I said, running a WHOIS search on one of the email domains used in the filings.

The search results loaded, and I leaned back in my chair. “No way…”

Valeria squinted at the screen. “Hansen. That’s her last name.”

We were both quiet for a moment. The WHOIS record showed the registrant’s email as ma_hansen54@gmail.com.

“It’s definitely her,” I said, anger building in my chest. “She must have found out about our content somehow.”

Valeria’s expression hardened. “How serious is this?”

I hesitated, not wanting to worry her more, but knowing she needed the truth. “Serious enough for the payment processors to start getting nervous.”

“Do you think she had a finger in getting us shut out from OnlyFans?” Valeria asked me.

“I wouldn’t be surprised,” I said. “Jesus, why can’t people just mind their own business.”

I opened one of the DMCA claim PDFs and scrutinized every detail. The document appeared official at first glance, legal letterhead, proper formatting, all the standard copyright violation language. But as I looked closer, something sent a chill through me.

“Mom, look at this timestamp,” I said, pointing to the submission date.

She leaned in, her blonde hair brushing my cheek. “What about it?”

“This DMCA was filed against our video that went live last night.”

Valeria’s body stiffened beside me, her hand gripping my shoulder tightly. “How can she be so quick?”

The implications sank in. “That means she’s watching us. In real time.”

Sighing, Valeria pressed her lips to my neck, a gesture of comfort and solidarity that briefly distracted me from the screen. “Is there anything I can do to help? I knew that woman had issues, but this is creepy.”

I shook my head, already formulating a plan. “I’ll sort it out. I need to dig deeper, see how far this goes.”

“Alright,” she said, giving my shoulders a final squeeze. “I’ll make us some breakfast. You need to eat … And don’t try to dwell on this too much. It’s not good for your health.”

“Sure, Mom,” I said with a smile. There was something addictive with her motherly tone, but I sure needed the comfort. I agreed with her. It was a bit creepy.

As Valeria left the office, I turned back to my screen. I opened more of the DMCA notices, comparing them side by side.

Then a notification popped up in the corner of my screen. The subject line made my stomach drop: URGENT: Copyright Violation Review – Account Status Update.


I clicked it open immediately.






Dear Content Provider,







We have received multiple third-party reports of copyright violations tied to your content. Your account is under review. During this review period, all payment processing will be temporarily suspended as a precautionary measure.



If you believe these claims are in error, please contact our compliance team to schedule a review call.







Regards,







SecurePay Compliance Team






“No, no, no,” I whispered, quickly logging into our payment processor dashboard. Sure enough, our account status showed UNDER REVIEW
 in bold red letters.

This was worse than I thought. Without payment processing, we were effectively out of business. I immediately clicked the link to schedule a call with their compliance team.

The earliest available slot was 7:00 PM. I quickly booked it, jotting down the confirmation number and reference ID. The compliance team wanted all our original content files ready for review, along with timestamps and production notes.

I sighed and rubbed my temples. That woman. Mary Ann had always been a thorn in our side, but this was a new level of interference. We had to move from our childhood home because of her, and she had most likely sabotaged our OnlyFans account as well.

“Kane?” Valeria called from the kitchen. “Breakfast is ready!”

“Coming,” I replied, saving all the evidence I had gathered into a secure folder.

I walked out to find everyone already seated around our large dining table. Valeria, Amanda, Sabrina, and Tiffany all wore matching silk robes in different colors, a gift Amanda had bought for everyone the month before. Their hair was still damp from morning showers, and the scent of various floral shampoos mingled pleasantly in the air. Greeting them all like this would have usually made me aroused, but not now.

“You look like you’ve seen a ghost,” Amanda commented, sipping her tea as I took my seat.

“What’s wrong?” Sabrina asked, passing me a plate of French toast.

I ran my hand through my hair, unsure how to break the news. “We’ve got a problem. A big one.”

“What kind of problem?” Tiffany asked, her brow furrowing.

“Someone’s filing copyright claims against our content,” I explained, accepting the glass of juice Valeria handed me. “They’re saying we’re stealing their material, which is complete bullshit. But it’s working. Our payment processor has frozen our account.”

Amanda set her cup down. “Who would do such a thing?”

“Remember Mary Ann Hansen? From our old neighborhood?” I asked, watching recognition dawn on Sabrina’s face. “It’s her. I traced the IP address.”

“That nosy bitch,” Sabrina muttered, stabbing at her strawberries. “Why the fuck can’t she just leave us alone?”

“Sabrina, language
 ,” Valeria told her, which made her daughter roll her eyes.

“What am I supposed to say then?” Sabrina asked.

“We’ll sort it out,” Valeria told her. “She won’t get away with this.”

Amanda reached across the table and placed her hand over mine, her touch gentle and reassuring. “Your mom’s right. Don’t worry too much, Kane. I’ve dealt with payment processors before in my real estate business. These things happen.”

“You have?” I asked, surprised.

She nodded, her auburn hair falling over one shoulder. “Oh yes. Once had a competitor file fraudulent claims against my listings. It was a nightmare, but we sorted it out.”

“See?” Valeria added. “We have all the original files. We can prove everything is ours.”

“I scheduled a call with their compliance team for 7:00 PM tonight,” I said.

Amanda gave my hand a reassuring squeeze. “I’ll take the call with you. Two voices are better than one in these situations.”

I tried to relax, taking a deep breath and focusing on the French toast in front of me. The food was delicious. Valeria always made it with a hint of vanilla and cinnamon, but anxiety gnawed at my stomach.

“You know what’s really disturbing?” Sabrina said, setting down her fork. “She must be watching us constantly. I mean, we moved months ago. That’s beyond creepy.”

Tiffany nodded, her expression troubled. “It’s like she’s obsessed with us.”

“How did we even lose our OnlyFans account to begin with?” Sabrina asked, not letting it go. “I bet that lonely bitch was behind it.”

“Sabrina, please, it’s morning,” Valeria said. “Save the cursing for when you’re filming.”

“What about that creepy text?” Tiffany asked.

“I don’t know,” I said, though I wouldn’t be surprised if she sent that one too.

“I’ve caught her peeking through the blinds whenever I had friends over,” Sabrina added, crossing her arms. “She was a thorn in our side long before we started filming content.”

“God, I forgot about that,” I muttered, the memory sending an uncomfortable chill down my spine. “She always claimed she was ‘just checking the weather.’”

“At midnight?” Sabrina scoffed. “In Southern California?”

Amanda reached over and squeezed my hand. “Listen, all of you. We’re going to sort this out. I’ve dealt with stalkers in real estate and wealthy clients who didn’t take rejection well. This is no different.”

“What if she escalates?” Sabrina asked, voicing the fear we were all feeling.

“Then we’ll handle that too,” Amanda said firmly. “We have resources now.”

I pushed my plate away, appetite gone. “I should get back to work on this.”

“Actually,” Amanda interjected, her tone deliberately lighter and more caring, “before you bury yourself in work all day, don’t forget that Jasmine wants to film a scene with you today for her camming audience.”

The mention of Jasmine, one of our newer cam girls with a growing following, momentarily lifted my mood. I had worked with her several times before, and our chemistry was undeniable.

“Right,” I said, feeling a small smile tug at my lips. “I promised her we’d shoot something this week.”

“Great,” Valeria said with a smile. “And then with Amanda, you’ll talk to the payment processor later this evening.”

I smiled, feeling a little bit better.

* * *

I groaned, thrusting deep inside Jasmine as my orgasm hit. Her legs were wrapped tightly around my waist, her nails digging into my shoulders as I emptied myself inside her. The camera captured everything from its position on the tripod beside the bed.

I’d spent the entire morning and afternoon filming with her, and it had been so much fun I barely remembered how the day started. She’d shown off some of her dance moves. Before this, she was a dancer, athletic and flexible, just like my mother.

Then we moved on to the adult content. I’d licked her, she’d sucked me, and we fucked in some wild positions, including one where she held a standing split. I didn’t want the fun to end. I micro-fucked her, slow and controlled, trying to stretch out every second of that intense pleasure.

“God, you’re so girthy,” Jasmine whispered, her green eyes locked with mine as I continued to move slowly within her. She was beautiful—chestnut hair splayed across the pillow, tan skin flushed with lust, and full lips parted as she caught her breath.

“You’re also a tight one,” I said, feeling her pussy squeeze me as I slowly softened. The studio apartment we used for filming individual scenes was smaller than our main shooting locations, but it had great natural lighting that made Jasmine’s skin glow golden in the afternoon sun.

It was time to pull out, and I lay down beside her, cuddling with her to keep the warmth.

“Either way, that was so much fun,” she said, propping herself up on one elbow to face me. Her breasts, perfectly sized handfuls with dark nipples, swayed slightly with the movement. “I swear this job is the best decision I ever made.”

I smiled, reaching out to tuck a strand of hair behind her ear. “You’re a natural. The subscribers love you.”

“They better,” she laughed. “You know, some of the girls and I went to the beach yesterday. We got some amazing photos.”

“That sounds fun,” I said, though my mind was already drifting back to the morning’s discovery. Mary Ann Hansen’s face seemed to hover in my peripheral vision, her disapproving stare following me even here.

“Mia was freaking out though,” Jasmine continued, oblivious to my distraction. “She insisted we cover her tits in sand which turned out perfect.”

I nodded, only half-listening as I mentally reviewed all the steps I’d need to take to counter Mary Ann’s attacks. I couldn’t help but think of her now that I’d climaxed. I wished I could go back in time again, so I didn’t have to think of her.

Jasmine’s hand on my cheek brought me back to the present. “Hey, are you okay? You seem a million miles away.”

“Sorry,” I said, forcing a smile. “Just some business stuff on my mind.”

“Anything I can help with?” she asked, her expression genuinely concerned.

I shook my head. “Nothing to worry about. Just some technical issues we’re sorting out.”

She didn’t look convinced but didn’t press further. Instead, she leaned in and kissed me softly, her lips warm and soft against mine. “Well, if you need to relieve some stress later, you know where to find me.”

“I’ll keep that in mind,” I replied, kissing her back before sitting up. “I should get going. I’ve got a call with our payment processor later.”

After showering and dressing, I bid Jasmine goodbye and headed back up to the penthouse.

As I entered, I found Sabrina pacing back and forth in the living room. Her usual confident, flirtatious demeanor was gone, replaced by nervous energy as she hugged herself tightly.

“Kane, thank god you’re back,” she said, rushing toward me. Her eyes were wide with worry. “I’ve been digging into these complaints while you were with Jasmine.”

“What did you find?” I asked, setting my bag down.

“It’s worse than I thought.” Her voice trembled slightly. “She’s part of some online crusade. I’m actually scared. What if she comes after us personally? What if she finds out where we live now?”

I pulled her into my arms, feeling her body relax slightly against mine. “Valeria’s right. We’re going to be fine,” I assured her, stroking her hair.

“You’re only saying that because you just fucked,” she pointed out.

I tried not to chuckle. I guided her to the couch, keeping my arm around her shoulders. “Show me what you found.”

Sabrina opened her laptop and pulled up several browser tabs. “I started searching for usernames from the complaints. Look at this Facebook group—‘Moral Values for Digital Spaces.’ It’s full of people trying to shut down adult content creators.”

I scanned through the posts, my stomach knotting as I saw our site mentioned repeatedly. One username stood out: Mary H. Her profile picture was deliberately vague, a sunset rather than a face, but her posts were specific and venomous.

“These disgusting teenagers are corrupting our community,” one post read. “They fled our neighborhood when I started asking questions, but they can’t hide forever.”

“Jesus,” I muttered, scrolling through more posts. “She’s completely obsessed with us.”

Sabrina pointed to another thread. “She’s been recruiting others to file complaints. Giving them templates, teaching them how to use VPNs.”

I continued reading, anger building with each word. Mary’s posts revealed an alarming level of knowledge about our operations, even references to our payment systems. But then I found a post that confirmed she’d been behind our OnlyFans ban.

“How to fake report content on OnlyFans,” I read, followed by victory emojis and comments bragging about how they’d succeeded.

“See? That bitch was behind it all along,” Sabrina said. “And she succeeded too.”

“I’ve already blocked all the IP addresses I could identify,” I said, closing the laptop. “And reported the posts for harassment. It’s all we can do for now.”

Sabrina nodded, though she didn’t look convinced. “What about the call tonight? Do you think they’ll restore our payments?”

“Amanda’s handling it with me, so I hope so.”

“Good,” Sabrina said, her voice steadier now. “I trust her. She knows how to talk to these corporate types.”

* * *

At 6:45 PM, I was already in the office, setting up my computer for the compliance call. I’d gathered all our original files, timestamped production notes, and identity verification documents, everything we needed to prove our content was legitimate.

The door opened behind me, and Amanda walked in. My eyes widened as I took her in. She’d changed into a silk blouse that hugged her curves perfectly, unbuttoned just low enough to reveal the edge of her bra. Her skirt was professional but tight, ending just above her knees. Her auburn hair cascaded over her shoulders in waves, and she’d applied makeup that highlighted her full lips and pretty eyes.

“Is this too much for a video call?” she asked with a knowing smile, closing the door behind her.

“It’s perfect,” I replied, unable to take my eyes off her. “Though I doubt they’ll see below your shoulders on the screen.”

“That’s not who I dressed up for,” she said, her voice dropping to a husky whisper as she approached me. She set down a folder of documents on the desk and perched on the edge, crossing her legs slowly. The movement caused her skirt to ride up slightly, revealing the top of her stockings.

“You seem tense,” she observed, reaching out to touch my face. Her fingers were cool against my skin as they trailed down my cheek to my jaw.

“Just worried about the call,” I admitted, leaning into her touch.

Amanda leaned forward and pressed her lips to mine. I responded immediately, my hands finding her waist as memories of our encounters flooded my mind, her body writhing beneath mine in that mansion, her taste as I explored every inch of her, the way she’d moaned my name when she came. She slid her tongue into my mouth, and I welcomed her, tasting her mature sweetness as she deepened the kiss. A warmth spread throughout my body, so warm it made me melt.

When she finally pulled back, her lipstick was slightly smudged. “That should help you relax,” she murmured, her thumb brushing over my bottom lip. “Nothing clears the mind like a little endorphin rush.”

I chuckled, feeling some of the tension leave my shoulders. “You always know exactly what I need.”

“Years of experience,” she replied with a wink, straightening her blouse. “Now, let me handle most of the talking on this call. I know how to speak their language.”

I wasn’t going to argue with her. We settled down, and right on time, the video call notification appeared on my screen. I clicked to accept, and a middle-aged man with glasses appeared.

“Good evening, I’m Robert Chen from SecurePay Compliance,” he said formally. “I understand you’re contesting several DMCA claims against your content?”

Amanda leaned forward and introduced herself. I noticed something. She caught Robert’s attention immediately. Amanda didn’t just speak their language; she knew how to use her beauty to her advantage. I watched in admiration as Amanda took control of the conversation.

Robert Chen seemed initially skeptical, but Amanda masterfully guided the conversation. She presented our evidence, explaining our content creation process with such professional authority that Chen’s demeanor gradually shifted. When she pulled up our production logs with their unbroken chain of custody, I could see his expression change.

“As you can see, Mr. Chen,” Amanda said, highlighting timestamps on our files, “not only do we possess the original raw footage with metadata intact, but the EXIF data clearly shows these were captured on our registered equipment. The complainant has provided no evidence of prior creation.”

Chen nodded, reviewing the documentation we’d shared. “This is unusually thorough for content creators in your industry.”

“We run a professional operation,” Amanda replied without missing a beat. “These false claims appear to be harassment from a former neighbor with personal grievances against my clients.”

By the time the hour-long call ended, Chen had promised to restore our payment processing within 24 hours and flag the complainant’s IP addresses in their system.

I ended the call and slumped back in my chair, exhausted but relieved. “That was incredible. You completely turned him around.”

“I told you not to worry about it,” she said. “Beauty is a woman’s number one weapon.”

“That was more than beauty.”

Kissing my cheek, Amanda closed the laptop and stood behind me. She gave me a little shoulder massage. “You need to get some rest, Kane. You’ve been going nonstop since this morning.”

“I still can’t believe how well you handled that situation,” I admitted, tilting my head back to look up at her. “You were like a completely different person on that call.”

She smiled, leaning down until her lips were close to my ear. “Remember what I told you before? Be optimistic, confident and … presentable. That’s ninety percent of any negotiation.” Her fingers brushed through my hair. “They respond to certainty. If you act like there’s no question you’re in the right, people naturally assume you are.”

“I’ll keep that in mind,” I said, reaching up to touch her hand. The weight of the day was finally catching up to me, my eyelids growing heavy.

“Go to bed,” Amanda insisted, pressing another kiss to my temple. “The rest can wait until tomorrow.”

For once, I didn’t argue.





Chapter 9





A
 week ago we’d gotten our payment processor back, and we were riding the gravy train like usual. Currently, we were filming another MILF threesome. I was on my back while Valeria was in front of me, and Amanda was all the way back, licking my mother. The view was something out of a dream, but it happened right before my eyes as Valeria’s lips wrapped around my cock while Amanda’s tongue explored her pussy.

Sabrina held the camera, capturing everything. She wasn’t as nervous or creeped out any longer.

After I’d banned Mary Ann’s IP addresses and reported her accounts for harassment, the DMCA takedown notices had stopped completely. Even better, our analytics showed a surprising spike in subscriptions. Apparently, some of our fans had noticed the brief outage and rallied around us with renewed support.

Valeria pulled her head back and came off with a smack. My cock bobbed back and forth, saliva adorning the shaft. “Why don’t we switch?” Valeria suggested licking her lips, her blue eyes locked with mine and her blonde hair wild around her flushed face.

“What do you have in mind?”

“I’d like your tongue on my pussy,” she said, grinning.

“Amanda isn’t good enough?”

“Nah, she got some practice to do,” Valeria said with a giggle, earning a light spank from her friend.

“If I ride him then we’ll have a deal,” Amanda said.

“We definitely have a deal.”

Valeria positioned herself above my face, her thighs trembling slightly as she lowered her glistening sex to my waiting mouth. Amanda straddled my hips with her back to me, giving Sabrina the perfect angle to capture her expression as she sank down onto my length.

“God, yes,” Amanda moaned, her head falling back as her pussy swallowed my shaft. The sight of her toned back, the elegant curve of her spine, and the perfect roundness of her ass had me throbbing inside her.

But then I turned my focus to the beautiful woman sitting on my face. I pulled Valeria closer, swiping my tongue up her womanhood. She tasted sweet and tangy, familiar and intoxicating, with a little bit of Amanda on the side. Her thighs quivered on either side of my head as she ground against my mouth, urging me to lick her.

Amanda’s pussy gripped and stroked me as she started to ride. The smack of her ass against my base rose, punctuated by sighs and moans.

While I spread Valeria’s full moon to lick her deeper, it became increasingly difficult as I entered Amanda’s sweet pussy again and again. I started thrusting my hips, seeking more of that divine friction from my mom’s best friend.

I couldn’t hold back any longer. With a muffled groan against Valeria’s sex, I exploded inside Amanda, my hips bucking upward and seeking more pink friction. Amanda threw her head back, her vagina clenching around me as she joined me in release.

Valeria slid off my face, her expression hungry. She kissed me on the lips, probably tasting herself. “Good boy,” she said jokingly as she moved toward Amanda who sat right on top of me with her length all the way inside her. Valeria helped Amanda lift off me, and then Amanda turned around, spreading her legs as Valeria dived right between them.

I watched in awe as Valeria’s tongue glided between Amanda’s folds, gathering my pearly cum I’d just deposited. Her blonde hair curtained their intimate connection as her pink tongue darted and swirled to collect every drop.

“Oh god,” Amanda moaned, her chest heaving.

When Valeria finally lifted her head, her lips glistened with our combined fluids. She crawled up Amanda’s body, moving like a sexy cat until their faces were level. She supported herself by touching Amanda’s boobs. Their eyes locked before Valeria leaned in, pressing her mouth to Amanda’s, squeezing her tit while doing so.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away as their lips parted, Valeria’s tongue visibly transferring my seed into Amanda’s mouth. But they didn’t stop there. They shared the creamy mixture between them, tongues dancing and moans escaping their throats. Amanda’s hands cupped Valeria’s face, holding her close as they enjoyed the intimacy.

Sabrina zoomed in on their pearly, creamy kiss, capturing the moment when a glistening strand connected their lips as they briefly separated before diving back in. The camera caught Amanda swallowing, her throat working before she licked her lips with satisfaction.

“Wow,” I whispered, feeling my cock stir back to life at the sight.

Valeria pulled back slightly, a playful smile on her lips.

“Tastes even better the second time, doesn’t it?” Amanda asked, running her thumb across Valeria’s bottom lip to catch a stray drop.

“Always,” Valeria replied with a wink.

Amanda turned her attention to me again. “That was amazing,” Amanda sighed. “I think that might be our best one yet.”

“Let’s take a look,” I suggested, sitting up and motioning for Sabrina to bring the camera over.

Sabrina bit her lip as she approached, her expression suddenly nervous. “Um, guys? We might have a slight problem.”

“What’s wrong?” Valeria asked, propping herself up on her elbows.

Sabrina’s cheeks flushed as she turned the camera’s display screen toward us. The preview was completely black. She pressed play, but nothing appeared except a blank screen.

“I… I think I forgot to press record,” she admitted, not being able to look any of us in the eyes. “I was so focused on getting the right angles that I never actually started filming.”

“You’re kidding,” I said, sitting up straight.

Sabrina shook her head, a massive blush covering her cheeks. “I’m so sorry. I swear I thought I hit the button. I even checked the viewfinder, but I must have been looking at the preview mode.”

I blinked at her, not sure what to say.

“I’m so embarrassed,” Sabrina said, trying to hide her face while she fidgeted with the camera. She looked genuinely embarrassed as I’d never seen such a deep blush on her face. “I feel like a stupid blonde. That was such a hot scene too.”

I ran a hand through my hair, not sure whether to laugh or groan. After all the technical issues we’d faced with Mary Ann, this was an entirely different kind of problem.

Valeria glanced at Amanda, then at me, before breaking into a gentle smile. She crawled across the bed and patted my thigh reassuringly. “Well, there’s only one solution, isn’t there? Are you up for round two, sweetie?”

I felt blood rushing to my cock almost immediately at her suggestion, the softening member quickly swelling back to its full size beneath her touch. All four of us looked down at my obvious reaction and burst into laughter, the tension in the room dissolving instantly.

“Consider yourself forgiven, Sabrina,” I told her with a grin, reaching out to take the camera from her hands. “But this time, I’m double-checking that we’re recording before we start.”

“Thank you,” she said, visibly relieved. “I promise I won’t make that mistake again.”

Now that we were certain it was recording, Valeria and Amanda crawled back to my erection, licking their lips as they prepared to suck me off again.

* * *

I stood on the penthouse terrace later that evening, watching the sun sink toward the horizon. The sky blazed orange and pink, reflecting off the ocean like an artwork. Sabrina and Tiffany joined me, each holding a bowl of ice cream. The cool ocean breeze tousled their hair as they leaned against the railing on either side of me.

“This view never gets old,” Tiffany sighed, her red hair catching the golden light.

Sabrina nodded, jabbing a spoon into her mouth. “Worth every penny.”

“Don’t you miss our childhood home?” I asked her.

“I dream about it now and then,” Sabrina admitted. “It’s full of memories, but life has to move on … Do you remember when I felt bummed that I had to move back home?”

“I do,” I said, smiling at the memory. “I didn’t feel you at all.”

“Well, it was a step back … this is a major step forward.”

“I think I’m starting to understand now,” I told her.

I wrapped an arm around each of them, feeling a deep contentment despite the week’s chaos. “I think we’ve weathered the worst of Mary Ann’s attacks. The site traffic is almost back to normal.”

“Let’s hope she’s given up,” Tiffany said, resting her head on my shoulder.

Something caught my eye on the beach below—a lone figure standing near the water’s edge, looking up toward our building. Even from this distance, there was something familiar about the woman’s rigid posture, the way she held herself perfectly still while staring upward.

“Kane? What is it?” Sabrina asked, noticing my distraction.

I shook my head, dismissing the unease that had momentarily gripped me. “Nothing. Just someone on the beach.”

When I looked again, the woman was walking away, disappearing among the evening beach-goers. I didn’t want to get paranoid. She could’ve been any random woman.

After the sunset, I said, “Let’s head inside … It’s getting chilly.”

Later that night, after saying goodbye to Valeria and Amanda who were heading back to their respective rooms, the three of us fell into bed together. Tiffany curled against my chest while Sabrina pressed against my back, her arm draped over my waist. Their breathing soon deepened into the rhythm of sleep, and I followed shortly after.

* * *

“Kane. Kane, wake up!”

Sabrina’s urgent whisper pulled me from a deep sleep. Her body was tense against mine, her fingers digging into my arm.

“What’s wrong?” I mumbled, still half-asleep.

“I heard something,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “Someone’s trying to get in. I heard scratching at the door.”

I was about to reassure her it was just the wind when a sharp electronic wail cut through the darkness. It was our security alarm. Adrenaline surged through me as I bolted upright, fully awake now.

“Stay here with Tiffany,” I said. I raced through the darkened penthouse, following the blinking red lights of the security panel. I reached the front door, and the sensor was flashing, breach detected. I quickly opened it and saw screwdrivers and several bolts rolling onto the floor as footsteps echoed down the stairs. I closed the door and without hesitation, I rushed onto the terrace, scanning the area. A figure in dark clothing was running across the beach toward the parking lot. I leaned over the railing, watching as the woman reached a car and fumbled with the keys.

Valeria quickly came outside, clutching her silk robe closed at the neck. “What’s going on?” she demanded, joining me at the railing.

“Someone tried to break in,” I explained, pointing to the fleeing figure. “She’s getting away.”

Valeria squinted, then gasped. “That’s Mary Ann’s car! I’d recognize that old Volvo anywhere.”

Sabrina appeared at my other side, her face pale in the moonlight. “It was her. She was trying to break in the front door. I heard her when I was peeing.”

The car’s headlights flashed on, illuminating Mary Ann’s face for a brief moment before she peeled out of the parking lot.

“Tomorrow, I’m calling the police,” Valeria said firmly.

“What do you think she wanted?” Tiffany asked, joining us with a blanket wrapped around her shoulders.

“Who knows,” I said coldly, but knowing damn well she wouldn’t give up till she was put in jail.

“I can’t believe she found us,” Sabrina whispered, her body still trembling slightly against mine.

“And had the nerve to try breaking in,” Valeria added, her expression hardening. “This has gone far beyond a neighborhood grudge.” Valeria drew in a deep breath. “We have to go back to sleep. We’ll deal with this tomorrow, okay?”

We nodded and headed back.

I slid under the covers between Tiffany and Sabrina, the warmth of their bodies instantly comforting after the adrenaline rush.

“Do you think she’ll come back tonight?” Tiffany whispered, pressing herself against my side. Her slender arm draped across my chest as she nestled her head in the crook of my neck.

I could feel her heartbeat, still rapid with fear. “No,” I assured her, though I wasn’t entirely convinced. “She knows we’ve seen her now. She won’t risk it.”

Sabrina curled up against my other side, her leg intertwining with mine as she pulled the blanket higher over us. “I can’t believe that crazy bitch followed us here,” she murmured, her breath warm against my shoulder. “What if she had gotten in?”

I wrapped my arms around them both, drawing them closer. “She didn’t, and she won’t. Tomorrow we’re calling the police and getting better security installed.”

It calmed them down, and we kissed each other goodbye, slowly falling into a slumber.





Chapter 10





T
 he morning sun streamed through the penthouse windows, harsh and unforgiving after our sleepless night. Valeria was already on the phone when I stepped into the living room, her voice firm as she demanded an immediate police response. Amanda, Sabrina and Tiffany were also awake, sitting on the couch and listening to Valeria.

“They’re sending officers over,” Valeria said, ending the call. “Should be here within the hour.”

* * *

Forty minutes later, the officers were already here, knocking on our door. I peered through the peephole, then stepped back in surprise.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” I muttered, opening the door to reveal two, stunning officers—Lana Fox and Lexi Love—the same cops who’d caught us filming when we were doing the car clips many months ago.

Fox’s eyes widened in recognition. “Well, well. If it isn’t the creative filmmakers.”

“Hi,” I said, wondering whether this counted as hitting the jackpot. I welcomed them inside. Even in standard police uniforms, their curves were impossible to miss, tall, athletic builds with generous chests and the confident posture that came from knowing exactly how attractive they were. Lana was Blonde and Lexi was a brunette, both equally as stunning.

As soon as they stepped into the living room, Sabrina and Tiffany’s eyes widened.

“No way,” Sabrina said.

“Yes, it’s us,” Lexi replied with a grin.

“Do you know each other?” Valeria asked, clearly confused.

“Uh,” I said, scratching the back of my neck. “They kind of gave us directions while we were driving.”

Valeria crossed her arms. “No secrets, remember?”

“Well… they caught us while we were fucking in the car,” I admitted.

Sabrina’s cheeks turned rosy.

Valeria rolled her eyes. “When?”

“It was a long time ago,” Sabrina said quickly. “Back when we were just starting out.”

“Alright, that’s fine,” Valeria said, though she didn’t look thrilled hearing about our outdoor adventures.

“We didn’t expect to see you two again,” I admitted, leading them to the living room where everyone had gathered.

Officer Love smiled, her full lips quirking up at one corner. “Orange County’s not that big, especially when you work this beat.”

“So,” Officer Fox said, pulling out her notepad, “Valeria explained some of the situation on the phone. Break-in attempt last night?”

Valeria nodded, launching into a detailed account of the previous night’s events. She described the security alarm, the tampered lock, the screwdriver, the bolts and our sighting of Mary Ann fleeing the scene. Then she backtracked, explaining the online harassment campaign and the DMCA takedowns.

“Wait,” Officer Love interrupted, exchanging a glance with her partner. “Did you say Mary Ann Hansen?”

“Yes,” Valeria confirmed. “She was our neighbor before we moved here.”

Officer Fox sighed heavily. “We’ve dealt with Mary Ann before. This isn’t her first… fixation.”

“What do you mean?” Sabrina asked, leaning forward.

“She’s had restraining orders filed against her by three other households—including a family with kids,” Officer Fox explained, her expression grim. “She becomes obsessed with neighbors she thinks are ‘morally corrupt.’ Usually starts with watching them, then escalates to harassment, then property damage.”

“Jesus,” I muttered, running a hand through my hair.

“In the last case, she became convinced a family was running a drug operation because they had frequent visitors,” Officer Love added. “Turned out the husband was a music teacher giving piano lessons.”

Valeria’s jaw tightened. For the next hour, we provided statements and evidence. Valeria handed over printed copies of the DMCA notices, screenshots of Mary Ann’s online posts, and our security camera footage showing her face clearly as she tampered with the front door.

“This is more than enough to file charges,” Officer Fox confirmed, tucking the evidence folder under her arm. “Breaking and entering, stalking, harassment, we can make a solid case.”

“I want a restraining order too,” Valeria insisted. “This woman isn’t mentally stable, and I’m worried about what she might do next.”

Officer Love nodded, jotting down notes. “That’s definitely warranted given the pattern of behavior. We’ll get the paperwork started today.”

As the officers prepared to leave, Lexi hung back slightly, her expression softening as she turned to me.

“So, how’s the content creation business going? Despite all this drama, I mean.”

I couldn’t help but smile, remembering how they’d caught us filming in my car months ago. “Actually, it’s going great. We’ve expanded quite a bit since you last … encountered us.”

She chuckled, a warm sound that lit up her face. “Well, good for you. Just keep it legal.”

“Always,” I promised.

“Listen,” she said, her tone turning serious, “if Mary Ann shows up again—anywhere near you—call us immediately. Don’t try to handle it yourselves. People like her can be unpredictable when cornered.”

“We will,” I assured her.

* * *

The restraining order was granted quickly, given Mary Ann’s history. A week passed without incident. I was beginning to think maybe the police involvement had scared Mary Ann off for good.

I was sitting in the office, editing footage from our latest shoot when the door burst open.

Sabrina stood there, breathless, her blonde hair wild around her flushed face. “Kane! She’s here!”

I jumped to my feet, my heart hammering against my ribs. “What? Where?”

“I spotted her car from the terrace,” Sabrina explained, rushing to the security monitor. “She’s lurking near the pool area. I think she’s trying to find another way in.”

I pulled up the security camera feeds, cycling through them until I found her. There she was, Mary Ann Hansen, dressed in dark clothing despite the midday heat, skulking along the edge of the property like a predator stalking prey.

“Valeria and Amanda are out shopping,” Sabrina said, her voice tight with anxiety. “Should we call them?”

“No, let’s not panic them yet,” I decided, already reaching for my phone. “I’m calling Officer Fox first.”

Lana answered on the second ring. “Kane? Everything okay?”

“She’s back,” I said without preamble. “Mary Ann is outside the building, trying to find a way in. She’s violated the restraining order.”

“Stay inside,” Lana commanded, her voice shifting instantly to professional mode. “We’re only three minutes away. Do not engage with her, understand?”

“Got it,” I agreed, hanging up and turning to Sabrina. “They’re coming. We need to lock everything down.”

We moved quickly through the penthouse, securing doors and windows. Through the security feed, I watched Mary Ann circling the building, checking out different entry points as she searched for a way in.

“What the hell is she doing now?” Sabrina whispered, pointing at the screen. “Why isn’t she just entering the building?”

“The receptionist won’t let her in this time,” I told her.

Mary Ann had grabbed something from her pocket, a small tool that glinted in the sunlight. She was approaching the side entrance, the one that led directly to the elevator bank.

“She’s trying to pick the lock,” I said.

Before I could finish my thought, I spotted a police cruiser pulling into the complex. Mary Ann saw it too. She abandoned her lockpicking attempt and darted toward the side of the property.

“She’s running!” I shouted from the terrace.

Despite Lana’s instructions to stay inside, I couldn’t just watch. I bolted down the emergency stairs, taking them two at a time, hearing Sabrina call after me. By the time I burst through the ground floor exit, I could see Officers Fox and Love sprinting after Mary Ann.

Mary Ann was surprisingly fast for her age, her desperation giving her speed as she headed for a decorative wooden fence that belonged to our neighbor’s estate. Lana was gaining on her, with Lexi flanking from the side, attempting to cut off her escape route.

“Stop! Police!” Lana shouted, closing the distance.

Mary Ann reached the fence and clumsily began to climb. She got one leg over the top, but as she tried to swing her other leg over, her foot caught on the ornamental trim. For a heart-stopping moment, she teetered on the edge, arms windmilling wildly before she began to fall backward.

Lana lunged forward, her athletic body covering the final distance. She reached up, grabbing Mary Ann’s arm to prevent her from crashing head-first onto the concrete path below.

What happened next unfolded in slow motion. Mary Ann twisted suddenly, pulling against Lana’s hold with all her strength. Lana held on tight, but the sharp, sudden movement forced her arm into an unnatural angle. A sickening crack echoed across the garden.

Lana cried out, her body recoiling as her forearm snapped under the strain. She dropped to her knees, clutching her arm.

“Shit!” Mary Ann stumbled back in shock, staring at Lana.

“Lexi, call it in!” Lana gasped through gritted teeth, trying to stay upright.

I sprinted toward them, phone already in hand. “I’ve got it!” I dialed 911. The dispatcher’s calm voice came through just as I reached the scene.

“911, what’s your emergency?”

“We need an ambulance at 1723 Ocean Vista Drive,” I said quickly, eyes on Lana as she cradled her arm. Her face had gone pale, sweat beading on her forehead. “An officer’s arm is broken. She’s in a lot of pain.”

They told me they’d be there as quickly as possible.

“You’re under arrest for violating a restraining order and assaulting a police officer,” Lexi growled, her voice ice cold as she grabbed Mary Ann’s wrists and yanked them behind her back. The handcuffs clicked shut with a satisfying snap.

“This is outrageous!” Mary Ann shrieked, her face red with rage. “You should be arresting them! They’re the criminals! They’re making pornography right under your noses!”

Lexi tightened her grip on the cuffs. “You have the right to remain silent. I suggest you use it.”

Mary Ann continued her tirade as Lexi marched her toward the police cruiser. “They’re corrupting the community! Don’t you see what they’re doing? They’re the ones who should be in handcuffs!”

I knelt beside Lana, who was breathing heavily through clenched teeth. Her arm was already swelling, the unnatural angle making my stomach turn.

“Kane!” Sabrina said, running toward us with her blonde hair flying behind her. She skidded to a stop, eyes widening at the scene. “Oh my god, what happened?”

“The officers caught her trying to escape. She fell off the fence, and when Lana tried to keep her from getting hurt, Mary Ann twisted away and broke Lana’s arm.”

Sabrina’s hand flew to her mouth. “Jesus Christ.”

Two more police cruisers arrived, followed closely by an ambulance. The paramedics moved quickly, assessing Lana’s injury.

“We need to get her to the hospital,” one of them said. “Clean break, but it needs to be set properly.”

I helped Lana to her feet, supporting her weight as we moved toward the ambulance. Despite her obvious pain, she managed to smile.

“Thanks for calling it in so quickly,” she said, her voice strained.

“Thank you for protecting us,” I replied. “I’m so sorry this happened.”

She winced as the paramedics helped her into the ambulance. “Just doing my job.”

The police officers took our statements one by one. I was explaining what we’d seen on the security cameras when Valeria’s car screeched into the parking lot. She, Amanda, and Tiffany burst out, their shopping bags forgotten as they rushed toward us.

“What happened?” Valeria asked, her eyes darting between the police cars and the ambulance.

I quickly recounted the events, watching Valeria’s expression shift from concern to anger to relief.

“So they’ve finally arrested her?” Valeria asked, her shoulders sagging slightly.

“Yes,” I confirmed. “She’s going to jail this time.”

Valeria closed her eyes briefly. “Thank god. Maybe now we can have some peace.”

* * *

Later that evening, we ate dinner together. I wasn’t that interested in the steaks, my appetite diminished by the day’s events.

“Are you alright, sweetie?” Valeria asked, reaching across to touch my hand.

I set down my fork. “I keep thinking about Lana. She broke her arm trying to protect us.”

“It’s not your fault,” Amanda assured me. “Mary Ann is responsible for her own actions.”

“I know, but still…” I sighed. “She was just doing her job, and now she’s in the hospital with a broken arm.”

“Since you’re so caring,” Valeria said. “Maybe we should visit her tomorrow. Show our appreciation.”

“That’s a good idea,” I said. “And I want to cover any medical expenses she might have.”

Valeria smiled, her eyes warm with pride. “That’s very sweet of you. I’ve raised a good man.”

* * *

The next morning, we piled into Amanda’s Mercedes for the trip to the hospital. Amanda drove with Valeria in the passenger seat, while Sabrina, Tiffany, and I squeezed into the back. We’d stopped at a florist on the way, picking up a bouquet of flowers.

“Do you think she likes chocolate?” Tiffany asked, fidgeting with the gift basket on her lap.

“Everyone likes chocolate,” Sabrina replied.

We got there quickly, and a nurse escorted us to Lana’s room. When we knocked and entered, we found her propped up in bed, her arm encased in a fresh white cast. Lexi was already there, perched on the edge of the bed in civilian clothes. Tight jeans and a form-fitting blouse that highlighted her curves.

“Well, this is a surprise,” Lana said, her face brightening at the sight of us. Despite the pain medication, her eyes were clear, alert and beautiful.

“We wanted to see how you were doing,” I explained, setting the flowers on her bedside table. “And to thank you properly.”

“The surgery went well,” she said, gesturing to her cast. “Clean break, should heal nicely.”

“We’re so grateful for what you did,” Valeria said, stepping forward. “Both of you.”

“We were just doing our job,” Lana said with a polite and grateful smile.

I cleared my throat. “And we’d also like to cover your medical expenses, if that would help.”

Lana chuckled, then winced slightly at the movement. “That’s very generous, but the department’s insurance covers everything. Occupational hazard and all that.”

“There must be something we can do to thank you,” I insisted.

A mischievous smile played at the corners of Lana’s mouth. “Well, if you’re really interested in showing your gratitude, I’m sure we could think of something.”

Sabrina nudged my shoulder, a knowing grin spreading across her face. “I bet they could.”

Lexi rolled her eyes, but her smile matched her partner’s. “Lana, behave. You just had surgery.”

“And I’ll be stuck on desk duty for weeks,” Lana pouted. “A girl needs something to look forward to.”

Amanda laughed, figuring out what they truly wanted as well. “Well, we certainly owe you both a debt of gratitude. Perhaps when you’re feeling better, we could have you over for dinner?”

“I’d like that,” Lana said, her eyes meeting mine with unmistakable interest.

“Mary Ann’s being held without bail,” Lexi added, changing the subject. “The DA is pressing charges for violating the restraining order, attempted breaking and entering, and assaulting an officer. She won’t be bothering you again anytime soon.”

Valeria exhaled deeply. “That’s the best news I’ve heard in months.”

We stayed for nearly an hour, the conversation flowing easily despite the circumstances. As we prepared to leave, Lana caught my hand.

“Thank you for coming,” she said with a genuine smile. “It means a lot.”

“It’s the least we could do,” I replied, squeezing her fingers gently. “Get well soon.”

In the hallway, Sabrina linked her arm through mine. “So, dinner with the sexy cops, huh? I saw how Officer Fox was looking at you.”

“Sabrina,” Valeria chided, though her tone lacked any real disapproval.

“What?” Sabrina grinned. “I’m just saying, I think our family might be getting even bigger.”

Amanda laughed, draping her arm around Valeria’s shoulders. “At this rate, we’ll need to buy the whole apartment complex just to house everyone.”

As we walked toward the elevator, I felt a weight lift from my shoulders. Mary Ann was behind bars, Lana would recover, and our family—unconventional as it was—was safe and thriving. Whatever came next, we would face it together.

The elevator doors opened, and we stepped inside, our reflections smiling back at us from the polished metal walls. As the doors closed, I caught a glimpse of Lexi heading back toward Lana’s room, her phone in hand.

“What are you thinking about?” Tiffany asked, noticing my expression.

I smiled, wrapping my arm around her waist. “Just that life has a funny way of working out.”





Chapter 11





I
 t had been two weeks since Mary Ann’s arrest, and I lay in bed with Sabrina draped across my chest, her blonde hair spilling over me like warm silk. The penthouse was quiet, with only the distant sound of waves crashing against the shore.

“Can you believe how crazy everything’s been?” Sabrina murmured, drawing a circle on my bare chest. “From filming in your bedroom to making more money than we know what to do with.”

I stroked her hair, enjoying the softness between my fingers. “It is pretty wild when you think about it.”

“We made three hundred thousand this month,” she said with a hint of awe. “I checked the numbers before bed.”

“The new girls are working out well,” I said. “Amanda was right about expanding.”

Sabrina propped herself up on one elbow, her blue eyes catching the moonlight streaming through the window. “I love what we’ve built, but sometimes I miss just being us, you know? Just Kane and Sabrina, hanging out without thinking about metrics and subscriber counts.”

“I know exactly what you mean,” I said, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “Everything’s become about the business.”

She laid her head back on my chest, her warm breath tickling my skin. “Let’s do something tomorrow. Something fun. Just the two of us.”

“Like what?”

“Shopping?” she suggested, her voice lifting hopefully.

I couldn’t help but laugh. “You always want to go shopping.”

She rolled her eyes and playfully smacked my chest. “Fine. We’ll go skateboarding first, then go shopping.”

“Deal,” I said, pulling her closer for a kiss. “Skateboarding and shopping it is.”

“Perfect,” she whispered against my lips, then settled back into my arms. Her body molded perfectly against mine as we drifted off to sleep.

* * *

The morning sun streamed through the penthouse windows as Sabrina and I headed down to the underground garage. She wore denim shorts that showed off her long legs and a crop top that hinted at her toned stomach. I was in shorts and a T-shirt, my skateboard tucked under my arm.

“I still can’t believe this is ours,” I said as we approached the blue Lamborghini Huracán gleaming under the garage lights. We’d bought it just last week, a celebration of our continued success and Mary Ann’s incarceration.

Sabrina ran her hand along the smooth hood. “Believe it, little brother.” She leaned up and kissed me. “This is all real. We earned this.”

We hopped inside. The engine roared to life, a sound that still sent shivers down my spine. As we pulled out of the garage and onto the highway, Sabrina cranked up the music and rolled down her window, letting her hair whip wildly in the wind.

* * *

The skatepark was relatively empty when we arrived, most people were still at work or school on this weekday morning. I grabbed my board from the trunk while Sabrina took hers.

“I’m a bit rusty,” I warned her. “I haven’t stood on a board since I rolled my ankle.”

“Don’t get too hyped up, thinking you have to impress me and then do something stupid.”

I chuckled. “No such thing,” I said. “I’ll take it easy.”

“Can you at least do a kickflip on flat?” she asked as we started rolling around.

“For sure,” I said, admiring the way she rolled around, trying to balance on the board while her bright blonde hair fluttered behind her.

I popped the tail and flipped out, the board spinning beneath my feet before I landed on it. It wasn’t as high or clean, but I was just glad I did it first try.

“My turn,” Sabrina said eagerly. She tried to copy me but wobbled on the landing.

“Here, let me help,” I said, moving behind her. I placed my hands on her hips to steady her. “It’s all about balance and timing.”

As she tried again, I guided her, my hands sliding up to her waist. When she stumbled backward, I caught her, my hands accidentally touching her breasts.

“Sorry,” I said quickly, though I wasn’t really sorry.

Sabrina turned in my arms, a mischievous smile on her lips. “Are you, though?”

“We’re in public,” I reminded her with a whisper.

“And … ?” she asked teasingly. “No one saw us.”

“Whatever,” I said. “Do you want to land it or not?”

She nodded, trying to hold onto her hair so it didn’t spill in front of her face. “Yes, but you need to hold me … inappropriately
 .”

I grinned and moved my hands back to her waist, positioning her properly on the board. “Properly, that’s what you said, right?”

She rolled her eyes. “So, what do I do now?”

I gave her some tips, trying to explain to her as well as possible how it worked. Sabrina bit her lip in concentration, trying again. This time the board flipped, but she jumped off before landing.

“Almost,” I said. “Try visualizing yourself landing on it before you even jump.”

She nodded, determination in her eyes. After two more attempts, she finally landed one, wobbling slightly but staying on the board.

“I did it!” she squealed, jumping into my arms.

I caught her, spinning her around as she wrapped her legs around my waist. “Congrats!”

We practiced for another hour as we took turns showing off tricks. With each successful landing, Sabrina’s confidence grew, and so did my desire to push myself further.

I eyed the staircase at the edge of the park. A seven-step concrete challenge I hadn’t attempted since the last time I was here.

“I’m feeling good,” I said, rolling my board back and forth under my foot. “I think I’m going to hit those stairs.”

Sabrina’s eyes widened as she followed my gaze. “Are you sure? You just said you were rusty.”

“I’ve got this,” I assured her, already rolling toward the stairs.

“Be careful!” she called after me. “Don’t get hurt, please.”

I waved off her concern, picking up speed as I approached the stairs. The familiar rush of adrenaline surged through me, time slowing as I popped the board and sailed into the air.

The landing was smooth, my knees bending to absorb the impact as I rolled away cleanly. I pumped my fist in triumph, turning to see Sabrina’s reaction.

She was clapping. “Show off,” she said, punching my arm lightly.

“Did I impress you?” I asked her playfully.

“Yes, let me give you a victory kiss.”

I wasn’t going to deny her one. We jumped off our boards, and I pulled her into my arms and pressed my lips to hers. We were so caught up in each other that we didn’t notice how close we were to the edge of the concrete bowl until we tumbled down the grassy embankment beside it.

We rolled together through the soft grass, laughing as we came to a stop with Sabrina straddling my hips. Her hair fell around us like a curtain, creating a private world where only we existed.

“I think,” she said, her voice husky as she ground subtly against me, “that we need to go shopping now.”

“Already?” I said, though the growing bulge in my shorts betrayed my eagerness.

She leaned down, her lips brushing my ear. “I have another idea too. Something more exciting than just trying on clothes.”

“What did you have in mind?” I asked, though I could already guess from the wicked gleam in her eye.

“Let’s have sex in one of the dressing rooms,” she whispered. “Just us. No cameras, no audience. Just you and me.”

I hesitated. “We told our mother no more public sex.”

Sabrina’s fingers traced the outline of my lips. “It’s not really public if no one sees us, is it?”

Her logic was flawed, but with her body pressed against mine and her eyes full of lust, I found it impossible to argue.

“Fine,” I yielded, unable to resist her. “But we can’t get caught.”

Her smile turned triumphant as she jumped to her feet, pulling me up with her. “I can be quiet. Can you?”

There were times like these when I wanted to spank her hard.

* * *

The South Coast Plaza mall was bustling with midday shoppers as we made our way through the designer stores. Sabrina led me from shop to shop, trying on various outfits while I waited patiently, admiring how each piece made her even more attractive.

We found an empty store with not many assistants. “This one’s perfect,” she told me. “Time to get dirty.”

I felt the same thrill as when we’d just started. I sure missed this.

“I’ll go in first, and then you join me,” she whispered.

“Got it,” I said and couldn’t wait to fuck my older sister again.

She selected an armful of dresses and headed for the fitting rooms, throwing me a glance over her shoulder. The fitting room attendant, a bored-looking woman in her forties, barely glanced up from her phone as Sabrina requested a room. “Number six is open,” she said, handing Sabrina a plastic number.

Sabrina disappeared into the fitting room, and I pretended to browse a nearby rack of shirts. After a few minutes, my phone buzzed with a text. Coast is clear. Room 6. Now.
 She ended the text with a sexual emoji at the end.

I glanced around, confirming the attendant’s desk was indeed empty, then quickly slipped into the fitting room corridor. I found room six and tapped lightly on the door.

It opened just enough for Sabrina to grab my wrist and pull me inside. The space was small, lined with mirrors on three sides, with a small bench along one wall. Sabrina had already stripped down to her matching bra and panties, the dresses hanging neatly on hooks.

“You’re crazy,” I whispered, though I was already hard at the sight of her.

“Crazy about you,” she replied, pulling me into a kiss.

Once I was busy tasting her lips and playing with her tongue, her fingers made quick work of my belt and zipper, pushing my shorts and boxers down just enough to free my erection. I came off her lips, my cock already pointing at her center. I lifted her onto the bench, pulling her panties to the side as she wrapped her legs around my waist.

“We have to be fast,” she breathed against my neck.

With my erection lined up perfectly with her center, I slid into her in one smooth thrust. It was more challenging than I’d expected. I wanted to fuck her hard, skin slapping against skin, but that would be too noisy. I had to move carefully, making sure the bench didn’t creak or the walls shake. That restraint made it almost painful, especially since she did nothing to ease her grip, her sweet, hugging pussy clung to me with every inch.

We looked into each other’s eyes and grinned as I kept thrusting. The pleasure was dizzying, but the risk made it even sweeter.

Sabrina bit her lip to stay quiet. I’d never seen her this silent before. We were both trying not to get caught.

“Kane,” she whispered, her inner walls clenching tighter as she neared her climax. “I’m almost there… Cover my mouth.”

I pressed my hand over her mouth just as she came, her body shuddering against mine. When her breathing slowed, I let go. It was tempting to speed up, to let go completely, but I kept sliding in and out, slow and controlled, getting closer by the second.

She grabbed my hand and moved it to her right breast.

“Will that help?”

I squeezed her tit and nodded. “Good girl,” I whispered.

For those last few thrusts, I didn’t hold back. I drove into her, burying my face in her neck to muffle my groan as I came hard inside her.

For a moment, we stayed perfectly still, hearts racing as we caught our breath. Then we heard voices, other shoppers entering the fitting room area.

“Fuck … We better get out,” Sabrina mouthed silently, her eyes wide.

I pulled out of her pink hole. Sabrina grabbed tissues from her purse to clean up her pussy while I adjusted my clothes. She slipped into one of the dresses, a red sundress that complemented her blonde hair perfectly, and smoothed it down just as a knock came at the door.

“Everything okay in there?” the attendant asked us.

“Yes!” Sabrina replied cheerfully. “Just trying on a few more things.”

“Let me know if you need another size,” the woman responded before moving away.

We looked at each other and burst into silent laughter, the thrill of our narrow escape adding to the post-orgasmic high.

“How do I look?” Sabrina asked, twirling in the dress.

“Beautiful,” I replied honestly. “You should get it.”

She grinned and pressed a quick kiss to my lips. “I think I will. Now, you need to sneak out while I change back.”

I peeked out the door, confirmed the coast was clear, then slipped out as casually as possible. No one seemed to notice as I made my way back to the men’s section, pretending to browse ties until Sabrina emerged with several dresses draped over her arm.

“Found some winners?” I asked innocently as she approached.

“Definitely,” she replied with a wink. “This shopping trip was very satisfying.”

I shouldn’t have been surprised that she wanted to buy all of them. Still, I didn’t get it.

“How many dresses do you need?”

“We need to spend our money on something,” she said with a shrug. Then she paused and gave me a funny look.

“Where are your clothes?”

“I didn’t grab any.”

She rolled her eyes and took my hand.

“Come on. Let’s find you something.”

Sabrina whisked me to the men’s section, her eyes lighting up as she spotted a stylish polo shirt. “This would look amazing on you,” she said, holding it against my chest. “The fit would be perfect with your shoulders.”

Before I could respond, she was already pulling more items from the racks, a blazer, slim shorts and a lightweight sweater in a shade of blue that matched my eyes.

“I don’t need all this,” I protested weakly as she piled the clothes into my arms.

“You absolutely do,” she insisted, pushing me toward the fitting rooms. “Your wardrobe needs an upgrade if you’re going to be driving around in a Lamborghini.”

I surrendered to her enthusiasm, stepping into a fitting room with the stack of clothes. As I tried each outfit, Sabrina insisted I model them for her, whistling appreciatively when I emerged in the shirt and slim shorts. I thought she’d be a bit more relaxed after having climaxed but apparently not.

“Damn,” she said, her eyes roaming over me hungrily. “You look like you could be a pornstar.” She circled me slowly. “The fabric shows off your ass perfectly.”

I rolled my eyes at her humor. I turned to check myself in the mirror, surprised at how good the clothes actually looked. The jeans hugged my thighs without being too tight, and the shirt highlighted my athletic build.

“Try the sweater,” she said.

When I put it on, completing the look, Sabrina’s eyes widened. “Oh my god, Kane. You look hot.” She bit her lip, her cheeks flushing slightly. “I’m getting turned on just looking at you.”

I laughed, running a hand through my hair. “I guess I’ll take these then.”

After deciding on several outfits, we headed to the register. The same attendant watching the fitting rooms rang us up, smiling professionally as she scanned the tags.

Sabrina leaned across the counter, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “Quick question. Did you happen to hear anything unusual from the fitting rooms earlier? Like, any strange noises?”

The woman’s expression shifted from professional to puzzled, her eyebrows drawing together in confusion. “Excuse me?”

“You know,” Sabrina continued, “any sounds? From room six maybe?”

I nudged my sister with my elbow, mortified, but she ignored me.

“No,” the attendant replied slowly, shaking her head. “I didn’t hear anything.” She looked genuinely perplexed as she handed us our bags.

I quickly thanked her and practically dragged Sabrina out of the store, my face burning with embarrassment.

“What the hell was that?” I asked once we were safely outside in the mall corridor.

Sabrina just grinned, completely oblivious. “I wanted to make sure we actually got away with it.

“You’re insane,” I told her as we stepped out into the bright California sunshine, the mall’s sliding doors closing behind us. “That’s not being discreet at all. You might as well have announced what we did over the PA system.”

Sabrina tossed her hair back, completely unfazed by my scolding. “What? I just wanted to be absolutely certain we got away with it. Besides,” she added with a mischievous glint in her eye, “now that we know we can pull it off, think of all the new exciting places we could have sex. Movie theaters, restaurant bathrooms, maybe even—”

“Don’t even finish that sentence,” I said, though I couldn’t help but smile at her enthusiasm.

She laughed and suddenly threw her arms around my neck, pulling me into a tight hug. The shopping bags rustled between us as she pressed her body against mine.

“I really enjoyed that,” she whispered against my ear, her breath warm and ticklish. “It reminded me of our early days, when everything was new and dangerous.”

“Me too,” I admitted, wrapping my arms around her waist. “It was pretty hot.”

She pulled back just enough to press her lips against mine. When she broke away, her eyes were sparkling with excitement.

Just as I was about to suggest we head back to the car, Sabrina’s phone chimed with a text notification. She pulled it from her pocket, her smile and enthusiasm plummeting completely as she read the message.

“It’s from Mom,” she said, her phone trembling in her hand.

She held her phone up to me, and I read the dreaded message for myself, “We need to talk.”





Chapter 12





W
 e made our way back to the Lamborghini, both of us at a loss for words. Once we were inside, she let out a sigh.

“How the hell did she find out? Are we mic’d up or something?”

“No way she’d do that,” I said, thinking it over. “Someone must’ve seen us. Someone who knows her… and called her.”

I was still puzzled. I had no idea how we ended up getting caught. Everything had felt so perfect, until that moment.

I started the car and we drove back.

“What excuse should we come up with?” she asked.

“Let’s just be honest,” I suggested as we merged onto the highway. “We’ll apologize together.”

Sabrina nodded, fidgeting with her seatbelt. “Good idea. We’ll just come clean immediately. Count to three and both say ‘We’re sorry for having sex in the fitting room.’”

“Exactly. Our mother appreciates honesty, right? And we didn’t get caught by any authorities, so technically we didn’t break any laws.”

“You’re right. Coming clean is better than her finding out some other way. I didn’t like it when you were whispering to each other.”

* * *

I parked the Lamborghini in our reserved spot, but neither of us moved to get out.

“Ready?” I asked, reaching over to squeeze her hand.

Sabrina took a deep breath. “As I’ll ever be.”

We grabbed our shopping bags and headed for the elevator. As the doors closed, Sabrina rehearsed our apology again.

“We’re sorry for having sex in the fitting room,” Sabrina said with a sigh. “Do you think she’ll be mad?”

“Not mad but certainly disappointed.”

“That’s worse.”

“We have no one to blame but ourselves.”

When the elevator doors opened on our floor, we exchanged one final glance before stepping into the penthouse. Valeria was sitting on the couch, a stack of papers on the coffee table in front of her. She looked up as we entered, her expression dead serious.

We set our bags down and joined her on the couch, one on each side.

“Mom, we need to tell you something,” I began.

She raised an eyebrow. “I’m listening.”

Sabrina and I exchanged glances. “We’re sorry for having sex in the fitting room,” we said in unison.

Valeria’s expression transformed from serious to utterly confused. She blinked several times, looking back and forth between us.

“You did what?” she asked, her voice rising slightly.

Sabrina and I exchanged panicked glances. The realization hit me like a smack in the face—this wasn’t why she wanted to talk.

“Wait,” Sabrina said, narrowing her eyes. “Why did you want to talk to us?”

Valeria held up an official-looking letter with the IRS logo stamped at the top. “I got a letter from the IRS. You two didn’t declare your income when you were doing OnlyFans before I joined.”

I felt my face heat up instantly, and Sabrina’s cheeks turned a bright shade of pink. We’d completely misunderstood the situation and accidentally confessed to something Valeria knew nothing about.

“Oh,” Sabrina said. She laughed nervously, tucking her hair behind her ear. “That was just a joke. We didn’t actually do anything in a fitting room. We were just … trying to distract you from the IRS thing.”

Valeria stared at Sabrina for a long moment, her blue eyes unwavering. “No secrets, sweetheart,” Valeria finally said, her voice gentle but firm. “Remember our agreement?”

Sabrina’s shoulders slumped in defeat. “You’re right. I’m sorry.” She sighed, looking down at her hands. “It was my idea. I was really horny and wanted some fun. I practically dragged Kane into the fitting room with me.”

“Did anyone catch you?” Valeria asked, her expression more concerned than angry.

“No,” I assured her quickly. “We were careful. Nobody saw us.”

“Look, I’m not thrilled about you two taking risks like that, but the IRS situation is much more serious. This could land you in actual legal trouble, worse than getting caught having public sex.”

“I’m sorry,” Sabrina said again, looking genuinely sad. “We were too busy fucking to think about taxes.”

I winced at her bluntness but couldn’t argue with the truth of it. “So what happens now?” I asked, pointing at the letter. “Is it just a fine we need to pay?”

Valeria’s expression grew more serious. “If you’d continued doing business without declaring the income, it could have ended in jail sentences, not just fines. Tax evasion is a federal offense.”

“Whoops,” Sabrina whispered, her eyes widening. She suddenly looked genuinely worried, the playfulness from earlier completely gone.

Valeria reached over and patted Sabrina’s thigh reassuringly. “Don’t panic. I’ll take care of it. We just need to file amended returns and pay what you owe, plus some penalties.”

“Are you sure?” I asked, feeling a wave of relief but also guilt that Valeria was cleaning up our mess again.

“Yes,” she said confidently. “I know how to handle this. I’ve already called my accountant. We have an appointment tomorrow morning.”

Sabrina and I wrapped Valeria in a tight hug from both sides. “Thank you so much,” I said, feeling a wave of gratitude wash over me.

“You’re always saving us,” Sabrina added, her voice muffled against Valeria’s shoulder.

Valeria embraced us back, holding us close for a moment before gently pulling away. Her expression turned more serious as she looked between us.

“About the fitting room incident,” she began and couldn’t let it go that easily. “I’m not trying to be a killjoy. I want you both to have fun and enjoy your relationship and work. That’s important to me.”

“We know,” I said quietly.

“But,” Valeria continued, “I worry about you taking unnecessary risks. If you’d been caught today, it wouldn’t just be embarrassing, it could have serious consequences.”

Sabrina’s face fell. “I didn’t think about it that way … I was just horny.”

“I know you didn’t, sweetheart,” Valeria said, brushing a strand of hair from Sabrina’s face. “You’re impulsive and passionate, those are wonderful qualities. But sometimes they need to be balanced with a bit more caution.”

“You’re right,” Sabrina admitted. “It was all my idea. I practically begged Kane to follow me into that fitting room.” She glanced at me apologetically. “I’m sorry for putting you at risk too.”

Valeria smiled at her, a warm, proud smile that lit up her eyes. “That’s very mature of you to take responsibility, Sabrina.”

“I’m equally responsible,” I interjected, not wanting Sabrina to shoulder all the blame. “I could have said no. I wanted it just as much as she did.”

Valeria laughed, patting my knee. “Sweetie, you’re a young man with a gorgeous sister who was practically throwing herself at you. What man alive could resist that? When you’re horny, a pretty girl can make you do just about anything.”

Sabrina’s solemn expression broke into a mischievous grin. “Mom’s right. I do usually get my way.” She nudged me playfully. “Especially with you.”

“Don’t I know it,” I replied, nudging her back.

The front door opened, and Amanda and Tiffany walked in, their skin glowing with sun and salt. Tiffany’s red hair was damp and wavy, and Amanda carried a beach bag over her shoulder.

“Perfect timing,” Valeria said, standing up. “I was just about to start dinner.”

“Need any help?” Amanda asked, setting down her bag.

“Actually, yes,” Valeria replied. “Kane and Sabrina have an interesting story to share while we cook.”

Over a dinner of grilled salmon and roasted vegetables, we recounted our day—skateboarding, shopping, and, after some initial hesitation, our adventure in the fitting room. Sabrina told most of the story, her hands gesturing as she described our skateboarding session and subsequent mall escapade. By the time she got to the fitting room part, everyone was laughing.

“You should have seen his face when I asked the store clerk if she’d heard anything,” Sabrina said, barely able to get the words out through her giggles.

“I can imagine,” Tiffany said, her green eyes sparkling with amusement. “Kane always looks like he’s about to combust when he’s embarrassed.”

I felt my cheeks warm, but I couldn’t help laughing along with them. “Yeah, yeah, laugh it up.”

Valeria also brought up the IRS and accounting issues to Tiffany. Amanda didn’t look too pleased to hear that part.

“That’s important,” Amanda said. “Stuff like that can lead to jail time.”

“To be fair, it was mostly me and Kane handling that,” Sabrina said. “Tiffany joined us later.”

“But still, you’re all responsible,” Amanda replied.

“It’s fine for now,” Valeria added. “I’ll take care of it. The penalties might be steep, but it could’ve been worse.”

We moved on to lighter topics. Tiffany and Amanda told us about their beach stay. They admitted they’d missed spending quality time together and even ended up playing beach volleyball with some other girls. I liked hearing them talk about having fun. They passed around their phones to show us some photos.

They looked stunning at the beach, and I was glad they’d enjoyed themselves.

After dinner, we all decided to unwind in the hot tub. The sky was turning orange as the sun began its descent toward the Pacific. Steam rose from the water’s surface as we settled in.

I leaned back against the edge, letting the warm water work its magic on my muscles.

As the others chatted, I found myself lost in thought, marveling at how far we’d come. Just a year ago, I was a skater with a small streetwear brand. Now I was at the center of a thriving adult content empire, with millions of subscribers and a level of financial freedom I’d never imagined possible.

We’d faced so many obstacles, yet somehow, we’d navigated it all.

I glanced around at the women in my life—Valeria, Sabrina, Tiffany, Amanda, and thought of our cam girls—all of them beautiful, all of them supportive in their own ways. They’d each played crucial roles in our success, but I couldn’t deny that I’d become the centerpiece of our content. The comments and subscriber numbers didn’t lie; viewers tuned in to see me with these gorgeous women.

“Earth to Kane,” Sabrina’s voice broke through my thoughts. She splashed a small wave of water my way. “You’re a million miles away.”

I smiled, running a hand through my damp hair. “Just thinking about everything. How crazy this all is. A year ago, I couldn’t have imagined this.”

“Neither could I,” Sabrina said. “I dreamed of being a high-earning content creator, but I didn’t think this would actually be possible.”

“I think it feels pretty far-fetched to all of us,” Valeria added, and she had a point.

We were all grateful we didn’t have to worry about our old jobs anymore. Valeria hadn’t disliked teaching yoga, but it was clear she enjoyed working with us more. The same was true for Amanda, who had been looking for a change in her life. And Tiffany had made it perfectly clear she never enjoyed being a flight attendant.

“Why don’t we all sleep in the same bed tonight?” Sabrina suggested.

No one disagreed, and as they gravitated closer to me, I knew it would be the perfect ending to the night.





Cam Girls 4 Epilogue









J
 ust when our cam business is reaching new heights, Sabrina runs into someone from her past: Christy, her best friend and the blonde bombshell who let bitterness and jealousy tear them apart.

Homeless and broken, Christy has hit rock bottom, but she’s still carrying the spark and beauty that made her unforgettable. Sabrina can’t ignore the history between them, or the heat that still lingers beneath it.

In the end, Sabrina makes a choice that could change both of their futures: to welcome Christy back and give her a second chance, not just at friendship, but at a new life as part of the team.





Chapter 1





“
 A
 re you awake?” I heard Sabrina’s muffled voice.

I slowly pried my eyes open. Sunlight streamed into the room, gently pulling me out of sleep. Memories of yesterday came rushing back. We’d filmed nonstop. By the time I collapsed into bed, I’d dozed off almost immediately.

“Yeah,” I mumbled.

I glanced down and saw her hand wrapped around my erection, stroking me slowly and lovingly. Funny how I was already hard again after yesterday’s marathon. But everything felt good right now.

Just a month ago, we were still dealing with Mary Ann, who was now finally locked up. Last week, we’d had the officers over for dinner, and they both ended up spending the night… in my bed.

I still felt bad about Lana breaking her arm for our sake, but she said the sex made up for it. She had my number, and I told her we could meet again whenever they wanted, or if they wanted to change their professions. They were skilled, taking me deep and wet, letting me fuck them as hard as I wanted.

Sabrina grabbed a napkin and wiped the drool off my shoulder. “Christ, it’s a lot,” she said. “What were you dreaming about?”

“I think yesterday just knocked me out.”

“Not hard to see why,” she said with a soft chuckle. “You’re still up for the beach today?”

“Of course,” I said. Since we’d filmed so much yesterday, we decided to take a day off. Jasmine also wanted to join us.

She leaned in and kissed my cheek. I could feel her excitement, especially with the way she kept pumping my cock.

She was wearing her pink nightgown, her nipples visibly pressing through the thin fabric. It had a V-neck, so I could see the creamy upper parts of her tear-drops. Her blonde hair was slightly tousled from sleep, but her eyes were bright like she’d been awake for an hour already.

“Don’t make me drag you out of bed and push you into the shower,” she teased. The way her voice dropped slightly made it clear—she’d definitely enjoy doing just that.

“As if you have the strength to do that,” I shot back.

She rolled her eyes. “Oh yeah?” Sabrina suddenly released my cock and grabbed my wrists. Before I could react, she yanked me forward with all her might, pulling me halfway off the bed.

“Geeze, been hitting the gym or what?” I laughed as I tumbled onto the floor.

“Told you,” she said with a victorious smirk, standing over me. “Now get your ass in the shower.”

Her nightgown reached her knees, and I could see her beautiful, pink peach from this view. I extended my hand to her, and she pulled me to my feet. “You seriously weigh a ton,” she pointed out.

She led me to the bathroom, swaying her hips deliberately. As she stripped off her nightgown, I couldn’t help but stare. The morning light through the bathroom window caught her skin, highlighting the curve of her waist and her symmetrical tear-drops as if sculpted by a goddess of sex and beauty. Her blonde hair cascaded over her shoulders, framing her face with its high cheekbones and those captivating blue eyes that always seized my attention. I was proud to have such a beautiful older sister.

I took off my underwear and joined her in the shower. Under the warm spray, she pressed against me, her wet skin sliding against mine as she reached for the soap.

“Let me,” I said, taking it from her hands. I worked up a lather and ran my hands over her shoulders, down her back, and around to cup her breasts. Her nipples hardened against my palms as I squeezed her soft, warm boobs. Our hands began to roam freely across each other’s bodies, just like they had a thousand times before. Still, we both agreed, that exploring each other’s flesh never got old.

When we were clean, we hopped out of the shower. After drying each other off, with Sabrina paying special attention to certain parts of my anatomy, we dressed and headed to the kitchen.

Dressed in a morning robe, our mother was already there, flipping pancakes at the stove.

Her robe clung to her, tightly at the waist to highlight her figure. The robe’s neckline dipped just enough to hint at the swell of her big breasts when she leaned forward. The light blue fabric complemented her fair skin and barely reached mid-thigh, revealing her toned, flexible legs. When she turned to grab the syrup, I noticed how the material hugged her rear, still firm and rounded despite her age. I knew that for a fact since it had only been a couple of days ago I had her on all fours right in front of my eyes. Like Sabrina, Valeria had the same flowing blonde hair that was so lustrous and thick it seemed ethereal.

“Good morning, you two,” Valeria said without turning around. “Sleep well?”

“Like a baby,” Sabrina replied, plopping down next to Tiffany.

Tiffany sat at the table, scrolling through her phone. She looked up when we sat down. “What took you so long?” she asked us with a friendly smile.

“Ask my brother … he’s getting lazy,” Sabrina said.

“Ha!” I said and rolled my eyes. “Says the shopping queen.”

Sabrina stuck her tongue out and blew me a raspberry.

“You’re all hard workers,” Valeria chimed in and placed the pancakes on the table.

Amanda sat next to Tiffany. She also wore a morning robe and her auburn hair loose.

“Any plans for today?” Amanda asked, tossing a lock of her auburn hair over her shoulder.

“The beach,” Tiffany said. “Maybe some shopping too, if we have time.” She ended her sentence with a wink in my direction.

I rolled my eyes. “What about you?” I asked Amanda and Valeria.

“We’re just going to relax here,” Valeria said. “We deserve to wind down after our success.”

“You definitely earned it,” I said, grabbing the maple syrup and drowning my pancakes.

“You’ve earned a break too,” Valeria said. “Especially after yesterday.”

Amanda tried to stifle a chuckle. “You made dreams come true,” she said, patting my back.

To be fair, all the women in my life had made my dreams come true too.

* * *

After breakfast, Sabrina nudged me with her elbow. “We need your opinion on something before we go.”

“Oh?” I raised an eyebrow, already knowing where this was going.

Tiffany smirked. “We got some new swimwear but can’t decide which ones to wear today.”

“Fashion show time,” Sabrina said, grabbing my wrist and pulling me toward her bedroom.

Valeria and Amanda exchanged knowing looks as we left the kitchen. Sabrina whisked me into her bedroom. “Sit,” she said, pointing to the bed. “We need a man’s perspective.”

I slumped down as Sabrina closed the door behind us. Sabrina opened the wardrobe, and while standing bent at the waist, she flashed me her rear covered by her mini skirt. She hummed for herself while she rummaged through the drawer.

Tiffany chuckled. “You can sway your ass a bit more.”

Sabrina did so happily, swaying it side to side till she had her hands full with bikinis. “I got some for you too,” Sabrina said.

While Tiffany checked them out, Sabrina didn’t bother turning away as she stripped down completely, standing before me in all her naked glory. My eyes traveled from her perfect tear drops down to the smooth, hairless mound between her legs. She was always well-groomed with not a stubble in sight, smelling as fresh as a newly grown flower.

“Like what you see?” she said, putting her hands on her hips and turning slowly.

“You know I do,” I replied, trying to sound casual despite the growing tightness in my shorts. “I thought you wanted my opinion on you in a bikini, not nude.”

“Someone’s impatient,” she said flirtatiously.

She took her time selecting a bikini, deliberately bending over to give me a view of her ass. Finally, she chose a skimpy red two-piece and held it up.

“What do you think of this one?” she asked, making no move to put it on.

“Maybe try it on so I can actually see?”

She smirked and slowly tied the top around her chest, adjusting it to push her breasts up and together, creating the perfect boner-induced cleavage. The bottom piece was little more than a string with triangles of fabric.

“Well?” She posed with one hip cocked.

“It’s definitely going to turn heads,” I said, which I suppose was her goal.

“I don’t care about heads
 ,” she pointed out. “I care about your
 head.”

“My head is turned to you,” I pointed out the obvious.

“Then it will do,” she said happily, twirling around on her foot so her breasts jiggled and bounced.

Tiffany cleared her throat. “My turn?”

My sister made room for Tiffany, who began undressing slower, though her eyes never left mine. As Tiffany revealed her pale, freckled skin, I couldn’t help but admire how different she was from my sister. Where Sabrina was golden and bold, Tiffany was porcelain and delicate. She was also taller, reminding me of her past as a flight attendant. Her red hair fell over her shoulders, partially obscuring her well-endowed chest with their pink nipples.

“I got your attention,” she pointed out, a smile playing on her lips.

“Hard not to,” I admitted.

She selected an auburn bikini that complemented her hair, tying it on. “How’s this one?” she asked, turning to show me how it hugged her ass.

“It’s perfect,” I said honestly.

“But you haven’t seen the others yet,” Sabrina interjected as if she wanted the fashion show to go on forever.

“I thought you’d already chosen one?”

“Nuh-uh … we’ve got at least three more each to try.”

What followed was thirty minutes of the most flirtatious torture. They took turns modeling different bikinis and swimsuits, each revealing more provocative than the last. Sabrina would “accidentally” brush against me when showing off a particularly revealing number, while Tiffany kept asking me to help tie strings or adjust straps, placing my hands exactly where she wanted them, which was her bouncy boobs and curvy rear.

By the final swimsuit, a beige string bikini that left nothing to the imagination, Sabrina didn’t even pretend to need my help. She simply straddled my lap, pressing her nearly naked body against mine.

“This is my favorite,” she said.

Tiffany chose the auburn bikini she’d tried on first. It pushed her breasts up perfectly, deepening her cleavage. Some of the triangle tops hadn’t been able to contain her bouncy chest, and she knew the risks of playing volleyball in something too skimpy.

My phone buzzed, it was a text from Jasmine. If you’re busy fucking them, let me know. I want in on the fun instead of waiting outside.


“Girls,” I said, “I think Jasmine’s waiting for us.”

They both giggled, especially Sabrina as she saw the text. “Sorry,” Sabrina said, jumping to her feet.

We gathered our things and headed downstairs. Even in the elevator, they kept adjusting their bikini tops, making sure their breasts were lifted and their asses were on full display. It was impossible not to get hard, and thankfully I’d chosen baggy swim trunks so I could conceal my erection.

“You should’ve picked a size too small,” Sabrina said, wrinkling her nose at my shorts. “I can barely see your toned butt.”

“I think it’s something else he’s hiding,” Tiffany chimed in, making them both laugh.

“Luckily, we can hide it when we’re aroused,” Sabrina said, resting a hand on her hip.

“You can. I can’t,” I said, shaking my head.

We met up with Jasmine outside, another knockout in a pink bikini, her skimpy triangle top barely covering her areolas and her bottom exposing her full cheeks. She’d decided to be bold and throw being cautious out the window.

“Sorry for taking so long,” Sabrina said. “My brother wanted to see us in bikinis.”

I chuckled. “You were more excited about changing than I was.”

“Not true!” Sabrina said, grinning. “He’s already more excited than both of us.”

I opened my arms and pulled Jasmine into a hug, her warm skin pressing against mine. She boldly reached down and cupped my crotch.

“You’re definitely excited,” she said with a smirk.

“Told you,” Sabrina laughed.

Jasmine’s hand lingered on my crotch a moment longer than necessary before she pulled away with a wink. “Beach is this way, stud.”

We made our way down the palm-lined path toward the shoreline, the girls walking ahead of me in formation like some kind of bikini parade. Every few steps, one of them would look back over her shoulder, checking if I was watching. I was.

“The water looks amazing today,” Tiffany said, pointing toward the sparkling blue ocean.

Sabrina nudged her. “Not as amazing as Kane is going to look getting wet.”

I laughed, adjusting my bag on my shoulder. They’d never stop.

When we reached the sand, Jasmine immediately claimed a spot, spreading out her towel. “Perfect view of the volleyball courts,” she said, nodding toward the nets set up nearby.

“Volleyball in those bikinis?” I raised an eyebrow.

“Don’t act like you don’t want to see us jumping around,” Sabrina teased, dropping her bag and stretching her arms overhead, deliberately pushing her chest forward.

Not to be outdone, Tiffany bent down to adjust her sandals, giving me a clear view down her bikini top.

“I call Kane on my team,” Jasmine said, grabbing my arm possessively.

Sabrina pouted. “No fair. I wanted him.”

“Too slow,” Jasmine replied, pressing herself against my side. “Besides, you and Tiffany make a good team.”

“Fine,” Sabrina said. “But the winner gets to choose where we have dinner.”

We made our way to the volleyball courts, weaving between sunbathers and sand castles. I couldn’t help but notice how other guys turned to stare as we passed. The girls noticed too, each one finding ways to touch me, a hand on my arm, fingers brushing against my back and a playful bump of the hip.

“That one’s free,” Tiffany pointed to an empty net at the far end of the beach.

Jasmine grabbed the ball from my bag. “Ready to crush them?” she whispered in my ear.

“You know I am,” I replied, running my hand briefly across her lower back.

We took our positions, Jasmine and I on one side, Sabrina and Tiffany on the other. The sun beat down on us, highlighting beads of sweat already forming on the girls’ skin.

“First to fifteen?” Sabrina suggested, adjusting her bikini top.

“Works for me,” I said, trying to focus on the game rather than how the fabric clung to her breasts.

Jasmine served first, the ball arcing over the net. Tiffany lunged for it, her small breasts bouncing as she made contact with the ball, sending it back over the net. I jumped up to spike it, but Sabrina was ready, blocking it with a leap that had her entire body on display.

“Nice try, brother,” she taunted as the ball hit the sand on our side.

The game quickly became more about showing off than scoring points. Jasmine pressed her back against me when setting up for a serve, her ass grinding deliberately against my crotch. Not to be outdone, Tiffany bent at the waist rather than the knees to pick up the ball, giving me a perfect view of the valley between her breasts.

“Focus on the game,” Jasmine whispered, squeezing my arm. “We can enjoy the view and still win.”

She was right. Despite the distractions, we pulled ahead 8-5. Sabrina’s competitive streak kicked in, and she started playing more aggressively, diving for the ball and jumping higher for blocks.

During a particularly intense volley, Sabrina leaped to spike the ball, her body twisting in mid-air. The sudden movement caused her right breast to slip free from her bikini top, the full tear-drop exposed for a brief, glorious moment before she landed.

“Whoops,” she said, quickly tucking herself back in, a flush spreading across her cheeks and chest.

Tiffany shot her a knowing look. “Wardrobe malfunction? Or strategy?”

“It was an accident,” Sabrina insisted, though her eyes darted to me to gauge my reaction.

“Sure it was,” Jasmine laughed, spinning the ball on her finger.

I cleared my throat. “Are we playing or what?”

The game continued. Sabrina’s “accident” had upped the stakes, and each woman seemed determined to outdo the others in their flirtation.

We reached match point at 14-10, and Jasmine served an ace that Tiffany couldn’t return. She squealed in victory and jumped into my arms, wrapping her legs around my waist.

“We won!” she exclaimed, pressing her breasts against my chest.

“Rematch tomorrow,” Sabrina demanded, hands on her hips. “That was just luck.”

“Sore loser,” Jasmine teased, sliding down my body slowly.

“Come on,” I said, grabbing Jasmine’s hand. “I’m burning up. Let’s cool off.”

Without waiting for a response, we raced toward the water. The cool waves hit my overheated skin like a blessing, and Jasmine dove under a wave, emerging with water streaming down her body.

Sabrina and Tiffany were right on our heels, diving into the water and surfacing moments later, soaking wet and adorned with glistening droplets.

“I say we play tag,” Sabrina said, whipping her hair back in a perfect arc.

“Who starts?” I asked.

“You!” she shouted, and they all swam away, making me chase them.

* * *

The sun was starting to dip below the horizon. We’d just finished eating but decided to come back here, relaxing on a bench. Jasmine said she had some work to do and needed to head back, but Sabrina and I wanted to stay a little longer. Tiffany offered to go with her, not liking the idea of Jasmine returning alone.

I hugged them both goodnight, thanking them for all the fun we’d had.

My sister and I leaned back on the bench, watching the sunset. She rested her head on my shoulder and held my hand.

“Let’s go for a walk,” she said.

“Sure,” I replied.

Rising to our feet, we strolled along the beach, our fingers intertwined, watching the last rays of sunlight dance across the water. We talked about all the fun we had, both agreeing it had been another memorable day slipping past our fingers.

“It’s been an amazing day,” Sabrina said, squeezing my hand.

“It has,” I agreed. “Though I think you three were trying to kill me with those bikinis.”

She laughed. “Just keeping you on your toes, brother.”

We continued along the shoreline until the beach transitioned to a public pathway. As we followed it inland, the scenery changed dramatically. The beach gave way to a small cluster of makeshift shelters, tents and tarps strung between trees and poles. We’d entered the homeless area, which kept growing throughout the city.

“So they’ve reached here as well,” I noted.

“I guess downtown LA is getting full at this point,” she said.

Sabrina’s grip on my hand tightened. The smell hit us first, a mixture of unwashed bodies, garbage, and something chemical I couldn’t identify.

She wrinkled her nose in disgust. “God, how do people end up like this?” she whispered, eyeing a disheveled man sorting through a pile of cans.

“Bad luck, bad choices,” I said, shaking my head. “No support system, I guess. No family to fall back on when things go wrong.”

“Yeah, we’re lucky to have each other,” she said softly. “I can’t imagine facing the world alone.”

We watched for a moment longer, both of us suddenly aware of our surroundings and how gloomy everything turned. The joy of our day suddenly gone.

“Let’s head back,” I suggested, turning to leave the depressing scene.

“Yeah, you’re right.” Sabrina started to follow, then suddenly froze. Her hand clamped down on my wrist as she narrowed her eyes at someone in the distance, disbelief forming on her face.

“Oh my God,” she whispered, her mouth falling open in shock.

I followed her gaze to see a blonde girl walking toward one of the tents, her shoulders hunched, carrying a plastic bag. She was familiar, but I couldn’t quite figure out who.

“That’s Christy,” Sabrina said, her voice barely audible. “I can’t believe it’s her.”

I was about to say no way
 . I knew exactly who Christy was, Sabrina’s former best friend. They had started OnlyFans together but split after a fight Sabrina never fully explained. They’d gone to the same elementary and high school and had always been close.

The woman looked nothing like the confident, bold person I remembered from Sabrina’s life. Her clothes were dirty, her once-perfect blonde hair matted and dull. She was toned and fit-looking, but I imagined it was from being hungry and not working out.

“Jesus,” I muttered. “She looks rough.”

“She’s homeless,” Sabrina said, as Christy’s misery dawned on her. “How did she end up here?”

“What about her family?” I asked Sabrina.

“She always fought with her mother, so they might not be in touch,” Sabrina said. “She had it rough. OnlyFans was originally her idea.”

I placed my hand on her shoulder. “What exactly happened between you two? You never really told me the whole story.”

Sabrina sighed, her eyes never leaving Christy’s retreating figure. “We were doing great at first. Our joint account was making good money. But then…” She shook her head. “My solo account started getting more attention and subscribers. She couldn’t handle it.”

“She got jealous?”

“Yeah. Started sabotaging me. She’d delete my content, answer my DMs pretending to be me and say horrible things to subscribers.” Sabrina ran a hand through her hair. “The final straw was when she tried to leak my content for free online. I confronted her, and we had this massive blowout.”

“Damn,” I said, watching as Christy disappeared into a ragged tent. “And the boob job?”

“I loaned her eight grand for that,” Sabrina said, gesturing vaguely toward her chest. “She promised to pay me back from her earnings, but I don’t see that happening anytime soon.”

“That’s a lot of money,” I said.

“It’s not the end of the world,” Sabrina replied, her voice softening. “Especially not nowadays. And honestly, I get why she acted that way. She worked so hard on her look and brand. It must have been crushing to see me succeed where she couldn’t, especially since she started before me.”

We stood in silence for a moment, watching the tent where Christy had disappeared.

“Should we talk to her?” I asked.

Sabrina bit her lip, clearly conflicted. “I… yeah. I want to. She looks so alone and miserable. Nobody deserves this, not even her.”

She drew in a deep breath, gathering her wits. We approached slowly. Christy emerged from her tent with an empty water bottle, heading toward a public fountain nearby, her bright blonde hair cascading down her back, slightly disheveled and worn. As we got closer, I could see that despite her situation, she was still beautiful. Her breasts, the ones that had cost my sister eight thousand dollars, looked perfect, round and symmetrical under her dirty tank top, and her toned figure was sexy even if it was most likely because of hunger.

When she bent over the fountain, her tank top rode up to expose the small of her back. Even in her current state, there was something undeniably attractive about her. I found myself staring at her curves, the way her breasts strained against the fabric as she leaned forward.

“Christy?” Sabrina called out, her voice gentle but carrying.

Christy’s head snapped up, water dripping from her chin. I could tell she recognized her former friend’s voice immediately. She turned to Sabrina, and for a moment, she stood frozen, eyes wide with recognition and horror. They just stared at each other for a couple of seconds. Then without a word, she darted away from us, nearly dropping her water bottle in her haste.

“Wait,” Sabrina called, hurrying after her.

I followed, watching as Christy retreated to a fallen log at the edge of the encampment. She slumped down, turning her back to us, shoulders hunched.

Sabrina approached her carefully, like someone trying not to startle a wounded animal. “Christy, it’s me. I just want to talk.”

“Go away!” Christy’s voice cracked like a whip, raw with emotion. “Just fucking leave me alone!”

“Please,” Sabrina said, reaching out toward her former friend’s shoulder. “I want to help—”

“Help?” Christy whirled around, and I caught a glimpse of her face streaked with dirt and tears, yet still beautiful beneath it all. She turned away again, burying her face in her hands. “Just go. Please go.”

Sabrina tried again. “Christy, whatever happened between us—”

“I said GO!” Christy screamed, her voice echoing across the beach.

People in nearby tents were starting to stare. I placed my hand on Sabrina’s arm. “Maybe we should give her some space.”

Sabrina stood there, torn between pushing forward and respecting Christy’s wishes. Finally, she nodded, her eyes glistening with unshed tears.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered, though I wasn’t sure if Christy even heard her.

We walked back to the beach in silence, the cheerful atmosphere of our day completely evaporated.

When we arrived at the penthouse, we hadn’t said a word to each other. Valeria was in the living room, reading a yoga magazine.

“Hi,” she said, looking up with a smile that quickly faded when she saw Sabrina’s face. “What happened?”

Sabrina collapsed onto the couch beside me, her composure finally breaking. I put my arm around her shoulders as she leaned into me.

“We saw Christy,” she said, drawing in a deep breath. “At the beach.”

Valeria looked concerned and waited for Sabrina to finish.

“She’s homeless,” Sabrina finished, her voice cracking as she leaned against me.

Valeria set her magazine down, concern etching across her features. She moved to sit on Sabrina’s other side. “Oh, sweetie,” Valeria said, placing a gentle hand on Sabrina’s knee. “That must have been quite a shock.”

I kept my arm around Sabrina’s shoulders, feeling her trembling slightly against me. “She wouldn’t even talk to us,” Sabrina said. “She just screamed at us to leave.”

Valeria nodded knowingly. “People often react that way when they’re at their lowest. It’s not really anger, it’s shame.”

Sabrina looked up, wiping at her eyes. “She was living in a tent, Mom. With all those other homeless people. Her hair was all matted, and her clothes were filthy. She used to be so particular about her appearance.”

“When life doesn’t go the way people planned, they become embarrassed,” Valeria explained. “They isolate themselves because they can’t bear for others to see them that way.”

“But I wanted to help her,” Sabrina said. “I wasn’t there to make fun of her.”

“I had a friend in college, Diane. She was brilliant, top of our class, and had everything going for her. Then she developed a gambling problem. Lost everything, her apartment, her car, even her relationship.”

Sabrina and I listened as Valeria continued, her voice taking on that storytelling quality she had when sharing something important.

“When I ran into her two years later, she was working as a janitor at a gas station. I tried to reconnect, but she couldn’t look me in the eye. She kept saying she didn’t want my pity. It took months of me casually stopping by, never pushing, just being there, before she finally opened up.”

“What happened to her?” I asked.

“She got back on her feet eventually. But it was on her terms when she was ready to accept help.” Valeria squeezed Sabrina’s hand. “People need to preserve their dignity, even when they have nothing else.”

Sabrina sniffled. “I just keep thinking about how we fought. How things ended between us. And now seeing her like that…” She sighed. “I don’t wish that on her. I never wanted her to end up there, no matter what she did.”

“I’m glad to hear you say that,” Valeria said, with genuine warmth in her voice. “It shows real maturity to separate your personal feelings from your compassion.”

“Should I try again?” Sabrina asked hesitantly.

“Maybe approach her slowly,” Valeria suggested. “Don’t overwhelm her with offers of help right away. Just be present. Let her know you’re there, and if she wants to talk, she will.”

Sabrina sighed, nodding. “You’re right. I’ll try … Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” Valeria said, glad she could be there for us. We talked about what we’d done at the beach and how the day had gone. Valeria listened closely. She’d been outside with Amanda too, handling some work-related things.

As the evening wore on and it started getting late, we all agreed it was time for bed.

“I should probably get some sleep,” Sabrina said, standing up from the couch. She looked exhausted, the emotional weight of seeing Christy clearly taking its toll.

“That’s probably a good idea,” Valeria agreed, giving her daughter’s hand one final squeeze. “Things often look clearer in the morning.”

I stood up too. “I’ll walk you to your room.”

Valeria gave us both a gentle smile. “Goodnight, you two. Try not to worry too much, Sabrina. We’ll figure something out.”

We made our way down the hallway. When we reached Sabrina’s door, she turned to me, her blue eyes still rimmed with redness.

“Will you stay with me for a bit?” she asked. “I don’t think I can be alone with my thoughts right now.”

“Of course,” I replied, following her into her room.

She changed into her nightgown while I sat on the edge of her bed, averting my eyes to give her privacy despite our usual comfort with each other.

Sabrina slipped under the covers and I lay down beside her, on top of the blanket. She curled against me, her head finding that familiar spot on my shoulder. Maybe you can sleep with me tonight.”

“I was waiting for that,” I said, making her smile.

I took off my clothes and slipped under the covers with her.

“That’s better,” she murmured.

I let her take her time. She didn’t seem like she wanted to talk, just have someone to hold.





Chapter 2





I
 drifted off to sleep with Sabrina’s warm body pressed against mine, her breathing eventually growing deep. The emotional day had taken its toll on both of us, but especially her.

“Kane?” Sabrina’s whisper pulled me from a dreamless sleep. Her hand was on my shoulder, gently shaking me awake.

I blinked in the darkness, trying to orient myself. “What’s wrong?” I mumbled.

“I can’t sleep,” she said, her voice fragile in the darkness. I could make out her silhouette sitting up beside me, her blonde hair catching what little moonlight filtered through the curtains.

“Is it about Christy?” I asked, though I already knew the answer.

She nodded, then realizing I might not see it clearly, whispered, “Yes.”

I propped myself up on my elbows. “You want to talk about it?”

She sighed and looked at me. “I want to go back to the beach,” she said, determined.

“Now?” I sat up fully, suddenly more awake. “Are you sure?”

“Yes,” she said firmly. “I can’t sleep anyway. I keep seeing her face. The way she looked at me…” She trailed off, her voice catching. “It breaks my heart.”

I glanced at the digital clock on her nightstand: 1:00 AM glowed in red numbers. I wanted to say it was late, but then I thought of everything she’d done for me, and I couldn’t do it. I wanted to be there for her.

“Can you come with me?” Sabrina asked, her hand finding mine in the darkness. Her fingers trembled slightly against my hand. “I’m scared to go out there by myself. It’s not the safest area, and I’m worried something might happen to Christy if we wait until morning.”

I squeezed her hand, considering our options. “Of course, I’ll come with you.”

“Thank you,” she whispered, relief flooding her voice.

“But,” I added, “we should probably listen to what Mom said. If Christy doesn’t want to talk to us, we can’t force her. If she tells us to leave again, we have to respect that.”

Sabrina was quiet for a moment, then nodded. “I know. But we have to try one more time. I need to show her that I care, that I’m not just there to gawk at her situation.” She pulled her knees to her chest. “I know Christy. She puts up walls, but she usually opens up after a few attempts. She’s always been that way, stubborn at first, then willing to talk once she realizes you’re not giving up on her.”

“Alright,” I agreed, swinging my legs over the side of the bed. “Let’s get dressed.”

We moved quietly through the dark penthouse, careful not to wake Valeria or the others. Sabrina grabbed her purse and I took my keys, and we slipped out the front door with barely a sound.

It was cool outside as we made our way back to the beach. Sabrina stayed close to me, her arm linked through mine. The usual sounds of the boardwalk, laughter, music or conversations, had been replaced by an eerie silence, broken only by the distant crash of waves and the occasional call of a night bird.

“It’s creepier than I thought it would be,” Sabrina whispered, pressing herself against my side. Her fingers dug into my arm when a rustling sound came from nearby bushes.

“It’s probably just a raccoon,” I reassured her.

As we approached the homeless encampment, the faint outlines of tents and makeshift shelters emerged from the darkness. Most were still, their occupants presumably asleep, but a few had dim lights glowing inside, casting strange shadows.

“Stay close,” I murmured, feeling Sabrina’s grip tighten on my arm.

We carefully picked our way through the camp, trying not to disturb anyone. The sound of waves grew louder as we neared the shoreline, and we also heard an occasional cough or murmur from the tents.

Then we heard a sound that made us both stop in our tracks. A soft, broken sobbing came from the direction of the log where we’d seen Christy earlier. She cried raw and unrestrained, the kind of weeping that comes when you think no one is listening and you can just pour at all the emotions without someone judging you.

“That’s her,” Sabrina whispered, not sounding any better hearing Christy like that, and neither did I.

We moved closer, and in the pale moonlight, I could make out Christy’s form. She sat hunched over on the same log, her face buried in her hands, shoulders shaking with each sob. Her blonde hair gleamed in the moonlight, falling forward to hide her face.

Sabrina let go of my arm and reached into her purse, pulling out a small pack of tissues. She approached slowly, her footsteps barely audible on the sand so as not to startle Christy.

I hung back, watching as my sister sat down next to her former friend without saying a word. Christy stiffened at first, then seemed to deflate, too exhausted to maintain her defenses or lash back at her. Sabrina simply held out the tissues, offering them silently without pushing them into her hands. Sabrina was patient, not pulling her hand back immediately.

After a moment’s hesitation, Christy took them, dabbing at her eyes and wiping her tear-stained cheeks. The only sounds were her shuddering breaths and the waves crashing against the shore.

“What are you doing here?” Christy finally asked, her voice hoarse. She didn’t look at Sabrina, keeping her gaze fixed on the dark ocean ahead.

“I couldn’t sleep,” Sabrina replied silently. “I kept thinking about you.”

“I’m sorry,” Christy mumbled, her voice barely audible over the waves. “You shouldn’t see me like this.”

Sabrina inched closer, leaving just enough space between them to not feel intrusive. “What happened? How did you end up here?”

“Life. Bad choices. Worse luck.” She wiped her nose with the tissue.

“Do you mind telling me more … you don’t have to if you don’t want to,” she said, choosing her words carefully.

Christy considered it. The seconds felt like minutes till she opened her mouth again. “After we split, my solo account tanked. I tried everything to keep subscribers, but…” She shrugged, the gesture small and defeated.

“You could have reached out,” Sabrina said gently.

“Right. ‘Hey Sabrina, remember me? The bitch who tried to sabotage your career? Mind helping me out?’” Christy shook her head. “I couldn’t face you after what I did.”

I stepped closer, and Christy glanced up, noticing me for the first time. Her eyes, red-rimmed and puffy, widened slightly.

“Kane?” she said, recognition flickering across her face. “I thought it was your boyfriend first.”

Sabrina and I chuckled awkwardly because it was true. “Hey Christy,” I said, trying to smile despite the circumstances.

She didn’t say hi back and just turned around. I sat down next to Sabrina, letting her take care of the talking. Sabrina placed a hand on Christy’s arm. “How long have you been out here?”

“A month,” Christy admitted. “I was staying with this guy for a while, but that didn’t work out.” The way she said it made me think there was more to that story. “Couldn’t make rent anywhere else. Lost my job at the salon when they downsized.”

Sabrina and I exchanged a look. I knew what she was thinking, and I nodded. “Come stay with us,” Sabrina said. “Just for a while, until you get back on your feet.”

Christy stiffened. “I don’t need charity.”

“It’s not charity,” Sabrina insisted. “It’s what friends do.”

“Friends?” Christy laughed bitterly. “After what I did to you? We aren’t friends, don’t be delusional.”

“That was a long time ago,” Sabrina said, squeezing Christy’s arm. “We were both young and stupid.”

Christy’s eyes filled with fresh tears. “I don’t deserve your kindness … or anyone else’s for that matter.”

“Everyone deserves kindness,” she said sweetly.

“I wouldn’t even know where to begin making things right.”

“Start by coming home with us tonight,” Sabrina said. “You can shower and get some sleep in a real bed.”

Christy hesitated, clearly torn. “I don’t know…”

“Okay… how about this,” Sabrina said, glancing at Christy’s tent. “I could sleep with you in this tent… like old times.”

That drew a genuine laugh from Christy, the sound surprising all of us. It was the first genuine smile we’d seen from her. She wiped her eyes, looking at Sabrina with disbelief. But Sabrina was still smiling at her, letting her know she was serious.

Christy blinked, not understanding at first. “Wait, are you actually suggesting you’d stay in this gross tent with me?” Christy asked, gesturing toward her shabby little shelter. “You’ve got to be kidding.”

“I’m dead serious,” Sabrina replied, her voice firm despite how absurd it sounded. “One night. We could talk and catch up properly.”

Christy looked between us, her expression softening. “You’d really do that?”

“Absolutely,” Sabrina nodded, then looked at me. “Kane can stay too, right? I’d feel safer having him with us.”

I opened my mouth to answer, but Christy beat me to it with a snort. “Nobody bothers homeless people, trust me,” she said wryly. “Though I’m not sure your brother wants to deal with the smell. It’s not exactly the Ritz in there.”

“I don’t mind,” I said quickly. “Really, it’s fine.”

Christy studied me for a moment, then shrugged. “Your funeral. Come on, then.”

She led us to her tent, a faded blue thing that looked barely big enough for one person, let alone three. Inside, her meager belongings were arranged with surprising care: a backpack, a thin sleeping bag, a flashlight, and a few bottles of water.

“Home sweet home,” she muttered, crawling inside.

Sabrina didn’t hesitate. She slipped in after her, and I ducked in last. It was cramped, our bodies pressed together in the limited space. The tent smelled like old fabric, damp clothes, and something vaguely earthy. It wasn’t bad by any means but it wasn’t flowers or expensive perfumes either.

“We should get comfortable,” Sabrina suggested, already pulling her shirt over her head. “Like we used to at summer camp, remember?”

Christy’s eyes widened as Sabrina stripped down to her underwear, not being shy being half nude in front of her friend. After a short pause, Christy followed suit, peeling off her dirty clothes to reveal a body that somehow still looked flawless underneath the grime.

Despite the hardships of life on the streets, her figure retained a feminine quality that caught me off guard. She was quite tan with obvious tanning lines crisscrossing her skin, making her look exotic. A few small bruises marked her ribs and hips, which I guessed came from rough nights on hard ground.

But my eyes landed right on her breasts. They were full and remarkably perky, they defied gravity with their round, symmetrical shape. The areolas were small and pink, and even without makeup or proper lighting, they looked like they belonged in a professional photoshoot rather than a homeless encampment.

She caught me staring and grinned. I turned away to give them some privacy as I took off my shirt and pants, leaving only my boxer briefs. When I turned back, the three of us were wedged together on Christy’s sleeping bag, tangled up in limbs and shadows, the dim glow from outside barely reaching us through the tent fabric.

“Remember that time we went camping in Big Bear?” Sabrina asked, breaking the silence. “And that bear came sniffing around our tent?”

Christy chuckled. “You were so scared you practically climbed on top of me as if I could save you from a bear.”

Sabrina chuckled. “The funniest part was that it wasn’t even a bear but a raccoon.”

“We were still shaky the following morning. We tried to roast marshmallows but set the whole bag on fire,” Christy added.

The tension in the tent seemed to ease as they continued sharing stories, our bodies warming the small space. Despite the circumstances, there was something comforting about being huddled together, reminiscing about simpler times, and I also found their adventures to be quite entertaining.

“Remember when we all went to Huntington Beach?” Sabrina asked, her voice taking on that nostalgic quality. “And you managed to stumble and land face first on a woman’s massive breasts?”

Christy groaned, burying her face in her hands. “Oh God, don’t remind me.”

“You blushed for the entire day,” Sabrina continued, nudging me with her elbow. “It was after that you decided to get your …”

“Boob job,” Christy finished, an awkward smile playing on her lips. “Best money I ever… well, your money.” Her smile faltered.

The atmosphere in the tent suddenly shifted, and not for the better. Christy’s eyes dropped to her chest, then back to Sabrina, a flash of shame crossing her features. “I never paid you back,” she whispered. “Eight thousand dollars … I even did more harm to you.”

Sabrina reached out, placing her hand on Christy’s bare shoulder. “Hey, it’s okay. It’s in the past.”

“No, it’s not,” Christy insisted, her voice cracking slightly. “You were so generous, and I… I was such a bitch to you.”

“You look amazing though,” Sabrina said, trying to lighten the mood. “I mean, even now. Your figure is still perfect, toned in all the right places.”

“Yeah, well, that’s what happens when you can’t afford to eat properly.” She hesitated, then added, “I still crave cheesecake every day. Remember how we used to split a slice at our favorite place?”

“The Cheesecake Factory,” Sabrina nodded. “God, we must have tried every flavor they had.”

“I can’t even remember the last time I had any,” Christy admitted. “Can’t exactly afford luxuries these days.”

Sabrina’s face fell. “I’m so sorry. For everything. I never wanted things to end up like this.”

Christy shook her head firmly. “Don’t. Please don’t apologize. This isn’t your fault.” She leaned back against the tent wall, exhaustion evident in every line of her body. “Let’s just… try to get some sleep, okay? It’s late.”

The mood had shifted again, the brief moment of connection giving way to the reality of Christy’s situation. I could see Sabrina struggling with what to say next, but she probably heard our mother’s voice, telling her to take her time.

“Sure,” Sabrina whispered.

I wrapped my arm around my sister, pulling her close against my chest. On her other side, Christy had already drifted off, her breathing deep and even. The cramped space forced us to lie pressed together, my sister’s back against my front, her blonde hair tickling my chin.

“Thank you for coming with me,” she murmured, her words barely audible over the distant sound of waves. “I couldn’t have done this alone.”

“I’ll always be here for you,” I promised, tightening my hold around her waist. “Always.”

She nestled deeper into my embrace, her body relaxing as exhaustion finally caught up with her. I could feel the gentle rise and fall of her chest as her breathing slowed.





Chapter 3





I
 woke to the sound of murmuring voices and sunlight filtering through the tent. For a moment, I was disoriented, my body stiff from sleeping on the hard ground. Then I remembered Christy, the beach, and the late-night conversation.

Opening my eyes, I saw Sabrina and Christy sitting cross-legged, facing each other. They hadn’t noticed I was awake yet.

“This feels just like old times,” Sabrina said, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. I could hear in the sound of her voice that she’d just woken up. “Remember our sleepovers? We’d stay up all night talking about boys and our plans to take over the world.”

Christy smiled, a genuine smile that transformed her face despite the dirt and fatigue. “Yeah, except back then we had actual pillows and weren’t sleeping on sand.”

“Our pillows were old and ragged though,” Sabrina pointed out. “In fact, I wouldn’t have considered this a downgrade.”

Christy chuckled. “Maybe you got a point.”

I shifted, and both girls turned to look at me.

“Morning, little brother,” Sabrina said, reaching over to ruffle my hair.

I sat up, rubbing my eyes. “What time is it?”

“Just after nine,” Christy replied, glancing at a cracked phone she pulled from her backpack. “Early risers around here. Can’t exactly sleep in when the sun hits your tent.”

“I can cross that off the bucket list,” I said, glancing at her chest and studying her beautiful boobs.

Christy quickly noticed where my eyes landed, and she twirled her hair on her finger. “So, your brother is old enough to be interested in girls now.”

Sabrina chuckled. “I have so much to tell you, you have no idea.”

There was an awkward pause, then Christy looked at Sabrina curiously. “So … how’s your OnlyFans going these days? Still killing it?”

Sabrina’s expression shifted, and I could see her weighing how much to share. “Actually, I haven’t been on OnlyFans for a while now. I’m doing something different.”

“Oh?” Christy raised an eyebrow. “Did you marry a billionaire or something?” Her tone was light, but I detected a hint of bitterness beneath the surface.

Sabrina chuckled, shaking her head. “No, nothing like that. It’s just that things changed … a lot.”

“I’ve got time,” Christy said, gesturing around the tent. “Not exactly rushing off to a board meeting.”

Sabrina took a deep breath. “Well, after we split up, I kept going solo for a while. It was good, but not great. Then Kane here started helping me with the business side of things.”

Christy’s eyes flicked to me, then back to Sabrina. “Your stepbrother? The one who always wanted to skateboard rather than go to parties?”

“The very same,” Sabrina grinned. “Turns out he’s pretty smart when it comes to filming, editing and stuff.”

I felt my cheeks warm slightly at the compliment but stayed quiet.

“How did that happen?” Christy asked Sabrina, her tone laced with curiosity. “You were pretty nervous about your family finding out. You’ve got a caring family, after all.”

“He walked in on me while I was filming,” Sabrina admitted, casting a quick glance my way. “Living with you for so long made it hard to get used to closing doors again.”

“Oh, I see,” Christy said, her voice a little lighter now. “What were you filming?”

I saw the grin tug at the corner of her mouth.

“Masturbation clips,” Sabrina muttered, her cheeks turning pink.

“Nice,” Christy said with a short laugh. “Okay, I’ll stop being a creep now. Go on.”

“Anyway, we started collaborating more closely. Like, really closely.” Sabrina’s voice dropped slightly. “And then our mother got involved, and my friend Tiffany…”

Christy’s eyes widened as understanding dawned. “Wait, hold your horses. What do you mean by collaborating
 ? Did you do anything else besides, letting your little brother take photos of you nude?”

“We’ve pretty much done anything by now, but we started slowly and gradually—”

“Stop being vague!” Christy said with a chuckle. “What’s anything
 ?”

“I’ve sucked him, we’ve had sex a million times, anal, threesomes, you name it,” Sabrina said.

Christy’s mouth opened while at the same time, her cheeks slightly reddened. “Wow … you mean… like, family content? Like, family
 content.”

“Yes,” Sabrina said as if it were no big deal.

Christy’s eyes widened to the size of saucers. “You’re not saying what I think you’re saying…”

Sabrina nodded slowly, a slight blush creeping across her cheeks. “Yeah, that’s exactly what I’m saying. We started making content together, intimate content. Originally, he was just supposed to help with filming, but turned out he’s quite well-endowed.”

Christy stared at us both, her gaze darting between my face and Sabrina’s. “Wow … I find this kinda hot.”

“But it’s more than just content now,” Sabrina said softly, reaching over to take my hand. “We discovered there was something deeper between us. We love each other.”

“That’s…” Christy trailed off, seemingly at a loss for words. After a moment, she shook her head with a wistful smile. “I always wished I had a brother like that. Someone who could film with me, take care of me. Just be there, you know? Someone I could trust completely.”

“Yeah, Kane means the world to me,” Sabrina said, leaning closer to me for a quick kiss.

“So, what happened to your OnlyFans account? If you’re willing to share it,” Christy said, biting her bottom lip as I could tell she was growing aroused.

“Well, that’s another story I have to tell you,” Sabrina said. “Remember that crazy, stalking neighbor we had? The one who was always complaining about the noise?”

“Mary Ann?” Christy said without hesitation.

“That’s the one. Well, she somehow found out what we were doing and made life a living hell for us. So first we moved, but she didn’t stop there. She reported us and got us banned from OnlyFans completely.”

Christy winced. “That must have been devastating after all your success.”

“It was, for a couple of days,” Sabrina said with a shrug. “Then we realized it was actually an opportunity. Kane helped me set up our own website. No middleman, no platform taking a cut of our earnings. We control everything now.”

“And?” Christy prompted.

“And we’re making more than we ever did on OnlyFans. Like, a lot more.” Sabrina squeezed my hand. “Turns out having a niche pays really well when you own the platform.”

Christy sat back, clearly processing everything. “Wow,” she whispered. “That’s… I’m actually happy for you. For both of you. You truly deserve it. You’ve also been so sweet and considerate.” Her voice cracked slightly. “And I’m so sorry for what I did. Trying to sabotage you was the stupidest thing I’ve ever done. The worst mistake of my life.” Her eyes suddenly welled up with tears. “Can you ever forgive me? I was so jealous and insecure. I couldn’t stand seeing you succeed where I was failing. But that’s no excuse for how I treated you.”

Sabrina didn’t hesitate. She lunged forward, wrapping her arms around Christy in a tight embrace. “Of course I forgive you,” she whispered.

Their bodies pressed together, bare skin against bare skin, their breasts mashing against each other in the cramped space of the tent. They held each other for longer than a minute, making up for the lost time. I felt a bit awkward looking at them from the side, but it was a dear, tender moment, and I was truly glad they’d reunited.

Sabrina pulled back slightly, her eyes dropping to Christy’s chest with an appreciative smile. “I have to say, those are still the best eight grand I ever spent,” she said with a wink. “They look amazing, even after everything.”

Christy laughed, a genuine sound that brightened her whole face. “God, only you would compliment my tits at a time like this.”

“But they do look amazing!”

“They’ve held up better than the rest of me,” Christy admitted, glancing down at herself.

“You’re just as beautiful as the last time I saw you,” Sabrina said.

Christy’s cheeks pinked. “That sure will help my confidence which has tanked completely.”

“You’ll be confident enough to go out with us.”

“What?” she asked as if it frightened her.

“Come on, don’t you want some cheesecake?” Sabrina said. “It’s on me.”

Christy’s cheeks flushed pink as she glanced down at her dirty clothes. “I can’t go anywhere like this. I smell like I’ve been living on a beach for a month… which I have.”

“You don’t smell bad,” Sabrina insisted. “Trust me, I smell the same way when I first wake up. It’s just sleep and salt air.”

Christy raised an eyebrow skeptically. “Alright.”

“It’s not the first time we’ve gone out in skimpy worn clothes,” Sabrina reminded her.

“Yeah, you’re right,” Christy said with a giggle.

We gathered our things and headed to the Cheesecake Factory. As we walked, Christy and Sabrina fell into step beside each other, their conversation flowing as if the months apart had never happened.

“Remember when we could barely afford rent?” Christy asked. “We’d eat ramen for days just to save enough for one dinner out.”

“Of course, I do,” Sabrina laughed. “Going to a restaurant felt like such a luxury. Remember that Italian place where we’d split one entrée and fill up on free bread?”

“And now look at you,” Christy said, her voice tinged with admiration rather than jealousy. “Who would’ve thought we’d come so far from those days?”

“It seemed so far-fetched back then,” Sabrina agreed. “Having our own business, being financially independent. Sometimes I still can’t believe it happened.”

“I remember we counting pennies for laundry,” Christy said wistfully. “Sometimes I’d have to choose between washing my clothes and eating lunch.”

“And we’d share that one tube of mascara until it was completely dried out,” Sabrina added, bumping her shoulder playfully against Christy’s. “Remember how we used to heat it up with a hairdryer to squeeze out the last bit?”

“Those were desperate times,” Christy laughed. “But kind of fun too, in a weird way.”

“I never thought I’d actually make it,” Sabrina admitted. “All those vision boards we made, talking about being rich and successful someday… it seemed like just a fantasy.”

Christy smiled. “I’m so happy for you.”

Sabrina looked at her back with hints of wistfulness, probably wanting her friend to be successful as well.

When we arrived at The Cheesecake Factory, Christy froze at the entrance, suddenly self-conscious about her appearance. I noticed several people giving her curious glances.

“Maybe this isn’t a good idea,” she whispered, tugging at her dirty shirt.

Sabrina linked her arm through Christy’s. “Ignore them. You deserve this.”

The hostess led us to a booth near the back, and Christy slid in next to Sabrina while I sat across from them. When the server brought the menu, Christy’s eyes lit up as she flipped through the pages.

“They have so many new flavors,” she gasped, her finger tracing over the descriptions. “Salted caramel, tiramisu, Oreo dream extreme…”

“Get whatever you want,” Sabrina said. “Get two if you like.”

Christy ordered the Godiva chocolate cheesecake, and when it arrived, her expression was pure bliss. She closed her eyes as she took the first bite, a small moan escaping her lips.

“Oh my God,” she whispered. “I forgot how good this is.”

Sabrina watched her with genuine happiness, her slice barely touched as she enjoyed Christy’s reaction. I just ordered a regular cheesecake with strawberries. They sure were tasty. They fell into easy conversation, laughing and reminiscing like the years of separation had never happened. I sat back, content to watch their reunion unfold.

When Christy finished her slice, Sabrina immediately waved the server over. “We’ll take another Godiva chocolate, please.”

“You don’t have to—” Christy started.

“I want to,” Sabrina interrupted. “Please, let me do this for you.”

Christy didn’t protest further, and when the second slice arrived, she attacked it with the same enthusiasm as the first. By the time she finished, she leaned back with a satisfied sigh.

“Thank you,” she said, reaching for Sabrina’s hand across the table. “Not just for the cheesecake, but for everything. For finding me, for not giving up on me and giving me a second chance.”

“That’s what friends are for,” Sabrina replied, squeezing her hand.

After paying the bill, we walked back toward the boardwalk.

As we strolled along the boardwalk, Christy suddenly slowed her pace, a curious expression crossing her face. She bit her lower lip, hesitating before finally turning to Sabrina.

“So… about this content you mentioned,” she said, her voice dropping to ensure no passersby could hear. “I’m kind of dying to see what all the fuss is about. Would you show me some?”

Sabrina’s eyes lit up with amusement. “You want to see our stuff?”

“I mean, if that’s not weird,” Christy backpedaled, her cheeks flushing pink. “I’m just curious.”

“It’s not weird at all,” Sabrina assured her, already pulling out her phone. She glanced around to make sure no one was watching, then opened a private folder. “Here, these are some of my solo shots from last month.”

She handed the phone to Christy, whose eyes widened as she swiped through the photos. I watched her expression shift from curiosity to admiration.

“Damn, girl,” Christy whispered, her eyes fixed on the screen. “Your body looks amazing. The lighting is perfect too, very professional.”

“Thanks,” Sabrina said proudly. “We’ve upgraded all our equipment. Kane is actually really good with the technical and filming stuff.”

Christy continued swiping, then paused, glancing up at me with interest. After a moment’s hesitation, she handed the phone back to Sabrina.

“Those are great, but…” She cleared her throat. “What about the ones with your brother? Those are the ones that really made you successful, right?”

Sabrina laughed, shooting me a knowing look. “I knew it. You’re not interested in my nudes—you want to see Kane.”

“No, that’s not—” Christy started, then gave up pretending. “Okay, fine. I’m curious. Sue me.”

I felt a flush creep up my neck, but oddly, I wasn’t uncomfortable. Maybe it was the way Christy looked at me now, not with judgment but with genuine interest.

“Is that okay with you?” Sabrina asked me, her tone serious despite her teasing smile.

I shrugged, trying to appear nonchalant. “Yeah, it’s fine. She’s your friend.”

Sabrina tapped on her phone for a moment, then handed it back to Christy. “Here’s one of our most popular videos from last month.”

Christy took the phone, her fingers trembling slightly. As the video played, her eyes grew wider, her breathing visibly quickening. She pressed her thighs together, shifting her weight from one foot to the other as if trying to hold in her arousal.

“Jesus,” she whispered, unable to tear her eyes away from the screen. “That’s hot.”

“Keep watching,”

Christy’s eyes remained glued to the screen, her lips parted slightly as she watched the video play out. After several moments, she handed the phone back to Sabrina. Her eyes landed on me and swept me over. “Your brother is hot,” she blurted out. “And you’ve got a really nice dick. Like, really nice.”

I felt my face grow warm at her directness. “Thanks, I guess.”

Sabrina laughed and tucked her phone away, giving me a proud pat on the back.

“Don’t be shy… it’s true. And it does feel really nice. Straighten your back.”

I rolled my eyes but adjusted my posture. Christy’s gaze stayed locked on mine.

“Do you have a girlfriend?” she asked.

“Uh,” I said, scratching the back of my neck. “I guess you could say I have… several.”

“That’s a better answer,” Christy said, as if her interest in me had just deepened.

Sabrina chuckled. “Told you our content was good.”

“Good is an understatement,” Christy said. “The production quality alone is incredible, but the chemistry between you two is quite hot.”

Sabrina’s expression suddenly turned thoughtful. She looked at Christy, then at me, then back to Christy again. I recognized that look. She was formulating a plan.

“You know,” Sabrina said, “we’re always looking to expand our content.”

Christy’s eyebrows arched. “What are you suggesting?”

“You could work with us,” Sabrina said, her voice growing excited. “You’ve got the perfect look, are experienced and you already know the industry. Plus, you’ve still got those eight-thousand-dollar assets I invested in.”

Christy stopped walking. “Are you serious? You want me onboard?”

“Only if you’re comfortable with it,” Sabrina quickly added. “No pressure. Just think about it.”

Christy bit her lip, her eyes darting between us. “I… I don’t know. I told myself to leave this behind since I was barely making anything.”

“You will make a lot with us,” Sabrina promised her. “That’s a guarantee.”

Christy shyly brushed her arm. “Can I think about it?”

“That’s okay,” Sabrina assured her, placing a gentle hand on her arm. “You don’t have to decide right now. But I do want to invite you back to our penthouse. See our setup, meet everyone again. No strings attached.”

Christy hesitated, looking down at her dirty clothes. “I’d feel so out of place.”

“No one will judge you,” I said, speaking up. “Our mother would love to see you again.”

Christy stood silently for a long moment, weighing her options. Finally, she took a deep breath. “Okay. I’ll come to see the place. But I’m not promising anything about working with you.”

“That’s fair,” Sabrina said, beaming. She linked her arm through Christy’s. “Let’s go home.”

It was a long walk back, Sabrina and Christy chatted continuously about everything. Their tongues never grew tired. When we eventually got to the apartment complex, Christy couldn’t believe how new and shiny it was.

“You live here?” she asked, staring up at the gleaming high-rise with its shiny glass exterior.

“Penthouse,” Sabrina confirmed with a hint of pride. “Wait until you see the view.”

As we rode the elevator up, Christy fidgeted with the hem of her dirty shirt. “I feel like I should be entering through the service entrance,” she mumbled.

“Don’t be ridiculous,” I said, giving her shoulder a reassuring squeeze. “None of us were born with a silver spoon in our mouths.”

“That’s true,” Sabrina said.

“That makes me feel a bit better,” Christy said.

We welcomed Christy to our luxurious penthouse, taking her into the spacious living room with modern furniture.

“Wow,” she whispered, frozen in place. “It’s something out of a dream.”

Valeria appeared from the kitchen, wiping her hands on a dish towel. Her face lit up when she saw Christy.

“Christy!” She crossed the room quickly, embracing the startled woman without hesitation. “So nice to see you again!”

“Hi, Valeria,” Christy replied, awkwardly returning the hug. “I’m sorry about my appearance. I wasn’t exactly expecting visitors when these two found me.”

Valeria just embraced her tighter before slightly breaking the hug, examining her with motherly concern rather than judgment. “Nonsense. You look beautiful as always.”

“Thank you,” Christy said. “You too.”

Valeria turned to Sabrina and me with a knowing smile. “I see you two were successful in your mission.”

“You knew?” Christy asked, confused.

“They were quite upset after seeing you yesterday,” Valeria explained. “We had a long talk about it.”

“So you encouraged them to talk to me, even after how much of a bitch I was?”

Valeria gently raked her fingers through Christy’s hair.

“Don’t ever call yourself that. We’ve all gone through hard times. If my daughter brought you back here, it means you matter to her. And a bitch would never matter to her.”

“I… I don’t know what to say,” Christy murmured, clearly overwhelmed. It seemed like she didn’t expect such a warm welcome.

Just then, Tiffany emerged from the hallway, followed by Amanda. They’d met Christy a couple of times before.

“Hi!” Tiffany said, greeting her with a bright smile. “How are you?”

“I’m really good now… excuse my clothes,” Christy replied as Tiffany pulled her into a hug without hesitation.

“It’s fine,” Tiffany said with a dismissive wave. “My mother’s here too.”

Tiffany broke the hug and turned to Amanda. “Christy, this is Amanda.”

“Nice to meet you,” Christy said, suddenly very aware of her disheveled state amid all these well-dressed, immaculately groomed women. She tugged at her stained shirt, trying unsuccessfully to smooth out the wrinkles. The insecurity was clear as day.

Sabrina noticed her discomfort.

“Let me get you some clean clothes,” Sabrina said, noticing how Christy kept fidgeting with her ragged shirt. “You’ll feel better after changing.”

Christy glanced around at the luxurious penthouse, then down at her dirt-stained clothes. “That would be amazing. I feel like I’m contaminating your beautiful home.”

“Don’t be silly,” Sabrina said, taking her hand. “Come on, my bedroom’s this way … And Kane, you come with us.”

I followed them down the hallway to Sabrina’s room.

“Wow,” Christy breathed, taking it all in, the big closet, plush, pink carpets, the queen-sized bed and golden curtains. “This is just your bedroom?”

Sabrina smiled, already opening her massive closet. “Let’s find you something that fits.”

Christy stood awkwardly in the center of the room while Sabrina rummaged through her wardrobe. “I don’t want to ruin anything nice,” she said quietly. “Maybe just something basic?”

“Nonsense. You deserve nice things,” Sabrina replied, pulling out various outfits. She laid them on the bed: designer jeans, silk blouses, dresses that probably cost more than most people’s monthly rent and mini skirts that’d show off country miles of flesh.

Christy ran her fingers over a fancy summer dress, her eyes wide. “I can’t wear these. They’re too beautiful.”

“Just try them on,” Sabrina encouraged her. “Kane, what do you think would look good on her?”

I shrugged. “Everything looks good on her.”

Christy blushed, her eyes meeting mine briefly before darting away. She bit her lip, then said, “Could I… maybe see something a little more revealing? I’m used to dressing in rags, but when I did have clothes, they were usually for, you know … work.”

“Say no more,” Sabrina said with a grin, diving back into her closet. She emerged with armfuls of skimpier options: crop tops, mini skirts, and denim shorts that left little to the imagination.

Christy picked up a particularly small crop top. “Can I try this one?”

“Go for it,” Sabrina said, turning to me. “Kane, what do you think? Should we give her some privacy or do you want to give your opinion?”

“I’d like his opinion,” Christy said suddenly with a grin. “If that’s okay.”

“More than okay,” I replied, settling into the chair by the vanity.

Christy hesitated for a moment, then peeled off her dirty shirt. Standing in just her bra, she looked even more beautiful than I remembered from the tent. She reached behind her back and unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the floor.

“What do you think?” she asked as she stood topless before me. Her perfect breasts, round, perky, and full, looked even more stunning in the soft bedroom light. Her cleavage was tight enough to hold a pen, promising the kind of friction that made my cock start to throb. Subtle tan lines framed their curves, highlighting every inch of their fullness.

My gaze drifted lower, tracing her slim waist as it flared gently into her hips. She wore a pair of pink panties, the fabric hugging her just right, with the faintest hint of a camel toe teasing from beneath.

“You look like a model,” I said honestly, my eyes taking in every curve of her body.

She smiled shyly, reaching for the crop top. “Can I try this with something else? Maybe something… sluttier?” Her cheeks flushed as she said it. “I know it sounds weird, but I’m used to dressing in more revealing clothes for my content. These regular clothes feel strange.”

“We’re on the same page. I’ve got everything you need,” Sabrina said, grabbing a pair of ripped denim shorts that looked impossibly small. “These would look perfect on you.”

Christy held the tiny shorts against her body, biting her lip. “What do you think, Kane? Too much?”

“Nothing’s too much on you,” I replied, feeling a familiar tightness in my jeans as I watched her.

She turned around, giving me a full view of her rear which had the perfect mini heart-shape. Her skin was also youthfully smooth, reflecting the light on the ceiling as if begging to be touched. She bent over slightly as she pulled on the denim shorts, the movement deliberate and teasing, the arch in her back beautiful.

“Better?” she asked, turning back to face me. The shorts barely covered anything, and without a top, she looked like she belonged in one of our videos.

“Try the crop top now,” Sabrina suggested, handing her the tiny piece of fabric.

Christy pulled it on, adjusting it to cover her breasts, though “cover” was a generous term. The hem stopped just below her nipples, exposing the underside of her breasts and her entire midriff.

She chuckled. “They barely even cover my titties.”

“You said something slutty,” Sabrina said with a hand on her hip. “I didn’t want to disappoint you.”

Christy turned to me. “What do you think?”

“You look sexy as hell,” I said.

Sabrina clapped her hands together. “Perfect! I’m going to wear something matching.” She quickly stripped down and pulled on a similar outfit, tiny denim shorts and a crop top that mirrored Christy’s. “We’ll be twins,” she said with a grin.

Christy chuckled. I knew it wasn’t the first time they’d called each other that.

“We should take you shopping,” Sabrina said to Christy. “Get you a whole new wardrobe. What do you think?”

Christy’s eyes widened. “Really? I’d love that, but I can’t accept—”

“It’s not charity,” Sabrina interrupted firmly. “Consider it an investment in our future collaborator.”

“Sabrina, I haven’t decided yet,” Christy said, her cheeks pinkening.

“Sorry,” Sabrina said. “But we should go shopping either way.”

“Alright,” Christy said.

We told our mother that we’d be gone for a while, and then we headed outside to our garage. The gleaming blue Lamborghini was parked between a black Mercedes and a Porche.

“Holy fuck,” she whispered, her fingers hovering just above the car’s surface as if afraid to touch it. “This is yours?”

“All mine,” I confirmed with a grin. “Want to take it for a spin?”

“Are you kidding? I’d kill to ride in this,” Christy said, her eyes wide with excitement. “Slight problem though. Three of us, two seats.”

“We could take turns,” Sabrina suggested eagerly.

“Sure, but maybe for another day. I want to be with you two all the time. Maybe we could get an Uber,” Christy suggested.

“No,” Sabrina said and chuckled. “We have more than one car, jingling the keys to Amanda’s black Mercedes.

“Sure,” Christy said, climbing into the backseat. “I can’t believe this is really happening,” she murmured as I started the engine. “Yesterday I was sleeping on the beach, and today I’m going shopping in a Mercedes.”

I adjusted the rearview mirror, catching her eye. “Life changes fast sometimes.”

As we pulled out of the garage and onto the main road, Sabrina turned in her seat to face Christy. “So, last time we went to this mall, something pretty wild happened.”

“Oh?” Christy leaned forward, intrigued.

“We were trying on clothes in the fitting room,” Sabrina continued, a mischievous smile playing on her lips. “And one thing led to another.”

“Don’t leave me hanging!” Christy protested.

“We ended up having sex right there in the fitting room,” I finished, glancing at Christy’s reflection in the mirror.

Her mouth fell open. “You didn’t! In public?”

“We absolutely did,” Sabrina confirmed, laughing at the memory. “It was incredible. Kane bent me over while I tried to stay quiet.”

“The sales associate almost caught us,” I added.

“Meanwhile, I’m biting down on my hand trying not to moan,” Sabrina said, her eyes dancing with amusement. “It was such a rush.”

Christy shook her head in disbelief. “I’ve always dreamed of doing something like that.”

“There’s more to the story, though,” Sabrina replied with a wink.

“I’m listening.”

“You won’t believe what happened. We got a text from our mom saying we needed to talk. We got paranoid, thinking we’d been mic’d up or something. So we rushed back and apologized for the whole public sex thing… but turns out, she just wanted to talk about undeclared taxes. She’d gotten a letter from the IRS.”

Christy chuckled. “Geez, how embarrassing.”

“Duh,” Sabrina said, but we both laughed at it now.

“God, we had some wild times too back in the day,” Christy said, her laughter filling the car. “Remember that time we snuck into that hotel pool after hours? The security guard almost caught us skinny dipping.”

“How could I forget?” Sabrina replied, grinning at the memory. “You practically gave that poor man a heart attack when you jumped out of the water topless.”

They kept on going, sharing more of their horny memories that I didn’t have a clue about. It wasn’t like Sabrina and I had been any less adventurous the past months.

As we approached the mall, Christy’s expression shifted from nostalgic to mischievous. She leaned forward between the front seats, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. “You know what would be fun?” Her eyes met mine in the rearview mirror. “What if we recreated your fitting room adventure … but with me joining in?”

Sabrina’s eyebrows arched and her grin formed. “What exactly are you suggesting?”

“I’m saying,” Christy said, biting her lower lip, “maybe we could both suck your brother off in the fitting room.” She winked at me.

My grip tightened on the steering wheel. “I’m definitely not opposed to the idea.”

I exchanged glances with Sabrina, and I knew she’d be up for it. “We technically got away the first time,” Sabrina said.

“Well, we could get away this time too,” I said.

“Then it’s settled,” Sabrina said, settling back in her seat with a satisfied smile. “Let’s make some memories.”

The mall parking lot was crowded, but I managed to find a spot near the entrance. As we walked inside, Sabrina linked arms with Christy, guiding her toward the high-end stores.

“First things first,” Sabrina said, “we’re getting you a complete wardrobe makeover.”

For the next hour, Sabrina piled clothes into Christy’s arms, fancy jeans, silky blouses, dresses in every color, and of course, several revealing outfits that would be perfect for content creation. Christy’s eyes widened at each price tag, but Sabrina waved away her concerns.

“Don’t even look at the prices,” she said.

Eventually, we made our way to a luxury lingerie boutique. Sabrina selected several lacy sets, holding them up against Christy’s body.

“These will look amazing on camera,” she said, adding them to the growing pile.

Christy glanced around the store, then leaned in close. “Speaking of amazing… I think it’s time for that special fitting room session, don’t you?”

Sabrina’s eyes sparkled with excitement. “The private fitting rooms are in the back. They’re bigger, with actual doors instead of curtains.”

We made our way to the fitting area, Sabrina charming the attendant with small talk while Christy and I slipped into the largest room with armfuls of clothes. Sabrina joined us moments later, locking the door behind her.

“We’ve got about fifteen minutes before she comes to check on us,” Sabrina whispered.

The lock clicked into place, and Christy didn’t waste a second. She dropped the clothes onto the bench and turned to me with lust and love swimming in her eyes. I was truly grateful we decided to do this again.

“I’ve wanted to suck you off since I saw that video,” Christy whispered. She dropped to her knees, her hands already reaching for my belt.

“You sound like your horny self again,” I noted, letting my sister’s best friend free my erection.

Sabrina pressed her ear against the door, listening for any approaching footsteps. “Coast is clear,” she confirmed with a flirtatious grin.

Sabrina also went down on her knees, grabbing her hair in a tail and tossing it over her shoulder.

“God, this is thrilling,” Christy murmured as she tugged my boxers down, freeing my already hardening cock.

“Impressive, right?” Sabrina said proudly, wrapping her fingers around the base.

Christy’s eyes widened. “Even better in person.”

She pointed the tip at Christy’s mouth. “You go first.”

Christy licked her smooth, pink lips and wrapped them around the head. Closing her eyes, she sucked like it was a dream, her blonde hair framing her beautiful face. Standing above her, I had a perfect view of her impressive cleavage, breasts I ached to bury my face in.

She opened her blue eyes and looked up at me, a smile forming even with my cock deep in her mouth. Then she started bobbing her head, taking more of me with each motion until she gagged, slurping obscenely.

She giggled, her lips still wrapped around my girth, then pulled back with a light smack.

“Was I loud enough?” she asked.

“Not even close,” Sabrina said.

Sabrina leaned forward and took me into her mouth, her lips stretching around my shaft. She sucked, slobbered and hollowed her cheeks. Once she came off, her tongue swirled around the head before she plunged me back into her mouth. Once she took me down to her throat, her muscles tightened around the head, creating the most delicious friction I knew of. She looked me in the eyes, knowing damn well her technique made my knees grow weak. She pulled back and offered my glistening cock to Christy.

“Your turn,” she whispered, licking her lips.

Christy didn’t hesitate. She enveloped me with her warm mouth, moaning softly as she took me deeper than she had previously. She slid me over her tongue and velvety, wet mouth till I was also deep down her throat and her nose pressed against the root. She kept me there, gagging like mad. It would have been a miracle if we didn’t get caught.

I leaned back against the wall, one hand braced against the mirror behind me, the other alternating between stroking their hair. They worked in unison, trading me back and forth, occasionally both licking up and down my shaft simultaneously as if they’d done this before.

“Someone’s coming,” Sabrina whispered suddenly, her ear tuned to the sounds outside.

We froze, holding our breath as footsteps approached. The attendant’s voice called out, “Everything okay in there?”

“Just fine!” Sabrina called back, her voice remarkably steady despite her position. “Still trying things on!”

“Let me know if you need different sizes,” the woman replied before walking away.

The moment the footsteps receded, Christy and Sabrina exchanged grins, and they both had to hold onto each other’s mouths before they burst out laughing.

“Better if you take it in your mouth instead,” I pointed out.

Christy took the tip in her mouth and Sabrina ran her tongue over the side, covering every inch in their saliva.

“I’m getting close,” I warned, my voice a strained whisper.

“In my mouth,” Christy demanded, her lips wrapping around me once more.

She sucked harder, her cheeks hollowing with the effort as Sabrina fondled my balls. She swallowed my entire shaft, squeezing around the head as she pulled her head back for a moment before gobbling up my erection again. The combination was too much. I bit my lip to stifle a groan as I curled my toes. I had to hold onto the wall with both my hands, as my knees shook and trembled under the intense pleasure. I glanced down as Christy deepthroated me again, making me see my own erection bulging against her throat. Then I erupted, flooding her mouth with my fresh cum.

She stayed with me through each wave, swallowing nothing, her eyes locked on mine. When I finished, I sighed in relief, but she turned to Sabrina with her cheeks still full. She leaned toward Sabrina, cupping her face. Their lips met in a passionate kiss, my buttermilk passing between them in thick, pearly strings as they shared it. Their tongues danced visibly, white cream coating their lips as they moaned into each other’s mouths.

Sabrina swallowed and smiled, wiping the corner of her mouth with her thumb. “Just like old times.”

“Better than old times,” Christy replied, her eyes glistening with emotion. She rested her forehead against Sabrina’s. “I’ve missed you so much.”

“I’ve missed you too,” Sabrina whispered, wrapping her arms around Christy in a tight embrace.

I watched them, struck by how quickly they’d fallen back into their friendship. It was as if the separation had melted away in an instant, replaced by something even stronger.

Christy then turned to me, still on her knees with traces of cum on her tits. “How’s that?”

“You took me to heaven,” I said.

“I’m sorry I couldn’t deepthroat you without gagging, but you’re really thick.”

“No worries, Sabrina needed sex lessons from our mother before she succeeded.”

Christy giggled.

“We should get out before we get caught,” I pointed out, and they both agreed.

After we composed ourselves and purchased all the clothes Sabrina had picked out, ignoring Christy’s wide-eyed stare at the total, we headed to a nearby restaurant for lunch. The hostess seated us at a booth in the corner, and Christy slid in next to me and Sabrina.

Christy sighed in relief. “This feels surreal,” Christy admitted, glancing around the upscale restaurant. “I sort of have a boyfriend now.”

“We share him,” Sabrina said, and Christy leaned against my shoulder.

“Your brother is really handsome,” she said.

“He can hear you,” Sabrina pointed out, and they both giggled.

I leaned in to kiss Christy on the lips as well. It was something so sexy to have two older girls next to me, even if it was just two years.

After we ordered, and ate, Christy grew quiet, fidgeting with her napkin. Finally, she looked up to us.

“I’ve been thinking,” she began, “about your offer. To work with you.”

Sabrina perked up. “And?”

“I want to do it,” Christy said firmly. “But I need you to understand. I don’t want to be a charity case. I want to earn my keep, contribute to the business. I don’t want to be a freeloader.”

“You could never be that,” Sabrina assured her. “You’re talented, beautiful, and you understand the industry. You’re an asset, not a burden.”

Christy smiled gratefully. “Thank you. I just … I want to do this right this time. No jealousy or competition between us.”

“We’ve grown past that,” Sabrina said. “We’re partners now, equals.”

“Speaking of which,” Christy continued, turning to me with a hint of vulnerability in her eyes, “I should probably ask Kane directly. Do you… want me? For the videos, I mean. I know Sabrina’s on board, but it’s your body too.”

I reached across the table, taking her hand in mine. “Absolutely. You’re gorgeous, and the chemistry between all of us is already amazing.”

Her face lit up. “Really?”

“Really,” I confirmed. “I think you’re stunning, and I’m excited to work with you.”

Christy’s smile lit up her entire face. Suddenly, her expression changed, eyes widening with panic. “Oh my God, my stuff! I completely forgot about my tent!”

“What’s wrong?” Sabrina asked, concern etched across her features.

“I’ve never left my things unattended for this long,” Christy explained, her voice rising with anxiety. “There are people who go through tents looking for valuables. I have something there that I can’t lose.”

“What is it?” I asked.

Christy’s eyes darted between us. “It’s… it’s nothing valuable to anyone else. Just to me.”

“We’ll take you back right now,” Sabrina said without hesitation, already signaling for the check.

“Are you sure? I don’t want to ruin our day,” Christy said.

“Your belongings are important,” I said, sliding out of the booth. “Let’s go.”

We rushed back to the car, Christy fidgeting anxiously in the backseat as I navigated through traffic. When we finally reached the beach, she jumped out before the car had fully stopped.

“This way,” she called, leading us toward her tent at a near run.

As we approached the homeless encampment, I noticed Christy’s shoulders tensing. A few people nodded in recognition as we passed, but most kept to themselves. When we reached her tent, she dropped to her knees and crawled inside.

“No, no, no,” she muttered, her voice tight with panic. “Someone’s been in here.”

Sabrina and I exchanged worried glances as we knelt outside the tent opening. Inside, Christy was pushing aside her meager belongings, tossing aside clothes and empty food containers.

“Is it gone?” Sabrina asked gently.

“I don’t know yet,” Christy replied, her voice breaking. She dug deeper, reaching toward the back corner of the tent. “I always hide it under my sleeping bag.”

Tears welled in her eyes. “It has to be here. It has to be.”

I felt helpless watching her search, her pain evident in every movement. After what seemed like an eternity, she froze, her hand closing around something.

“Oh thank God,” she whispered, her shoulders sagging with relief.

She backed out of the tent, clutching something in her fist. When she opened her hand, I saw a delicate hand-braided bracelet with colorful threads intertwined. A small silver charm dangled from one end, and at the center was a perfect heart-shaped shell that gleamed in the sunlight.

“What is it?” I asked though I could tell from her expression that it was precious beyond its material value.

“It’s just a silly bracelet,” Christy said, her voice trembling as she gently stroked the shell with her thumb. She sighed deeply, her whole body relaxing as she held it. “I made it myself during those first awful nights on the beach.” Her eyes grew distant as she stared at the colorful threads. “Every knot represents a mistake I made. And each twist? That was me lying to myself, thinking maybe you’d speak to me again someday.” She looked up at Sabrina before looking down again. Her voice cracked as she ran her finger over the heart-shaped shell. “But this shell … finding it was the only thing that made me smile some days. I’d look at it when things got really bad, and it reminded me that beautiful things still exist.” She extended her hand toward Sabrina, offering the bracelet. “I wanted to give it to the last person who ever made me feel human. That’s you, Sabrina.”

Tears welled in Sabrina’s eyes, spilling down her cheeks as she accepted the delicate bracelet. “Christy…” she whispered, unable to find more words.

“I know it’s nothing compared to all the expensive things you have now,” Christy continued, suddenly self-conscious. “But—”

“It’s perfect,” Sabrina interrupted, wiping away tears. “It’s the most beautiful gift anyone has ever given me. I’ll treasure it forever.”

“Okay,” Christy said demurely.

“Put it on my wrist,” Sabrina said with a smile as tears trailed down her cheeks.

Christy gently took the bracelet back, then reached for Sabrina’s wrist. Carefully, she tied it securely, her fingers lingering on Sabrina’s skin. “There,” she said softly. “Now a part of me will always be with you.”

Sabrina stared at the bracelet for a moment, then pulled Christy into a warm hug. They clung to each other, bodies shaking with emotion, months of separation and hurt dissolving in their embrace.

I stood watching them, surprised to feel a lump forming in my own throat. Something about their reconnection, the raw vulnerability of Christy’s gift, touched me deeply.

When they finally separated, both wiping tears from their faces, Christy looked up at me with a watery smile. “Sorry for the stupid drama.”

“It’s not stupid at all,” I said, my voice rougher than I expected. “It’s meaningful. That’s what matters.”

Sabrina examined the bracelet on her wrist, turning it to catch the light on the shell. “I’m never taking this off,” she vowed.

“I’m glad you like it,” Christy said demurely.

We gathered Christy’s few remaining possessions from the tent, a tattered backpack containing some clothes, a toothbrush, and a few other personal items.

* * *

When we arrived back at the penthouse, Valeria was waiting in the living room, her face lighting up when she saw Christy with us.

“You’re back,” Valeria said, embracing Christy warmly. “And it looks like you’re staying?”

Christy nodded shyly. “If that’s okay with you.”

“More than okay,” Valeria assured her. “We have plenty of room.”

Sabrina took Christy’s hand. “Let me show you to your room, which was our guest room.”

I carried Christy’s shopping bags as we led her down the hallway to one of our guest suites. When Sabrina opened the door, Christy gasped at the luxurious space, a queen-sized bed with big, soft pillows, a bathroom with a rainfall shower, and a view overlooking the ocean.

“This is all for me?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

“All yours,” I confirmed, setting down her bags. “Make yourself at home.”

Christy stood in the center of the room, looking overwhelmed. She ran her hand over the silky duvet, then glanced down at herself self-consciously.

“I should probably clean up,” she said, tugging at her shirt. “I must smell terrible.”

“The shower’s through there,” Sabrina pointed. “Towels are in the cabinet. Take your time.”

“Thank you,” Christy said, her eyes glistening. “For everything.”

After Christy disappeared into the bathroom, Sabrina and I headed back to the living room where Valeria was waiting. The sound of the shower running drifted faintly from down the hall and would probably do so for many more minutes.

“She’ll probably be in there for a while,” Sabrina said, sinking onto the couch beside Valeria. “I can’t imagine how good that must feel after sleeping in a tent.”

Valeria reached over and squeezed Sabrina’s hand. “I’m so proud of you, sweetheart. What you did for Christy today, forgiving her and bringing her home, shows incredible maturity and compassion.”

Sabrina shrugged, though I could tell she was pleased by Valeria’s praise. “It wasn’t that hard, honestly. Seeing her like that … no one deserves to live that way, especially not someone who was once so important to me.”

“It’s rough out there,” Valeria said, her voice softening. “The economy, housing costs, mental health struggles, people fall through the cracks so easily. Christy didn’t deserve what happened to her, regardless of your past conflicts.”

“I know,” Sabrina agreed, twisting the colorful bracelet on her wrist. “And reconnecting with her today… Mom, I’ve never felt so happy. It’s like a piece of myself that was missing suddenly clicked back into place.” She held up her wrist, showing Valeria the handmade bracelet. “She gave me this. Made it herself while living on the beach.”

Valeria examined the colorful bracelet with its shell charm. “It’s beautiful,” she said. “And clearly made with love.”

“She wants to work for us, maybe film a scene with her and Kane to start with,” Sabrina said, smiling happily. “I think it would be amazing for all of us.”

Valeria’s eyebrows rose slightly, but her expression remained warm. “That’s very sweet of you, to share Kane like that. Not every woman would be so generous, especially with someone who once hurt them. It shows you’re not getting caught up in petty envy.”

“It’s not just generosity,” Sabrina admitted. “I genuinely want to see them together. And I think it would be healing for Christy, to feel beautiful and desired again.”

She twisted the bracelet on her wrist, her fingers tracing the heart-shaped shell. “Do you want to know the story behind this? She made it during her first night on the beach. Each knot represents a mistake she made, and the twists are times she lied to herself thinking I might speak to her again someday. The shell was the only thing that made her smile some days.”

Valeria’s eyes misted over. “That poor girl. She really did care about you all this time.”

We talked for a while longer. All of us were clearly relieved. Eventually, the sound of the shower stopped, and a few minutes later, Christy entered the living room. Her blonde hair was still damp, cascading over her shoulders in gentle waves. She wore one of the outfits we’d bought her earlier: a skimpy blue sundress with a deep v-neck that hugged her curves perfectly. Her skin glowed, freshly scrubbed and moisturized, and without the layer of beach grime, she looked even more beautiful than before.

“I feel human again,” she said with a shy smile, walking toward the couch.

“You’ve always been human, silly,” Sabrina said.

Christy hesitated for a moment, then sat down next to me, close enough that our thighs touched. I felt a subtle warmth radiating from her clean skin, along with the faint scent of Sabrina’s expensive shampoo.

“You look amazing,” I told her honestly.

“Thank you,” she replied, her cheeks flushing slightly.

Her hand dropped casually to my thigh, her fingers tracing small circles against the fabric of my jeans. “I’m still thinking about what we did in that fitting room,” she whispered, leaning closer. “Are you still hard from it? I bet you are.”

Valeria cleared her throat, giving Sabrina a pointed look. Christy’s head snapped up, her eyes widening as she realized Valeria had heard.

“Oh my God, I’m so sorry,” Christy blurted, her face turning crimson. “I didn’t mean to—I forgot where—”

Valeria just chuckled and waved her hand dismissively. “It’s fine, dear. I’ll pretend I didn’t hear that part.” She stood up, smoothing her skirt. “I’ll go take a bath. You three enjoy yourselves.”

As Valeria disappeared into the kitchen, Christy buried her face in her hands, her shoulders shaking with embarrassed laughter. “I can’t believe I said that in front of your mother.”

“Trust me,” Sabrina said, grinning, “she’s heard worse. Much worse.”

I stood up, offering my hand to Christy. “Speaking of enjoying ourselves… why don’t we show you the studio?”

Her eyes lit up as she took my hand. “Studio?”

“Where we film,” Sabrina explained, leading the way down the hall. “It’s specially set up with lighting, cameras and everything we need.”

The studio was one of our larger rooms, converted with professional lighting rigs, multiple camera setups, and a king-sized bed with white sheets at its center. One wall was lined with various props and costumes, while another featured monitors for checking footage in real time.

“Wow,” Christy said, taking it all in. “This is like a dream. So professional … so much different from the shared bedroom we used.”

“You’re right … We all gotta start somewhere.” Sabrina ran her fingers along the edge of the main camera. “Want to try it out? No pressure, but if you’re ready… We can start filming some clips. It’s not like you need an introduction since you’ve done this before.”

“I’m ready,” Christy said without hesitation. Her eyes met mine, desire evident in their blue depths. “I’ve been ready since that fitting room.”

Sabrina’s smile widened as she began setting up the equipment. “Perfect. I’ll film while you two get started.”

I approached Christy slowly, enjoying the way her breath quickened as I drew near. “May I?” I asked, my hands hovering at the straps of her sundress.

She nodded, lifting her chin to expose the pretty line of her throat. “Please.”

I slid the straps down her shoulders, letting the dress pool at her feet. She stood before me in nothing but a pair of fresh lace panties, her perfect breasts exposed to the warm studio lights.

“God, I love your boobs,” I murmured, cupping their weight in my hands. “They’re hypnotizing.”

“I’m glad,” Christy said, arching into my touch.

“Camera’s rolling,” Sabrina said, her voice taking on a professional quality despite the intimate scene unfolding.

I guided Christy to the bed, laying her back against the pillows. Her golden hair fanned out across the white sheets, creating a halo effect in the studio lighting. I hooked my fingers into her panties, sliding them down her toned legs.

She happily spread her legs further, showing off her glistening pink folds. I ran my fingers over her smooth mound. She’d just shaved, and her labia were perfectly symmetrical, like the petals of a flower, with just a hint of moisture already gathering between them right before my eyes. She was as pink and pretty as my sister, smelling like roses that both came from the shampoo and her pussy. I ran my fingers over her squishy flesh, wanting to dive right in and have my way with her.

“You’re beautiful,” I whispered, my eyes drinking at the sight of her bare center. “Absolutely perfect.”

Christy blushed, her thighs parting wider in invitation. “It’s been so long since anyone has touched me there,” she admitted, her voice husky with desire.

I lowered myself between her legs, breathing in her clean, feminine scent. The first slow sweep of my tongue made her gasp, her back arching off the bed. She tasted sweet and slightly tangy, a flavor uniquely hers that instantly became addictive.

“Oh my … I didn’t expect you to do that,” she moaned as I circled her clit with the tip of my tongue. Her hands found my hair, fingers tangling in it as she guided me.

I glanced up to see Sabrina filming, her own expression one of arousal as she captured every moment. She gave me an encouraging nod, adjusting the camera angle for a better view.

Christy’s pussy was responsive to every touch, growing wetter with each pass and flick of my tongue. I slipped two fingers inside her, curling them upward to find that sensitive spot while continuing to lick and suck at her clit.

“Fuck, that feels really nice,” she said, her hips rising to meet my mouth. “You’re so good at this.”

“I’ve practiced a lot,” I told her with a wink.

I decided to keep going, determined to draw a genuine orgasm from her as I flicked my tongue side to side, then up and down. I pulled back for a moment, admiring the endless trickles of her honey. The more I licked her, the more I gathered.

I latched my mouth onto her and slid my tongue deep into her sweet center, my nose pressing against her clit. With every breath, I inhaled her intoxicating scent while my tongue bathed in her pink river. I lapped at her as if I hadn’t tasted water in days, quenching a thirst I didn’t know I had. I pressed slow, wet kisses all over her pussy, savoring every reaction.

She kept thrusting her hips against my face, rising with every lick as she moaned and trembled. I cupped her ass and pulled her closer, licking her in long, drawn-out strokes.

“Oh, Kane, you lick like a dream,” I heard her say, though her sweet pussy muffled her voice.

I pushed her over the edge, detonating her climax. She sighed in relief and slumped back down, glowing with the aftershock of pleasure. But that glow quickly melted into raw hunger.

“Fuck me,” she said, biting her lip and spreading her legs wide.

I stood to remove my clothes, aware of both women’s eyes on me as I stripped. Christy’s gaze was hungry, fixated on my erection as it sprang free.

“Come here,” she urged, spreading her legs wider.

I positioned myself above her, the head of my cock teasing her entrance. Slowly, I pushed forward, watching her face as I filled her inch by inch.

“Oh fuck,” she breathed, her eyes fluttering closed. “You’re so fucking big.”

Her pussy gripped me tightly, hot and slick around my length. I didn’t need to push a lot. I just slid right in till I bottomed out, and she gasped. I pulled back, my erection coming out slick and wet. Then I pushed back inside, pleasuring every nerve of her vagina.

“Harder,” she demanded, wrapping her legs around my waist to pull me deeper.

“No warm-up?” I asked her playfully.

“I’m already warm, silly,” she said. “Just pound me.”

I obliged, driving into her with increasing force. She matched me perfectly, her hips rising to meet each thrust. We kept going, looking each other in the eyes as we slowly moaned louder and louder. She was drawing an orgasm out of me, and it happened so quickly, I didn’t even realize it.

I pushed all the way in again, a muffled smack echoing as our bodies met. I brushed her hair behind her ears, noticing the light sheen of sweat forming on her forehead. My eyes trailed down to her breasts, still jiggling slightly before settling.

Before switching positions, I leaned forward and buried my face in her cleavage, making her chuckle. It was one of the best cleavages I’d ever dived into, her soft breasts perfectly cradling my cheeks. I gave a playful shake of my head before pulling back, latching onto her right nipple and sucking gently.

She giggled uncontrollably. “It tickles!”

I kept going, squeezing her left breast while smothering the right in warm licks and kisses.

I slowed my pace, softening the suction as I trailed my tongue around her nipple in circles, letting her feel every detail of my mouth. Her laughter quieted, replaced by soft moans that trembled out of her.

“You’re so beautiful,” I murmured against her skin, kissing the underside of her breast and sliding my hand down her slim waist. “I could stay here forever.”

Christy’s hand moved to the back of my head, her fingers threading gently through my hair. “You really mean that?” she whispered.

I looked up, catching her gaze. “I mean every word.”

I leaned forward to kiss her, my tongue sliding into her mouth the same way it had slid into her vagina. She was just as sweet with a hint of minty breath. My cock kept twitching inside her, and eventually, I became so horny I had to break the kiss. “All fours?”

She nodded eagerly. I pulled my cock out, coming out drenched in her honey that spilled over the sheets.

Christy flipped onto her hands and knees like a sexy cat, presenting her perfect, toned heart-shaped ass to me. Her back arched beautifully, creating a valley that led to her slender waist. Her blonde hair cascaded down her back like a golden waterfall, and the skin under her waist was creamy white, contrasting beautifully with her otherwise tanned flesh and the pink pussy in the center.

“Like this?” she asked, glancing over her shoulder with a seductive smile.

“Perfect,” I replied, positioning myself behind her. Being so horny, I wasted no time. I gripped her hips and slid back inside her in one smooth thrust. She gasped, her head dropping forward as I filled her completely from this new angle.

“Oh god,” she moaned, her voice muffled against the pillow. “So deep… so fucking deep.”

I began to fuck her, thrusting against her firm ass. The wet sounds of our smacks filled the room, mixing with her increasingly desperate moans.

Her pussy gripped me like a hug, and I increased my pace, my fingers digging into Christy’s full moon. She pushed back against me, meeting each thrust with lust and vigor.

Her breasts swung beneath her with each impact, and I reached around to cup one, feeling its perfect weight in my palm. The silicone felt different than my sister’s natural breasts, but no less arousing.

“Harder,” Christy begged.

Grinning, I pounded into her. The bed creaked beneath us, the headboard occasionally thumping against the wall.

“God, you’re going to make me cum again,” she cried out, her voice cracking with pleasure.

I felt her tighten around me, her whole body tensing as she approached her climax. When it hit, she buried her face in the pillow to muffle her moan, her pussy contracting rhythmically around my cock. “Oh my …”

I slowed down, a drop of sweat landing right on her ass cheek. “Let’s try from the side,” I suggested.

“Alright,” Christy said, just as eager as earlier. She complied as she settled onto her left side. I positioned myself right behind her, lifting her right leg and draping it over my shoulder.

“This okay?” I asked, making sure she was comfortable.

“More than okay,” she replied, her eyes half-lidded with pleasure.

I entered her again, this new angle allowing me to hit spots I couldn’t reach before. Her mouth fell open in a silent gasp as I pushed all the way in.

“Oh my god,” she whispered. “This just gets better and better.”

“I agree,” I said, pushing my erection all the way into her depths.

“I can feel every inch of you,” she gasped, her eyes widening as I settled into a steady rhythm.

With her leg elevated on my shoulder, I had the perfect view of her body, every curve and every reaction. I reached forward, cupping both her round, symmetrical breasts in my hands, feeling their perfect weight and warmth.

“These are addictive,” I murmured, thumbing her nipples into stiff peaks.

Christy’s eyes locked with mine, intense and vulnerable all at once. “You like them?” she asked breathlessly.

“I love them,” I assured her, my hips never stopping their steady rhythm. “And I love how you feel around me.”

I increased my pace, still holding her breasts, using them as anchors as I thrust deeper. Her walls clenched around me with each stroke, drawing me closer to the edge. The position allowed me to watch every expression across her face, the flutter of her eyelashes, the parting of her lips and the orgasmic flush spreading across her cheeks.

“I’m close,” I told her, my voice strained.

“Look at me, you hot youngster,” she whispered, reaching up to touch my face. “I want you to look at me when you cum inside me.”

Our eyes locked, an unexpected intimacy blooming between us. I felt my release building, pressure mounting at the base of my spine.

I drove into Christy one final time, holding her gaze as pleasure crashed through me. I groaned, my fingers tightening on her breasts as I emptied myself inside her, pulse after pulse of warmth flooding her depths.

“I can feel you,” Christy whispered, her eyes never leaving mine. “I can feel every throb and drop.”

When the last waves of pleasure subsided, I slowly withdrew, both of us watching as a thick river of pearly white cum immediately began trickling from her flushed opening. It pooled beneath her on the sheets.

“Don’t move,” Sabrina said eagerly. She knelt between Christy’s legs, capturing close-up shots of the creampie. “This is absolutely perfect. The contrast against your pink is gorgeous.”

Christy blushed but didn’t close her legs, allowing Sabrina complete access. After taking several photos from different angles, Sabrina set her phone aside, her expression shifting from professional to hungry.

“May I?” she asked Christy, her intent clear.

Christy nodded, her breath catching. “Yes.”

Sabrina lowered her face between Christy’s thighs, her tongue darting out to collect the mixture of our fluids. Christy gasped at the contact, her head falling back against the pillows.

Sabrina’s tongue circled her best friend’s slit, gathering every drop of cum as Christy trembled beneath her. I watched, mesmerized by the sight of my sister cleaning another girl so intimately.

“I think that’s enough footage for today,” Sabrina finally said, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand and swallowing my load. “Let’s see how it turned out.”

“What did it taste like?” Christy asked.

“Like vanilla sauce,” Sabrina said, making them both giggle.

We collapsed onto the bed together. Sabrina grabbed the camera and pulled up the footage we’d just shot. She nestled between us as we all leaned in to watch.

“Oh my god, we look amazing together,” Christy gasped as the video began playing. Her eyes widened at the sight of herself on screen, her body writhing beneath mine. “I forgot how good it feels to be filmed.”

“You’re a natural,” I told her, my arm draped around her shoulders.

As we watched, Christy grew curious about the clips with me and Sabrina. My sister happily showed her, and Christy’s expression grew more excited. “I can’t believe how hot you two are together,” she said, glancing at Sabrina. “I used to watch your solo videos sometimes, you know. Even after everything. You were always so beautiful on camera.”

Sabrina turned to her, surprised. “Really?”

“Yeah,” Christy admitted. “I’d tell myself I was studying the competition in case I’d start again, but honestly? I just missed you.”

Sabrina squeezed her hand. “Well, now you don’t have to miss me anymore.”

Christy’s eyes sparkled with excitement as she watched more of the footage. “You know what would be absolutely incredible? The four of us, you, me, Kane, and Tiffany. Can you imagine how hot that would be?”

“I love foursomes,” Sabrina said.

“And we could do even more,” Christy continued, her enthusiasm building. “What about those cam girls you mentioned? We could organize a legendary orgy.”

I felt my cock stir again at the mental image she was painting.

“I love how your mind works,” Sabrina said, closing the camera and setting it aside. “We haven’t even thought about group scenes on that scale.”

“There’s so much potential,” Christy said, her hand absently stroking my thigh. “What about themed content? Like, I don’t know, a slumber party that turns wild, or a yoga class where the instructor gets very hands-on with his students?”

“Or a cooking show where things get messy in the kitchen,” Sabrina suggested, catching onto Christy’s enthusiasm.

“Exactly!” Christy exclaimed. “God, I’m just so grateful I can be of value again. That I can contribute something worthwhile.” Her voice grew softer. “I spent so many nights wondering if I’d ever be good for anything again, you know? If I ever create something beautiful or meaningful.”

I wrapped my arm around her shoulders, pulling her closer. “You’re more than your content, Christy. But I understand what you mean about creating. There’s something powerful about making something people want to see.”

“Exactly,” she said, leaning into me. “And I have so many ideas now! I feel like my brain is finally working again after being shut down for so long.”

As she continued brainstorming ideas with Sabrina, I found myself watching them with a sense of wonder. Christy’s natural creativity paired perfectly with Sabrina’s bold, horny mind. They bounced concepts back and forth, building on each other’s thoughts.

I realized that even if we’d come far, our adventure had just started. I had wealth and women in abundance, and so much to look forward to. Sabrina and Christy both pressed a kiss against my cheeks.

“We’re all rambling and you’re dreaming,” Sabrina said, playfully ruffling my hair. “What’s on your mind, brother?”

“This truly is the Pink Dream,” I said. “And it has just started.”

Sabrina seized my cock as it slowly started hardening. “You’re right,” she said, exchanging a grin with Christy as she also gravitated toward it. “We’ve just started.”

They both looked up at me in unison, two different kinds of beauty, but both mine along with the rest of the girls and women. And in that moment, I understood: this wasn’t a dream I was waking from.

It was one I was diving deeper into.
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Thank you so much for reading 
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 !
 If you enjoyed it, please consider leaving a review. It’s the second-best way to support me as an author, right after purchasing my stories.
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